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DEDICATION. 


TO DE. PRICE, M.D.. F.EC.P.E. 


My dear Db. Price, 

In availing myself of your kind permission to dedicate this book 
to you, I must begin with a regret and an apology. A regret that 
this being a utilitarian, or every-tme-for-hime^ Age, the days of 
Dedications, properly so called, are at an end; as, genefally 
speaking, 

" Nos hsec novimus esse nM.” 

For to the good (as in the present instance), printed panegyrics 
may, indeed, more widely disclose their virtues, but cannot increase 
them by a single ray. And, on the other hand, old George Herbert 
counsels wisely when he says— 

“ Feed no men in his sinnes : for adulation 
Doth make thee parcell-devil in damnation." 

Still, I, on my own account, regret the e.\tiBction of the good, 
old, florid, elaborate Dedication, as in one of those 1 should have 
had room for at least an ineentory of your good qualiUes. And 
yet, I am not sure that they may not all be as effectually summed 
up in a very brief spSee^ by saying, that no one can see yiu without 
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suspecting you are a genuiuely, anti, what is better still, an actweig 
and jealously benevolent person ; and no one can have the privilege 
of knowing you, without experiencing you to he such, whether 
they merely require the aid of your professional skill (in which 
few equal, and none surpass you), or whether they want ^at more 
general sympathy and aid due from one human being to another, 
so universally required, though, alas ! by no means so universally 
found i but which in you is, like mercy, of that ‘^unstrained 
quality ” which onJg avoids granting requests by always antici- 
pating them. Nor do I think that having made your acquaintance 
In that little dirty sink of iniquity, Llangollen, at all made me, by 
the force of contrast, exaggerate your good qualities, as I dnd that 
In another and more congenial hemisphere they shine out just as 
pre-eminently. 

And now for my apology. As this Book was ready, and was to 
have appeared last May, but for the place aux MessietirSf which 
always reigns and rules in England, the publisher, who was to 
have brought it out, having the works of two gentlemen to produce 
at the same time, could not venture upon so stupendous (1) an 
enterprise as publishing a third confccutively ; therefore, my Book 
was of course to go to the wall till October. Such being the case, 
I preferred publishing it under my own auspices, which, in a 
pecuniary point of view, is all the better for me ; though I fear 
that the Book having been written currenie calamo up to a certain 
period, it may, from waiting so long, seem flat as champagne 
two days opened, and therefore dedicating it to you under these 
circumstances, is very like asking you to a rSchaujfS dinner ; but 
as that is a thing you are very sure I would never do, I hope this 
conviction will be a sufficient apology for my gfl'acing this tardy 
umbigu with your name. As far as gon are concerned, I cogld say 
a great deal more, but but ! I have no “ enterprising pub^ 
lishers,** d h Routledge, to disseminate flnancial flams for me, 
which I regret, seeing that the British public greatly resembles the 
whale in an old line-engraving representing the contretms of 
Jonah, wherein the said whale is pourtrayed with jaws wide-opened 
a triumphal arch, and a throat capacious enough not only to 
Jonah, but anythinuI in which latter particular, it 
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must be confesied, tbe pensive (query p^nce-give) public** is 
** very like a whale I” But still— as the aforesaid public is, despite 
its slight obliquity of vision, beginning to get a glimmering as to 
the sort of dirty rags and glittering tinsel of which Authors, with 
some few honorable exceptions, are composed — were I to expa- 
tiate, a« I have ample materials for doing, on your many estimable 
traits, it might simply sum up these indisputable facts, and my 
appreciation of them, wbolely and solely into a total of my (scrib- 
bler like) having, above all things, **an eye to business,” by 
wanting tbe world to know that I bad got a fabulously good 
PRICE FOE MY Book! Cela pos4, one word on my farrago 
UbellL It is the fashion in certain quarters, among other weak 
inventions of the enemy,** to accuse roe of personality in my books ; 
to which I have only to say, that I should indeed be a bungler if 
I were to mould any fictitious character which had mt its type in 
nature and reality. For instance, I will not attempt to deny that, 
barring his physique, bay-wig and Hessians, there are a great many 
things in the conduct of Mr. Phippen so applicable to your own 
mode of going through the world, that you are quite welcome to 
take them for personalities, if you please. As for the Fudgesters, 
Beaucherches, and other minnows composing ray dramatis per sonm, 
if they feel their withers” too much wrung,’* I could defend 
rayself as Moliere did, when Mdlle. de Brie urged him, in return 
for the intrigues of the Hdtel de Bourgogne against him, to show 
that clique up, more especially its chief, Boursault: — *' Vous Stes 
folle,** said he, beau sujet a divertir la Vilh et la Cour que 
M. Boursault / Je voudrois hien savoir de quelle fagon on pourroit 
Vajuster pour le rendre plaisant j et si, quand on le herneroit sur 
un thMtre, it seroit assez heureux de fairs rire le monde f 

I could, I repeat, borrow these words for my defence, but I shall 
avail myself of no such limited liability ; but merely say, if the 
cap fits, in Heaven’s name, or that of its antipodes, let them wear 

* ''You are mad/^ said he ; ''a fine subject, truly, to amuse the Town 

and tbe Court with, M. Boursault would be ! I should like to know iu 
what way one could handle him so as to render him amusing ; and if. after 
one had tossed him in a blanket, or turned him into every sort of ridicule, 
one would be fortunate enough to succeed In making people laugh 
him?” • 
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CHAPTER I 

THK LAST POST KNOCK. 

Rat, tat!— Rat, tat 1— Eat, tat!— Rat, tat !— Bharj)ly echoed 
through a dark gloomy wainscoted parlour in one of those erst of 
old good houses in Church Street, Otielsea, now portioned out into 
cheap lodgings for struggling respectability, or mce vmd ? It 
was the postman’s last appeal for that day; and, like Fate’s 
auctioneer as he is, having always much business on his hands, he 
seemed in a hurry to despatch it and knock down the different 
lots” of weal or woe intrusted to him to their respective owners. 
So he kept on, going ! going ! till he was at length gone 1— out of 
the dull street, and had passed the windows of the dark wainscoted 
parlour without even vouchsafing a single glance towards them, 
although behind the small square panes of one of them, was a pair 
of eyes almost like burning-glasses eagerly watching his every 
movement, and the heart that belonged to those eyes was beating 
nearly as loud and as sharply as the knocks he had been so impera- 
tively distributing on the different doors. But, having sown his 
divers grains of destiny broad-cast, he went his way, heedless how 
they might fructify or blight ; and turned oirt of the dull street 
just as the ruddy sun of an English July evening was retiring for 
the night, enveloped in that most unbecoming of aJl dMiahilks, a 
London fog, * ' 

“ Another day,— and nothing!” burst from a pair of quivering 
lips of the same firm as the before-mentioned eyes and heart, which 
indeed belonged to a lady, who, notwithstanding the perfect, nay, 
almost severe, simplicity of her plain grey silk dress and small 
white linen collar, and the care* worn expression of her face, seemed 
as if she had, at no very distant time; looked through gayer win- 
dows on far brighter prospects than that narrow dismal street, 
But that inexorable distributor of hopes, fears, and disappointments, 
the postman, had past, and left nothing for her but the latter; and 
the sank down into an old, heavy, mahogany, three-cornered, horse- 
hair chair, covered her face vUk her hands, and burst into tears. 
Now this old triangular chS, although in the vernacular of that 
©articular lodging-house it went hr the fulsomely flattering name 
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ol mmf cliair, j^et was as guiltless of affording any that 
dtttioralismg luxury to its occupants, with which Hatinibai is said 
to have enervated his troops at Capua, as the steps of a hall door 
are to the houseless wretches who convert them info a hed ! In- 
deed, the whole of the furniture was of that cumbrbt#S, hard, heavy 
style, contemporaneous \vith Dr^ Johnson, and seemed with a sort 
of Silent adttlatbn to ba%^e aped at least the external contour of the 
jireat lexicographer, more especially the jhree-cornered arm**cfoair, 
in which the poor lady was crying so bitterly, for there was in its 
wooden physiognomy, and the rough heartiness of its extended 
lion-mwed mahogany arms, a sort of ungracious kindness, such as 
the enair in which Johnson sat must have felt when the Doctor was 
fondling and feeding his cat “Hodge” with those smuggled 
oysters which be himself had been out to buy, rather than jeopard 
** Hodge’s” popularity with the servants by giving them the addi- 
tional trouble of being the cat’s purveyors. A good trait, a eery 
^ood trait this, in that Leviathan of literature, who, from disport- 
ing himself and taking bis pastime in the deep waters of knowledge, 
eould still dud both heart and time to eater for bis cat{ thu, and 
his unflagging kindness to poor Goldsmith, are quite suiBcient to 
polish for posterity even his three or four rustiest and most one- 
sided prejudices. 

But to return to the poor lady, whom we left weeping, by that 
declining light, in that old tbree*cornered chair. Her history, at 
least the substance of it, is soon told; it was one of early disobedi- 
ence to parents, reaping in the toils and trials of after life that 
hitter harvest which is invariably sown by such seeds. Mrs. 
Femble, as she now called herself (though that was not her real 
name), had been the daughter of an Admiral, and the grand- 
daughter and niece of a Peer. Early in life she had formed a ball- 
rdom attachment for a handsome young Vau-rien in a dragoon 
regiment, the only son of a rich brewer ; but, notwitlistanding his 
giut of gold, which, in this commercial country, generally gilds cU 
things, from want of worth to want of birth, and* notwithstanding 
the daily increasing examples of Nobility soldered to Mobility by 
the all-^werful cement of wealth, still her family had other views 
for her, and, from the rou^ reputation of the handsome cornet, 
dectdedly opposed their daughter’s union with him, which oppo- 
^ ended in her eloping with him ; and as her family never 
wwld receive her huaband, or even see her afterwards, and as no 
I geillements had been made on her, she was left entirely at her 
hmshand’s mercy, and had nothing to trust to but his fiononr! 
! -Fbor, poor woman ! 

! Alas 1 my young lady friends, it should be at least part of yOur 
education to know that notwlthst^ding the much boasted British 
Cimelitution, it does not contain law for the inrcitection or 

i jrtdms of married women $ unless, ^deed, they be the potsisiNws 

<^llirgeim?perty stringent tied up upon lAeuthey, 
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or fatiior, their mooej%i8 amply protected, far in Eagkdd property 
btiog the offt/y thing le^slated for, the very smallest coin of the 
realm is far more cared for than a human being with an immortal 
soul ; and hence it is in our monetary cf>de that a halfpenny will 
outweigh a heart, and a sovereign a soul, any day. Now, as such 
laws for the oppression of woman are certainly not very creditable 
to tis in an age of progression like the present, and as it is not to 
be supposed that when “ the caUective wisdom"* of a nation could 
cither frame or continue such, the aggregate of mankind would 
have a very nice or chivalric sense of honor** to counter-balance 
and neutralise the pernicious prerogatives of such unequal laws, — 
young ladies, instead of that vulgar servant •roaidish eagerness to be 
married, or, as in kitchen parlance, they more elegantly express it, 
to mariied,'* should at all events look before they leap; as 
thisre is also another consideration, which ought to make them 
doubly cautious before they take this irrevocable^ and too often 
fatal plunge, which is the fearful odds, that according to the very 
immoral conventionalities of society, exist against them, they, no 
doubt, in the innocence of their hearts and the ignorance of their 
heads, imagine that the marriage vows are a dual responsibility, 
solemn and indlssoluide as God ordained them; and on the 
woman’s side so they are, for, as the gravitation of the world would 
be endangered were a single atom added to or subtracted from the 
universal whole, so let a woman without even the slightest moral 
culpability deviate but a hair's^breadth from that beaten track, and 
the equilibrium of her whole fate is perilled; but with men it is 
very different; the^ have concocted a code of conventional 
morality (?) adapted to their actions. What used to be wTong, is 
now right ; for in their system of ethics, like Mobere’s Doctors in 
Anatomy, Us ont chanpd touts For the vows they make at 

the altar to love and to cherish a wife in sickness and in health, 
and, forsaking all others, to cleave to her only — according to their 
reading means, to desert her the moment the whim seizes them for 
any and every other woman. And as for endowing her with all 
their worldly goods, that, like Hebrew, they seem to read back- 
wards, and interpret into getting every single thing they can out 
of their wives, and then thinking it is no matter if they, the wives, 
be left to starve, or subjected to every drudgery, privation, and 
humiliation, provided themselves, the husbands, can wallow in 
luxury, or riot in pleasure. On the other hand it is certain that 
those men who do not avail themselves of this broad hard licence, 
which vice originated, and which that great rivet of all vice, 
Custom, has confirmed, but who restrict themselves within the 
stringent circle of duties which God has imposed, cannot be too 
highly prized, nor too carefully cherished ; therefore, such men 
have a right, not onljr to expect sensible, agreeable, and well* 
informed companions in the woman they marry, but a help meet 
in every sense of the wrd, for a wife, to be worthy of thoiiiwr, 
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ebotitidl as understand tlie art (for it •> ati off, and one of 

t%e finelit,) of domestic economy, in all its bmnches, and tke 
science of c4m^rt in each of its myriad phases ; in short, how to 
be able to inake her husband's home happy when he is well, and 
bo# to turn illness itself into a luxury by gentle, intelligent, antici- 
patory, and mi$d^8s nursing. Believe me, my dear young ladies, 
a tittle such homely, womanly lore as this, would place you On a 
fhr higher pedestal than the smattering you now receive of those 
ephemeral and bird-lime accomplishments, which^may, indeed, 
aiiiire a husband, but will never secure him. 

Now, Mrs. Pemble was well calculated to inculcate all those ex- 
eellent but unchartered knowledges which go to the making of a 
happy HOMK— all those subtile, unobtrusive, heart-graces which, 
when carefully selected, tempered, polished, and linked, form the 
electric chain of duties which constitutes the wisdom of woman : 
for she had acquired them one by one, in the dear, but unrivalled 
school of experience, and strengthened them in the moral gymna- 
sium of fortitude and necessity. Soon after her ill-fated marriage 
her Worthless husband began to revenge upon her the neglect with 
which he was treated by her family ; while Us, though many of 
them were still in trade, looked down upon his well-born hut 
penniless wife, as their members were daily contracting alliances 
with Lady Janes’* and Lady Julias,” whose parents were only 
too happy to pay every deference to their superior wealth, and 
therefore they had no idea that a mere Admiral, only the brother 
of a Lord, who had not given his daughter a shilling, should give 
Mmtelf such airs with regard to their family, w'ho could buy and 
Meti Mis, So after ten long miserable years, God saw fit to release 
poor Mary Pemble from her bondage, and leave her, at all events 
tittfettered, to swim through a sea of troubles, and stem its adverse 
tide as best she might, for after considerable losses at Newmarket, 
her husband died in a fit of delirium tremens, leaving an only son— 
a fine noble-hearted boy — who, as yet, had not time either to be 
perverted or corrupted, and so remained the ** silver lining” of his 
pour mother’s cloud ; but as he was destined for the army, at the 
age of fourteen he went to Sandhurst, and as long as war was only 
tneoretical, and military glory but a gorgeous abstract, the mother’s 
heart, of course, glowed with a naturd pride at the triumphant 
examinations her son passed, and the honorable testimonials he 
dMaiiied ; but when this said war, “ ambition’s gory pla)rthing,” 
heeame a stern reality, and Harcourt — her one thought, one feel- 
ing, and only hope — though only eighteen, was ordered with his 
l^giihent to the Crimea, what would not the wretched mother have 
I^Ven to have gone with the lady nurses to Scutari ? 

But, alas 1 even to play the ministering angel effectually (or 
tither with irtipunity) in England, requires me patent of patronage, 
msd the same ibni^tion of self, which is truly heVoic and beyond 
I® |#ni«5 In bn©, !$ bhnbxious to every antaaoversion in nnoftier,* 
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findering liable t© be branded with that concrete vituperatire 

a sirmg mmM womm /” — and so, the poor mother had only her 
woman’s heritage of tears and endurance to fall back upon ; and 
after having sold her pretty cottage at Ivor, near Uxbridge» and 
parted with everything available to give her son a far more luxu- 
rious, because better planned ^nd combined, outfit than many of 
his superior officers, Mrs. Pemble found herself thrown on the 
world, with that widely-differing portion, in different persons, her 
own resources 1 And house-rent and the paraphernalia of weekly 
bills, however moderate, being precisely what she could not afford, 
she thought if she could but get a situation as a governess— no 
matter how small the salary — by obtaining food and shelter gratis, 
it would be still in her power to continue to supply Harcourt with 
many little comforts, which would be, otherwise, unattainable for 
either of them^ 

Now, though £20 or £30 a year is, certainly, sufficient for 
teaching young ladies ignorance, had English, and husband- 
bunting, Mrs. Pemble’s acquirements were such as might have 
justly entitled her to more j yet she was far from viewing the 
matter in this light, for, thanks to that anti-commercial argil, of 
which all real ladies and gentlemen are, unfortunately, composed ; 
wherever driving a bargain was concerned, she invariably under- 
rated her own pretensions ; moreover, she had another difficulty in 
her way, which made her ready to consent to any additional sacri- 
fice, which was her seeking an engagement under a feigned name; 
and though she had honestly told all who seemed likely to tenter 
into a negotiation with her that it was not her real name, sti 1 she 
felt, that with many, either from principle, or from prejudice (and 
how often does the latter conceive itself the former) ; this alone 
would be an insuperable objection to their engaging her; then 
why bad she adopted this objectionable plan ? The motive was a 
muced one, as most motives of expediency, or, at least, of fancied 
expediency are : for although neither her own nor her husband’s 
relations had ever recognised her existence since the hour she 
married ; yet as each of them considered themselves very great 
people in their different orbits, and, consequently, though they 
would have felt it no derogation to their grandeur had their rela- 
tion on the one side, and their connexion on the other, died of 
starvation, it would have been a very different thing had the 
escutcheon of her own family, or the rental of her husband’s, received 
such a blot, as to know that anything belonging to them I was 
guilty of the virtuous vulgarity of earning their bread ! And how- 
ever passive relations may be to serve, their activity to injure is* 
generally in an inverse ratio, and one of the last privileges which 
parentage willingly relinquishes, is that of inUrfenug. 

It was the knowledge of all these things which induced the: 
widow to lay aside her own name, and adopt the nom de getgm jpmn 
of P«bi© } though we pot pretend to deny that in so doing, : 
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jli0 was «tiM more kiuenced by Harcourt's fedinifs aiid Harcaurt's 
iiterestSj for sb© bad suffered too severely herself from the cold 
itSunaot conventionality of English society, not to be fully aware 
bat should htr unfair onaged son prove to unit© in his own person 
be unsullied honor of a Bayard, and the unsurpassed daring of 
b® two Scipios, whom Virgil called the Thunderbolts of War, yet 
mce known at the mess, or the Horse Guards, aye, or even at the 
‘annon’s mouth, that his mother ivas a working governess I good 
)y® to all bis chances of preferment, and to the just grade of bis 
locial position ; and, however much she miaht have wavered in 
veigbtng all these prm and coms, of trading under a feigned narae,-^ 
ret, no sooner was Harcourt thrown into the balance, than he im- 
nediately turned the scale ; and the alternative was resolved upon, 
knd once resolved, — Mrs. Pemble, as we shall for the present 
mtinue to call her, was a person to «cf, and not io despair » for 
mlj it is well said by an old writer : Despair, as it respects the 
msiness, and events of life, is an uneasy and impolitic passion ; it 
mtedates a misfortune, and torments the heart before its time, it 
preads a gloominess upon the soul, and makes her live in a 
lufkgeon. ft preys upon the vitals like Prometheus’s vulture, and 
Bte out the heart of all other satisfactions. It cramps the powers 
i mature and cuts the sinews of enterprise, and gives being to 
oany cross accidents which would never otherwise hapfien. To 
idieve a business impossible, is the way to make it so/' 

Therefore Mrs. Pemble did not suffer the palsy of despair to 
Paralyse her son's and her own prospects. No, she put her 
boulder bravely to the wheel, which is the only manner by which 
be heavy laden wheel of fortune is ever propelled — came to Lon- 
loii*-^took that gloomy wainscoted parlour, and an adjoining bed- 
oom, in Church Street, Chelsea, at twelve shillings a week, and 
drertised for the situation of a governess ; for she was, we confess 
t, not only without fear but with much honest pride in our sex, a 
ifTEONG-MiNJOED WOMAN! Yea, vetily !~~and atrongbearted 
md etrong-conscienced too, as all those poor camp followers in the 
tattle of life — WOMEN, have need to be. 


CHAPTER IL 

THB ABVKRTISBMfiNT IN “ Til TIMES.” 

It is an unfortunate fact, almost without an exception, that bard 
beaits and soft heads generally go together j and the only evil of 
tbia is, when the head don't take the initiative on the score of hard- 
pmm, and leave all the down to its better-hglf the heart, whida, in 
#»*called strong-minded women,” is precisely wfeat it does do, 
Jmd '^0 poor Mrs, Pemble sat in that old three-cornered chitk. 
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leai&iflg hex hard head iu her poor shadowy ha»d«, tvbieh her soft 
heart delnged with tears, for, as we before said, the last Postman 
bad passed and brought her no letter from Harcourt, if, indeed, 
sneb a person was still in existence. It was, also, the last day in 
the week but one; she had been a whole month in that gloomy 
wainscoted* room, stared out of countenance by those great, un- 
wieldy, solemn, Sam ucl-John son-looking, horsehair chairs, and she 
had expended nearly four pounds in advertisements, only three of 
whkh had been answered ; one by the ** lady (for so they styled 
themselves) of a retired drysalter, another, by the lady of a gentle- 
man, who was a wholesale agent for Norton^s Camomile Fills,” 
and retailed other drugs as well, and the third, by the widow of a 
retired coach maker, living at ” Varnish Villa, Pentonville/' She 
had suited none of these, and none ot them had suited her. We 
verily heMevc that all exceptional natures have a responding nature 
in some part of the world, which would tone into harmonious 
utterances with theirs, and ” discourse most excellent music,” could 
they but meet and be attuned together ; but how and where U) 
stumble on them is the question ; for this poor crazy old world 
seems to be the harp of the Fates, who, between them (having but 
this tme instrument to play upon), are always losing, snapping, or 
mislaying the chords, and hence the terrible and jarring discords 
of which that Opera Seria, called Life, is composed ; and when 
the instrument is thus dilapidated, it becomes aluiost like an aeolian 
harp, which every breeze that blows affects more or less ; and it is 
for this reason, that prisoners in solitary confinement make to 
themselves companions, nay friends, of spiders, of mice, of shadows 
of mytkiny save darkness, and so it was that within this weary 
month, tired of the monotonous beatings of her owm heart, Mrs. 
Pemble had learned to watch for, at a certain hour of the morning 
and evening, with an eagerness that almost amounted to excite- 
ment, the creaking of an old gentleman's boots who lodged in 
what the maid of the house called “ the first floor front,” as he 
kept up a sort of quarter-deck perambulation sometimes for hours 
together, and by way of investing a still farther interest in him, 
and, indeed, also for the sake of hearing a human voice in reply, 
she, one evening inquired, when the universal maid brought in tea, 
followed by her constant companion, ” Tim,” the black cat, ” Who 
lodged above stairs?” 

And the reply was: — ” Mr. Phillip Phippen, who ad a business 
of some sort in the citv, but she did not *zacly know what, only 
that he was quite a heiderly gentleman from which an illogical 
mind might have inferred that his business was to be an elderly 
gentleman; but, being a “strong-minded woman,” Mrs. Pemhle 
had no/ an illogical mind, and so did not draw this inference, nor 
indeed any other, from Sarah's information. But whether Sarah 
(or S^rah Nash,” aa *the old gentleman aforesaid invariably called 
her with a sort of Farbh liegister particularity), had or had not 
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reported widow’s inmiiry to Phillip Fhippen i and that he a« idl 
oid ^chelorS are bound to do, had felt a certain little intter of 
at lemg in(|mred about (althouj^h for the last twenty years 
he had taken refuge from widows, and all other whirlpools, in those 
creaking Hessians, surmounted by a bay wig), or whether the act 
proceeded from mere neighbourly civility, we cannot say; but 
certain it is, that from that out, he might be daily heard either in 
tbe morning or evening, calling out over the stairs, as the Hessians 
came creaking down them : — “ S<frah I-^S^frah Nash l-^perhaps 
the lady in the parlour would like to see The Times?*' 

Upon the present occasion it was evening, nearly nine o’clock, 
when “Saran Nash” was evoked, and that true-born Briton’s 
mde mecum had scarcely rustled between her ruddy fingers ere 
the hall door was slammed to, after giving egress to Mr. Fhippen, 
who rapidly buttoning the three last buttons of his brown surtout 
to his throat, giving a sort of pound to the top of liis hat, so as to 
compel its closer allegiance to his bay wig, and bestowing on his 
somewhat portly and voluminous gingham umbrella another 
pound with the inner part of his left arm, so as to make sure that 
It was, as all old campaigners should be in these militant times, 
under arms; he strode hastily up the street, with that sort of 
** wind and tide waiting for no man ” rapidity, which those who 
have enhaled the auriferous atmosphere of Threadneedle Street 
for many years, are apt to contract from having imbibed as it were, 
at every pore, the great commercial truth, time is money 1 

Please um, — Mr. Phippen *ave sent you the noose paper,” said 
** Sdrah Nash,” who had it is true gone through the ceremony of 
knocking, as a sort of castanet accompaniment to her own entree, 
but had not waited for the customary permission to come in, and 
Ending the silence still continued, after she had laid the paper on 
the table, and there was absolutely nothing for silence to give 
consent to, like a woman of character, resource, and decision, she 
determined to bring matters to an issue, with a point blank ques- 
tion of, — 

Please urn — shall I bring candles 

If you please,” said Mrs. Pem]>le, raising her head and drying 
her eyes hastily like strong-minded woman as she was, who never 
liked to be ca ught either weeping or napping, though indeed, 
litiring the last three months, it would have been didicult to have 
4imrprised her doing the latter. 

‘' And Sarah,” — added she, as that ubiquitous individual was 
closing the door,-^** Not to have the trouble of coming up again, 
'fm may bring tea when you bring the lights.” 

Yes, urn / — thank you, urn /” 

And again between the interlude of the darkness and the light, 
pe occupant of the dull wainscoted parlour leant forward and 
jpovered her lace with *her hands j for indeed it would have been 
jntpossible tb km hmh in that three-eomfred uneasy easynchair, 
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and if the people were only half as upright as the furniture was. 
at the time of the great moralist, verily there could have been no 
backsliding in those days ; but this time no tears trickled between 
the small white fingers that covered that poor wan face, for the 
poor must mind their sharp, stringent, economies in all things — 
even in their sprrow—the free indulgence of which is truly enough 
called the luxury of woe,’' and, consequently, is not for them ; 
for grief, when given way to, to excess, stnpifies and enervates 
quite as much as either alcohol or opiates ; and as poverty mmt 
ever be up and doing, it cannot afford to sit pondering and ruing. 
And already, by the burning aching of her head, the poor mourner 
felt that for that day she had exceeded her pauper allowance of 
tribulation, and if she did not rouse herself and gird on her 
woman’s armour of moral courage, she should be fit for nothing 
the next ; at least, not for toiling through muddy streets in quest 
of that most bitter of all things, the bread of dependence, which, 
bitter as it is, she almost began to despair of obtaining ; perhaps 
she had been too honest in proclaiming her views and plan of 
education, which were calculated to make sensible, rational, useful 
and loveable Women, and not ignorant, vain, selfish and frivolous 
** Females,** Moreover she had hitherto found that all the dry- 
salters, druggists and coach-makers’ ladies^* whose advertise- 
ments she had replied to, seemed to think there was something 
fine in having a governess, and evidently classed it in the same 
category as setting up a *^foot boy ** or a brougham, and did nbt 
at all consider the matter in an educational point of view, as it was 
quite clear that she was to have unlimited responsibility, and no 
power; and that, while polking, crocheting and screaming in 
defiance of nature, to a cruelly castigated piano were considered 
indispensable j morals, manners, general and solid information, 
with keeping the peace towards the Queen’s English and not call- 
ing it all sorts of horrible names, were reckoned of no account. 
And indeed one lady, (the drysalter’s,) Mrs. Pemble had almost 
shocked into a fit of apoplexy by betraying her very vulgar opinion 
iithat every woman — were she a King’s daughter — should be made 
a thorough good housewife, which, according to her notions, did 
not end with even an extensive culinary saooir, but should include 
every thing that the mother of a family may at some one time of 
her life have occasion to do, and always in every sphere has 
occasion to know how it should he done, from making a shirt to 
dressing a wound, and from being a visible providence in a sick 
room, instead of a visible nuisance. Now this, as we before said, 
so disgusted the aristocratic refinement of Mrs. Fitz Smugsby, (it 
used to be plain Smugsby when they lived in Wliitechapel, but 
now, as she herself said, they had a wilier in the Begency Park ; 
Smugsby did not seem to go with it,) that she could scarcely rise 
from the sofa^ (which she filled like an additicmal squab covered 
with eiat'et-coloured velvet and point cufife itad a assortment 



of jewellery, though only doven o’clock in the fowoonO hiit 
when at length she had risen, she waved one very large well-fed 
hand towards the door saying* witli great dignity and a backward 
toss pf her head tluit-*- 

“5Ae wanted something much for her daughters, as 

Mr. Fita Smugsb^ being able to give them £50,000 each to ihftir 
Jhrtiii, was one of the peticklest men that kever lived about eddieu* 
and didn’t begrudge nathink, so as they was but made up to 
lie mark with the rest of the harryslocracy j and therefore, of 
eourae he did not want them made into ’ousehold dradgea, which 
was all very well for farmers’ daughters and suck like /” 

This oration finished, she grasped the hell, adding : 

** Hi’ra sorry as you’ve ad the trouble to corae» has Hi see you 
wouldn’t suit my estahiishment at all; but my hitler shall shew 
you hout and stop a ’bus for yOu hif you avefur to go.” 

The so-called butler^ with whom nature appeared to have been 
in a hurry, and rolled into the breadth what should have been in 
the length, and then in order to laugh off the mistake had played 
a game of cribbage over his very broad pock-marked face, now 
made his appearance, inducting himself into a grass-green Utery 
with yellow ^ings and shoulder knots, which looked like wreaths 
of daffadowndillies. 

Orricks,” (the Parish Register wrote it Horricks,) '* shew this 
pusson hout, hand tell Enry to tell Oppner to tell one of the kunder 
footmen, to stop a ’bus — and, with another majestic wave of the 
hand, this ambulating dome of St. Paul’s in claret velvet bowed 
the povemess out. 

And truly, so comparative a thing is happiness, and so many 
degrees are there in the comparison, that, wet and weary in 
bo^ and mind as she was, the gloomy wainscoted parlour, the 
badly dressed fat mutton chop, and even the blunt blackbandled 
knives and the slip shod, clumsy, but ever civil and obligiug 
** Sdrah Nash,” each and all appeared so many sybarite luxuries 
to Mrs. Pemble, compared with the chance of having been domi- 
ciled from night till morning and morning till night with Mrs. and 
the Miss Fitz Smugsbys; and in thinking over all this, and*' 
wondering how many more Mrs. Fitz Smugsbys she would have 
to encounter before she could obtain the munificent sura of £30 a 
year, she did not perceive that it was full half an hour before 
Sarah returned with the lights and the tea. When the latter did 
so, it w'as with an apology for the delay as she placed them on the 
table, saying ; 

** I’m sorry to have hep you so long, um, but as you eat no din-* 
ner I thought as you’d be almost starved, so I went and got you a 
Sally Lunn ; but Missus is such a skinflint that there aiut never a 
hit of fire to do nothink, and that’s the reason as I’ve been so long 
a tiydug over that tea-spoonful of fire to to<i»t this here cake i but* 
m jjr. rhippen says, and goodness l^nows it is a tru^ saying, a 
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kiof ai 'Mrs* Pike can only efo the lodger* brown that’s all she cares 
for. Now do ’tttn, try and cat it, for I think I managed to toast it 
l^retty tidily after all i for as she’s off lo the play witfi one of them 
there free admissions I did manage to get a few lumps of coal out 
of her scuttle,” And with this confession Sarah uncovered the 
cake, with a little air of conscious triumph, which its beautifully 
broivn, hot and crisp appearance fully justified. 

** It does indeed look excellent, Sarah, and thank you a thousand 
times for thinking of it,” said Mrs. Pemble, helping herself to a 
piece of it with a well^acted alacrity, which she felt would be the 
best thanks she could offer to the amiable forethought of Sarah, 
and as she did so, the tears came again into her eyes; for none 
feel little attentions so sensibly as those who have no one to care 
for them, for there is about these alms of itinerant kindness a sort 
of palpable Goo-sent air, which not only enhances but sanctifies 
them ; and never does the poor solitary wayfarer in the flinty high- 
way, or the thorny bye- ways of life meet with one of these little 
pure and simfde heart flow^ers peeping out from the surrounding 
ruggedness without thinking what the wise Theognis asserted— 

” Oh ! in this world how many are there whose vices are con- 
cealed by wealth, and how many more whose virtues are concealed 
by poverty I” 

Concealed, yes, from the mass ; but as science possesses the 
sacred and mysterious secret of detecting and extracting poisons 
however subtile and latent, from the most cautiously concealed and 
foully obstructed sources, so is there an equally infallible analytic 
power in finely organized natures which enables them to discover 
in others even the very smallest scintilla of the sacred fire of that 
better world, %vhich an undue weight of the rnire and moil of this 
one may and does obscure, but never can (where once it has been 
given) totally extinguish. « 

And as that poor drudge of all work left the room with her stiff 
new check-apron, (always put on clean to come up to ” the lady,”) 
and the latter turned her eyes from its wearer to her little offering, 
Mrs. Pemble doubted ft tlm most costly brocade upon the loveliest 
of wearers could have ” snatched a grace beyond the reach of art,” 
as that stiff check-apron of the kind-hearted Sarah Nash had done ; 
for tbete is one great and surpassing advantage that the kind acts 
of the poor and lowly must always have over those of the high and 
the mighty, for in such matters the poor and lowly do all they can 
to help or to serve ; but who ever yet heard of a rich man pushing 
his benevolence to such an 'wnlimited liability of extent ? And 
truly it was not the costliness of the poor Magdalene’s spikenard, 
nor that of the alabaster box that contained it, which found favour 
in the eyes of the Saviour; but to use Mis own blessed and 
gracious words, It was that ” she had done what she cmldf* 

All this bad scarcely passed through Mrs. Pemble’s mind before 
iftumed to ask h^r if she had not heifer have a fire, as if 
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was very tlat«p and chilly. But fires cost money, and therefore 
cold, whether in hearts or hearths, musit be dome by all the pupil# 
of poverty, suck being one of the very first hard lesson# in her 
horn-boot j and so with a slight shiver Mrs. Pemble said : 

** No thank you, Sarah, I shall be going to bed soon ; but if you 
will have the goodness to bring me my old Indian shawl out of the 
next room FU put it ou ; it is on the chair near the window/* 

Your cake is delicious, Sarah, and so nicely toasted, only that 
I am not very well I should have eaten it all, but you must eat the 
rest, and here is some tea for you to t£^e with it,** added Mrs. 
Pemble, filling a large cup out of the tea-chest and another of 
sugar. 

** Lawr ! that will last me a week. Ob 1 thank you, urn ;* and 
Sarah retreated with her prize in a high state of gratitude ; for 
decidedly next to green apples, fortune-tellers and policemen, tea 
and sugar are the royal roads to the hearts of English maidservants, 
be they of all-work or of no-work. 

No sooner had Mrs. Pemble wrapped herself in the comfortable 
and downy folds of the soft old cashmere, and snuffed the candles, 
than she unfurled The Times, and after having first devoured the 
Crimean news, which nevertheless she always, though so eager to 
know it, delayed with a sort of sickening incertitude from approach* 
ing, lest there might have been a battle, and that battle should 
have made her, with many thousands more, childless. After having 
also read the irrefragable announcement that A Newfoundland 
dog has teeth!” the interesting one to those whom it might con- 
cern, that ” the Admiral is quite well I** and the sentimental one 
that ^‘Walter wronged Viola, as she had never entertained one 
unkind thought of him r* w’hich certainly would not have been 
very entertaining to Walter if she bad ; she next glanced, more in 
inrrow than with envy, over the list of those few-and- far-between 
individuals who, thanks to philanthropic solicitors in invoking the 
aid of defunct or departing parish clerks and their inedited manu- 
^ scripts, are always nearing of “something to their advantage!’* 
but poor Mrs, Pemble being perfectly aware from long experience 
that she was not in the most distant manner related to that dis- 
tinguished family which holds such advantageous audits, she was 
about to lay down the paper and light her hand-candle, when her 
attention was arrested by the following Adveetisemekt 

“ Wanted, a Governess, not at £20 a year but at £100. She 
mmf be a gentlewoman, a married woman or widow who has her* 
self had children preferred, or rather indispensable, as no Miss in 
her teens, or just out of them need apply. She must be a sincere, 
that is, a practical and hourly Cheistian, neither Pharisaical 
High Church, nor Puritanical Low Church, and above all not 
belonging to any of the new-fangled ites or flights. Next to good 
ihorals she must have their eoiSence, godd manners. For accom* 
plishmehts, she mmt know sufficient of music, drawing and 
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dancinf to be able to teacb them witb ns astern ) ; but xx^uat be so 
good a linguist as to be able to teacb at kast French and Italian 
without mmutr&, by constantly speaking them ; for ipanish and 
German, inasters will be allowed; Latin decidedly approved, and 
Greek by no means objected to j but above all, a thorough know- 
ledge of English indispensable, as that language is daily becoming 
more rare. As the pupils are three in number, viz. two little 
girls, one fifteen and the other twelve, and a boy of seven, who 
will all be implicitly confided to the Governess’s care and control ; 
none but a sensible, good tempered, and good natured woman 
need apply j but all such, desiring the situation, and who think 
they can conscientiously fill it, will have the goodness to apply 
between the hours of twelve and three at Peek’s Coffee-house on 
Monday, Thursday, and Saturday next, inquiring for * Hunks.’” 

“ AVell, at all events, Hunks, you are an original 1” said Mrs. 
Pemble with a smile as she put down the paper ; yet there is 
something in your odd advertisement that I like amazingly; a 
bluff, vigorous terseness, in short, that is as refreshing as a blow 
upon the moors, and the fresh smell of the heather after the foetid 
Margate-steamer vulgarity of a Mrs. Fitz Sraugsby ; and such a 
frank honesty too in saying that the children are to be under the 
control as well as the care of the governess ; so different from the 
cUvidi et imperi system of the dry-salters’ ‘ kidieSy and not only 
not objecting to, but washing women to know Greek and Latin ; in 
short, to acquire knowledge through every available portal. Oh 1 
decidedly * Hunks’ you are a diamond, though it may bo a rough 
one ; there is evidently no masculine narrow-mindedness about 
you, or rather alhgrasjntiveness ; none of the old Mosaic law so 
carefully carried on to and stringently insisted upon in the Christian 
dispensation, which has made men religiously accept as the one 
article of faith which they have nemr violated since the creation, 
that God made the world for theniy and women and all the other 
inferior animals for their use or abuse, as their sovereign wdlk 
might decide. Well, I don’t know Greek, I wish I did, nor Ger- 
man ; but Latin, French, Italian and Spanish, I plead guilty to ; 
and dear good Mr. * Hunks,’ I think I know what you mean by 
* EngUih ’ being indispensable, having as great a horror as you can 
possibly have of the rapid way in which our noble language has 
degenerated within the last quarter of a century, since an exceed- 
ingly clever, but intensely vulgar set of writers have sprung up, 
who have not only endeavoured, but loo well succeeded, in making 
the slip slop of their own very plebeian antecedents patent ; I don’t 
mean as to the stamp of currency which they have given to slang, 
for that every one knows to 5c uase coin, and 4herefore only re- 
ceives or passes it as such ; but instead of the senate, the stage 
and the bar, which used to be considered as the standard sources 
from whence to derive ‘the purest English, these gentry have 
changed the veme and taken it from the kitohen, the pot-houee 
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and the hnlke. But on the other hand, to arrogate to om'^s $df i 
the titles of a 'sensible, good-tempered, good-natnred woman/ 
which are she credentials yon require, my dear Mr. •Hunks/ for 
presenting one’s self as a candidate for your apprw^al, is really 
placing one in a very delicate and difficult position, by compelling 
one to put one’s modesty in one’s pocket. Well, when one has 
nothing else in it, as in my case, at all events it will be in roomy 
quarters.” 

With another smile at the conclusion of this soliloquy, Mrs. 
Pemble arose and lit her bed-room candle, with a genial ray steal- 
ing over and brightening her heart, more like that of hope than 
anything she had experienced since she had been the lonely tenant 
of these two gloomy rooms. And yet so difficult is it for a chronic 
ipisery to have faith in hope, that by the time she had unbound 
her hair, her heart had begun once more to journey downwards, 
and clasping her hands she said aloud : 

"And if I should not suit this person, whoever he is, more than 
any of the others, what am 1 to do/” 

W^ben, as if at once to answer, to reprove, and to reassure her 
in one of those many mysterious ways, so consistent with what 
St. Augustine aptly calls " The severe mercy of God’s discipline,” 
her eye fell upon that precious little volume entitled “ The Faithful 
Promiser,” as it lay open upon her Bible on the toilet ; it had 
opened at the thirteenth day, and she read it on to the end, begin- 
ning at the text: — 

"All things work together for good to them that love Goo, 
to them that are the called according to His purpose. Rom. 
viii. 28. 

" My soul I be still I thou art in the hands of thy Covenant God. 
Were these strange vicissitudes in thy history the result of accident 
or chance, thou raightest well be overwhelmed ; but ' all thing^i 
and this thing (be it what it may) which is now disc^uiettog thee, 
is me of those ‘ all things’ that are so working mysteriously for thy 
good. Trust thy God ! He will not deceive thee, thy interests are 
with Him in safe custody. When sight says, ‘ all these things are 
against me,’ let faith rebuke the hasty conclusion, and sa;^ ' Shall 
not the Judge of all the earth do right?’ How often aqea Cfod 
hedge up our way with thorns to elicit simple trust ! How seldom 
can we see all things so working for our good I But it is better 
discipline to believe it. Oh ! for faith amid frowning providences 
to say, ‘ I know that Thy judgments are good and relying in the 
dark to exclaim, ‘Though • He slay me, yet wnll I trust in Him !’ 
Blessed Jesus, to thee are con^mitted the reins of this universal 
empire. The same hand that was once nailed to the cross, b now 
wielding the sceptre on the throne, ‘ all power given unto The® in 
heaven and in earth.’ How can I doubt the wisdom, and faithlEU 
neiB, and love of the most mpterious earthly dealing, when 1 know 
that the roll of providence is thus in the bands of Him who bas 
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ike tn%Utie8l pledge Omnipotence eouM give of His tender 
interest in my sours well-beings by giving Himself for me ? 

K»m«m&er this word unto Thy servant, upon which 
Thou hast caused me to hope!" 

That night she prayed more fervently, that night she slept more 
calmly, for she had left with God the burden He had imposed. 
Oh I how much belter and wiser was this than the earthly lullaby 
she had in vain tried the night before in these quaint old lines, 
which, though they well expressed her sorrows, were powerless to 
relieve them 

“ All things within my view. 

All things that grow and thrive by nature's core, 

My sorrows must renew ; 

For by successive clmnge (/tej/ better'd are ; 

But to 7n£ fortune still 

la therefore constant, 'cause she first was ill. 

When shall my troubled years 

Be to a verdant grave of flowers restor'd ? 

My injuries, my fears. 

Too merited, too much deplor'd ! 

When shall my just complaint 

Prom equal heaven receive a full restraint ? " 


CHAPTER III. 

THfe OMNIBUS IN WHICH MR. PHIPPEN BOTH GOES OUT 
AND COMES OUT. 

There were Saturday and Sunday to intervene before the por- 
tentous Monday, upon which Mrs. Pernble was to go upon her 
pilgrimage to Peek’s coffee-house ; she, however, resolved, if the 
writer of the advertisement she had read on the previous evening 
approved of her, to at once close with his (for these days of flint- 
skinning and stone-bleeding) munificeiit terms; and so, having for 
the present “ set her fate upon" this “ cast,” she thought she would 
wait patiently “ the hazard of the die,” and not wear out her heart 
and her shoes in seeking for any other engagement—at least till 
Monday’s budget should be known ; and, indeed, not a little glad 
was she, to have one whole uninterrupted day, to once more open 
her work-box and put her wardrobe in order, for 
“ True as the needle to the pole " 

is a true woman to her needle ; and heterodox as the assertion may 
appear, there is no truer woman than she whom men brand as " a 
strong ••fnmded woman for the poor strong-minded woman, more 
than any other, has the sense to feel that their ** strength is in sit- 
ting stili,” and Avkh the world of wrongs heaped upon them, Imw 
would it be possible to do that, but for that real randora’s box. 
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tbek worlc-hojfi "whicb always bas hope remaimiJjff ia it j that hf»ne 
which is the mifailing and obedient offspring of those who work 
and pray ; and whether is it wiser in a mere worldly point of view 
to resort to pistols and balls of lead as your strong minded (?) men 
so often do even to avoid the gaunt apparition of one great didiculty, 
or to take to that small polished weapon — a gold-eyed needle, and 
halls of cotton ; and though compassed by a web of complex diffi- 
culties, whose every mesh is tied with a Gordian knot, sit calmly 
down to await the issue of God’s Providence, which men call 

events,” and which truly always do “cast their shadows before 
but they are not always dark ones; for as all good cometh from 
God, so the preceding shadows of good things, like Ifis, are Light; 
and as the occupant of that gloomy wainsooted-room sat in the 
hard three-cornered chair, stitching with nimble fingers, the crisp, 
clear clicking of her needle, making quiet music, as it were, to her 
thoughts ; her heart felt, she knew not why, less heavy and more 
calm than it had done for weeks ; but the next morning told her 
why, as the early post brought her a long and cheerful letter from 
Harcourt, filled with love for her, and glowing descriptions of the 
unrivalled scenery of the Bosphorus, the Golden Horn, Constanti- 
nople, with its water-side palaces, and kiosks, the night entrance 
into the Black Sea, and the disembarkation of the troops at Varna, 
from whence the letter was written, and where from the “ Banshee,” 
Sir George Brown, with the Light Divisiofi of the 7th and ‘23rd 
Fusileers, IQtb and 33rd Foot, Connaught Rangers, and the Second 
Battalion of the Ride Brigade (which was Harcourt’s Regiment) 
had just landed; but the conclusion of this long and graphic 
letter, darkened all the joy its perusal had excited, for it ended 
with these words : — 

“And so, dearest Mother, I hope we shall soon have an engage- 
ment of some sort, and as soon as I have sniffed real battle powder 
I shall be able to tell )ou what its perfume is like — not Mar^chal^ 
I fear, in owr army ; but one thing I can safely promise you, that be 
it of what description it may, it shall not leave your son en mauvaue 
odeur^ even at tiie Horse Guards, where merit, at least military 
merit, like weeds in a neglected garden, requires to he rank before 
any notice is taken of it ; not but what I hope yet to give a pal- 
pable refutation to this in ray own * august * (ahem ! that is to he) 
person, and so far from denying my present hypothcbis; enchanted 
shall I he to wind up with a classical quotation from Peter Pindar’s 
ode to Sir Joseph Banks on the boiled fleas, and thunder in your 
pretty white ear — 

* There goes, then, 'my hypothesis to 11 ! * 

“ Now, don’t frown, Mother, as at this distance it is taking an 
unfair advantage of me; if I were near you you might slap my face 
and welcome, for hinting that word “ unlit ;to mention to ears 
polite;” and 1 would prove myself a good Christian by turning 
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other cheek to yon; att<3 now, God bless you, my own dear 
Mother, and whatever you do, don*tAtt that brave heart of yours 
mn down, or you will be unworthy of being the mother of the hero I 
d^tine for your son, the future F. M., who knows; for 
' Tantum aevi.longidqua valet inutare vetustas.* 

‘^There’s a Virgilian lot for you, which Gop grant may be 
realised by your ever grateful and affectionate Son, 

‘^Harcoukt.’’ 

But no chances of future glory can ever dazzle fear out of a 
Mother*8 heart ; and the tears of mingled joy, pride, and sorrow, 
fell fast from Mrs. Pemblo's eyes as she closed her son’s letter ; 
for, substituting the wtwd “ Mothers ” for “ Fathers,” she thought 
of the wise Ancient^s distinction between Peace and War: “In 
times of IJisace, sons bury their mothers ; but in time of War, 
mothers bury their sons.” And it was not till the last bell was 
ringing the people in to Morning Prayers that her thoughts were 
roused from dwelling upon this melancholy truth ; when, hastily 
putting Harcourt’s letter into her pocket, she tied on her bonnet 
and wended her way to that solemn old Church, and never had 
mortal prayed more fervently within the sacred aisles of that old 
Church, whose grey walls even seem penetrated with the benevo- 
lent spirit made perfect, of that really great, because truly good 
man Sir Thomas More, and therefore are a fitting sanctuary for 
the “ weary and heavv laden.” 

Notwithstanding tnat Mrs. Pemble had got far into the small 
hours that night, completing her voluminous packet to Harcourt, 
yet she w^as up by times on that, to her, eventful Monday morning, 

“ Big with the fate of Peelers coffee-house and Hunks ; ** 

and greatly did she astonish “S^rah Nash,” when she brought up 
her solitary piece of dry toast at breakfast, by telling her to stop 
any half-past ten o’clock omnibus that might be bound for the city. 

Common people decidedly differ from that diplomatic diagraid, 
M. de Talleyrand, whose definition of language was that it was 
given us to conceal our thoughts ; as they labour under the vulgar 
error, that on the contrary it was given to us to express them ; and 
consequently never fail to use, or it may be, to abuse it, for that 
purpose ; and “ Sdrab Nash,” being no exception to her plebeian 
peers upon this order, forthwith relieved her mind after the follow- 
ing fashion ; which so far resembled an epigram, that it was short 
though not particularly ” elegantly turned 

“ Lawr, urn ! I never know^d you to go in a ’bus afore, and I 
don’t think you’ll like it, for all sorts of riff-raff goes in them ere 
’busses, and particular they city ones ; you better let fetch you 
a cab.” 

**No thank you, Sarah; the omnibun wiH do very well;” or 
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ivmt do, thought Mrs. Pemble with a sigh, as Sarah closed tha 
door ; for, as true historians* we are bound to coufest that poor 
Mrs. Pemble— all ** strong-minded woman’* though she was-^ 
would rather have walked through five miles of mtid than 
have gone in an omnibus; for such was her aristocratic fine 
ladyism, that, not being accustomed to what the elegant popular 
authors of the present day call ride ” in an omnibus, her I'cbel- 
lious olfactory nerves revolted at that esprit de corps which is »o 
strong where a number of what Sarah Nash irreverently denominated 
** riflf-ralF,” are closely packed together ; and had she been ofiered a 
choice of evils, she wouhl have infinitely preferred being penned; 
with a drove of poor innocent beeves or muttons at Smithfield j who 
if equally guiltless of soap and water, are also guiltless of strong 
waters. But not only was the wav to Fleet Street a terra inmff* 
nita to her, but that money, or rather the want of it, \jhich is the 
rout of all evil, and allows to the poor no feast but Barmecide ones, 
or at most to drain visionar)" nectar from Hope’s shadowy cup, 
reminded her, by its daily-increasing absence from her purse, that 
those two dr^ons — though perhaps Lord Carlisle might call them 
** well-conditioned dragons” — prudence and parsimony must supply 
its place ; so, arming herself with a vinaigrette and a fiat pocket 
flacon of eau de Cologne, being ready cloaked and bonnetted, not 
to lose time she took up her work, which we are sorry to be 
obliged to own (but trust to the reader’s honor that it will go no 
further) was neither vulgar crochet nor lady-like embroidery, 
though in both she excelled ; but, oh! tell it not in Gath, and still 
less in Bath, was a stocking ! a common open-worked, thin-thread 
stocking, which she was not exactly darning, but mending in the 
French way, with that congenial stocking stitch which defies detec- 
tion from the original web, and thus ” knitting up the ravelled,” 
not certainly sleeve, but hoe of care, with care, she sat patiently 
awaiting the arrival of the hearse for the quick,” though de- 
cidedly not for the fast, which was to convey her to Fleet Street, 
Now this omnibus, whose ostensible destination was ‘‘ the Bank,” 
was in the habit of stopping every morning regularly — Sun- 
days of course excepted — at that particular door in Ghurch Street 
to take up Mr. Phillip Phippen ; and if it was not to the mimte by 
his large golden warming-pan of a repeater which, like himself, 
was neper wrong, he generally reversed their relative |w>siiious, and 
gave the driver a set down ; but it was evident tliat he, Phillip 
Phippen, was the Cmsar of that vehicle, and to have the honor of 
carrying him and his fortunes, the conductors of it bore much as 
to delays and directions that they would not have brooked from 
others i for, though perfectly pyrotechnic in his explosions if they 
w'ere half a minute behind time, yet Ae never hurried hjinself ; more 
especially if there were other passengers in it when it csdled for 
him ; for on those occasions ne wee fopd of showing his conse* 
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«|iiifcnce by standing on the step of the hall door while that of the 
omnibua was yawning wide to receive him, and dallying with one 
of his ponderona beaver gloves, which, unlike a man in office, from 
iU easy accessibility, might have been nut on in half the time — its 
Owner would, for the benefit of the auditors, deliver the following 
mandate : 

** Sdrah, Sdrah Nash ! I may, or I may not, dine at home j that 
being as uncertain as the state of the funds in time of war ; but 
(and this was his stereotyped jest, which he never omitted) 1 shall 
vertain^ be home to tea; and therefore, as the gentleman in the 
filay says, ‘ you may take my ha'p’orth of milk as usual, and let the 
cream accumulate and then, seeing a smile telegraphed from one 
passenger to another, and going a step beyond Cardinal de Ketz, 
m not only thinking that ** qui fait rire V esprit est maiire de cceur, 
hut des contours also, he would make a sudden charge into the 
omnibus, his gingham umbrella ^doing duty for a lance; and, 
regardless of those nine points of the law which the occupants had 
in their favour, would poke them about to every point of the com- 
pass, with a *‘Ahem! beg pardon, ma’am; allow me to pass.” 
But were the impediments boots and paletdts the umbrella alone 
officiated, and its owner uttered not a word. However, on this 
particular Monday morning there were no other passengers, there- 
fore from Mr. Phippen^s unusually patient and polite deportment 
it was quite evident that one of two things had happened ; either 
that Sarah, with the communicativeness of her order, had informed 
him of the extraordinary' event that** the parlour was haetmlly 
'a going by the 'bus at last!” or that be, Mr. Phippen, who, from 
being old enough, ought certainly to have known better, had tam- 
pered with the hand-maiden’s aiscretion, and extorted this im- 
I)ortant fact from her in true inouieitorial style by putting her to 
the queslibn— for not only had his hat received an additional 
brush, and the gingham been exchanged for a less voluminous silk 
umbrella, but there he stood patiently doing the cad’s office and 
holding open the dour of the omnibus, accompanying the act with 
the still more unwonted query of — 

“ Sdrah ! Surah Nash ! anyone else coming 

Which Mrs. Pemble hearing, hurried out not to keep him waiting. 

“ Allow me, ma’am ?” said Mr. Phippen, waving aside the hack 
courtesy of the cad’s arm, and gallantly offering his own private 
hand to help her into the omnibus, uttering as he did so, a mys- 
terious remember I” over her shoulder to the driver, who replied, 

“All light, sir!” as he flipped an imaginary fly off the near 
horse’s off tar. 

“ <Jot ai you want, urn t* asked the considerate Sarah, looking 
through the dark vista as if to convince herself that not only was 
Mrs, Pemble really “ u-going ” by the ’bus, but that the “ parlour ” 
and tb^ “ first floor *’ had actu^lf met at last 
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^'yea^everytHng, thank YOU, Sarah/' , , , 

“ Hp ! Sdrah, S(3rah Nath 5 the lady has m umhrella/ 

*‘ She han’t got never a one, siri least ways Fve never 9eed 
none 5 but as she’s going to ride she won’t want one*” 

“ Much ^ou know about it, S4rah Nash 1” cried Mr. Phippen, 
making a formidable, though luckily only pantomimic, attempt to 
nnfurl his own marquee, ‘^much ym know about it i but J, being 
an old omnibus martyr, know that an umbrella is absolutely the 
one thing needful against those women in black gowns and red 
shawls, with what they call ‘ bahhm,* and who infest these vehi- 
cles more than any other nuisance. Astronomers may like this 
via lacte, but I can’t say that 1 do, more especially if gmini is in 
the ascendant. Nevertheless, as the gentleman in the play says, 
* you may take my ha^p^orih of milk as usual, S^raU Nash, and let 
the cream accumulate/” and having discharged this joke for the 
second time that morning, for Mrs. Pemble’s especial edificalion, 
flattering himself that howevef familiar (even to engendering con** 
tempt, it might be) to Sarah Nash” and the omnibus men, it 
would have all the freshness and sheen of a vestal quip and crank 
to her* He added, flipping the fingers of his left-hand glove 
(which he still graspea uu-put-on) almost into the eyes of that 
listening slave” the cad : 

“ Now tell the coachman to drive on, which does not mean that 
he is to stop every fine minutes.” 

As soon as they were fairly off, Mrs. Perable said ; 

** I am very happy to have an opportunity of thanking you, sir, 
for your kindness in letting me see The Times, for I quite live 
upon those admirable letters of Mr. Kusseirs from the Crimea/* 

" Friends out there, eh, ma’am ?” 

”A son — an only son.” 

And from the tremulous voice and the tearful eyes with which 
these words were uttered, no one would ever have supposed the 
speaker to be ** a strong-minded woman.” 

*'Tut, tut, tut, God bless my soul 1 army or navy, ma’am ?” 

" Army.” 

*' ‘ Hope I don’t intrude/ as Paul Pry says ; but may I ask in 
what regiment ? I don’t do so out of any impertinent curiosity ; 
|>ut though I haven’t a shadow of what’s called interest, and I 
thank Goo for it, either at the Horse Guards-**which should be 
palled what it t>, the Ass Guards— or with lords and dukes or any 
ptber big wigs, yet wc plain city men— old codgers, I suppose you 
svould call us, sometimes have that which can make the magnates 
dance to any tune we please ; and if it ever fell in my way to do 
Mn young fellow a good turn, I should be glad to do it; and he 
mmi be very young to be your son/’ 

"^Ohl sir, how can I thank you!” said Mm Pembl®, her 
motber’a heart opening 00 wide at the idea of anything being dona 
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for Hafcowt, that Phillip Phippen toight hav© walked Into its 
innermost recesses, bay-wig, Hessians, umbrella, and all, and 
taken possession* 

“ Well, my good lady, not for nothing^ certainly. Wait, wait, at 
all events,** said he, *• till you have something to thank for j** and, 
taking from a side-pocket a large black leather pocket-book, with 
a solid, bat perfectly plain gold pencil-case, he added, fixing his 
very saga^us-looking brown eyes upon her — 

“ Name of regiment V* 

** Rifle Brigade attached, now at Varna.** which he jotted down 
in his memorandum-book after her ; and when he had done so, 
without raising his eyes, said, ** Christian name ?’* 

Harcourt.** 

Harcourt — Pemble ?** 

“ Oh ! no, no,” hesitated Mrs. Pemble. 

** Pemble not the name, eb ? Just like them servants— beyond 
Smith, Jones, or Thompson I — never cflt#get a name correctly ; but 
Fm positive Pemble was the name S<frah Nash told me.” 

For a moment Mrs. Pemble hid her face (which was perfectly 
crimson) in her handkerchief. Oh ! what a price, thought she, 
must one pay for a comparatively innocent untruth. At length 
she stammered out — 

You have been so kind, so very kind, in saying you would be 
glad to serve my poor boy, that I will tell you the exact truth.” 

Hope so, ma’am ; and indeed it*s what I from you, or 

I have been greatly deceived in you, which I never was hut in 
one woman, who was very near being Mrs. P. However, she was 
not, so there’s no harm done. You were saying, ma’am — beg 
pardon for interrupting you ?” 

“ That I will own to you the exact truth of ray cruel position. 
You see, my son is in the profession of a gentleman, and” — 

Aye, all well,” broke in Mr. Phippen, ” if his performances 
are those of a gentleman also.” 

”That they will he so, I think I can answer for,” rejoined the 
mother, with a little air of offended dignity at the doubt which 
this hope implied. ” But as my son is a gentleman, both by the 
: accident of birth and the carefully-studied intent of bis education, 
and yet from a combination of untoward circumstances 1 am 
obliged to earn ray bread — in short, to be a governess ; and know- 
i; ing, as I do, the utter and insurmountable hollowness and heart* 
I lessness of our national conventionalities, I do not like in any way 
’ to jeopard iStiJr poor boy’s worldly interest by struggling for t sub- 
^ sistence under my own name. In any country but England, the 
J heroic courage of the son would derive at least additional interest 
I from the stoical courage of the mother; but in England (where 
j reipectablllty medns wealth, and honor, success), i know and 
feel that my personal exertions to obtain an honest independence 
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w0iiM mlf serve as an ©xtiognisber for my son, however brilliant 
his achievements might be.” 

Wrong, roa^am, wrong ; no honest woman nor no honest man, 
with the whole world, great and entail, for spectators, need ever— 
at least ought ever — be ashamed of doing what is right,” fiatised 
Mr. Phippen, blowing his nose %''eheraently with a large and very 
gorgeous Indian silk handkerchief— so vehemently, that it Almost 
appeared as if he harboured the ferocious design of pulling it off, 
which, to say the least of it, would have been a very ill-advised 
measure, seeing what an important feature it was in his face. 

Ah I no j no honest man need,” sighed the widow j for tvith 
all others, even the path of honesty is open to men, and they at 
least may follow it with impunity, or with no other inconvenience 
than that of being thought oddities for choosing a path so little 
frequented and with so few fine prospects.” 

Well, ^egad, there is some truth in that ; but the reason is 
obvious : any virtue in a inoderate degree is easily credited, but 
when it exceeds but a quarter of a virtue — the common boundary 
and customary tariff— it is generally constmed into some vice or 
selfish motive by the mass, who cannot understand, and conse- 
quently cannot believe what is so far above their own feelings and 
capabDities; but a mind truly firm and noble, radiates a self- 
approbation which far exceeds all the farthing rushlight illumi- 
nations which popularity, that tinsel of fools and knaves, can 
bestow. But hang your timid virtues, say I, for they do all the 
dirty work of villains in this world, as the injustice and oppression 
that should arouse them, always discourages them, and they Mmuld 
rather forego the honor of doing right, ^nd the luxury of doing 
good, than expose self to the slightest risk, even to that of an 
erroneous imputation. On the other hand, seeing what an ugly, 
slippe^ mosaic of treacheries, lies, selfishness, meanness, and 
ingratitude this trumpery little world of ours is, I don’t so much 
wonder at people * bearing the ills they have’— that is, the weight 
of their own concentrated selfishness — rather * than fly to others 
that they know not of and therefore, ma’am, I don’t want to 
take your confidence by storm, though I should be very happy to 
be your friend ; but then, again, except on the stage— and that’s 
the reason I’m so fond of going to the play — because now-a^days 
it’s only on the stage one ever hears a right thing said, or sees a 
right thing done ; but then, to be sure, like the world, one knows 
it’s all a sham. But what I was going to say was, that if I had 
the honor of being an old friend of yours— no doubt you have 
seen enough of life to think as I do, that friendship is a very, 
dignified virtue, which in theory, at least, we all reverence, bpt 
thit in friendship, as in religion, mere theory is too often anhsti- 
tnted for practice. Therefore, as I before said, ma^am, pray #n’t 
let me force your confidence.” 
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, Ifld^d, sir, vou do not force it, for every word you ssy makes 
rae more inrlinea to open my whole heart to you ; ana I think if you 
could eee into it, you would ackoowledKC that the fault of this sub- 
terfuife of a feigned name does not rest entirely with me. Neither 
does it arise altogether from fear of that bugbear, ^the world,* 
for whose opinions, to tell you the truth, I care very little, beyond 
not wantonly treading on the gouty feet of any of its prejudices, 
however absurd ; hut what I do dread, is the evil influences that 
both his father’s and my own relations might exercise against my 
son, were their mean pride to be wounded by my subordinate 
position* although towards him or his mother they have never 
acknowledged their kinship by giving him as much as a scolding 
or a spelling-book.** 

“Wh— ew! relations, indeed I — relations be d ‘d! beg par- 

don, ma’am, but for the most part, relations are either knaves or 
fools i or by way of variation, sometimes an equal amalgamation of 
both ; my advice to every one starting in life would be, make as 
many friends as you can 5 and however small your habitation may 
be, depend upon it there will be plenty of room for them ; but as 
for relations, the sooner you comb them all out, as you ladies do 
the fleas out of your lap-dogs, the better, and on the same principle ; 
for *egad, it’s the only way to keep one’s self free from irritation, 
ma’am. Relations, indeed I the w'orst vermin one can be troubled 
with, apd of the rat species, too, for mark how the varlets always 
desert you when the ship is sinking. Break your neck, starve, 
drown, die in a ditch, and welcome ; but don’t in your old shoes 
walk through a puddle, because you may chance to splash your 
relations’ smart, white, silk stockings ; and worse still, if you get 
such a rise in the state that you come to be hanged : not, indeed, 
bn account of the unpleasant sensation to yourself, as that such an 
accident ailso tends to suspend their credit in the world. However, 
life woqld be insipid, nor indeed could human nature support itself 
upon solid realities alone, did not imagination with her magic wand 
enlarge our sphere of enjoyments ; and it is for this reason, I have 
no doubt, that rich relations always fancy that poor ones, who have 
nothing^ may, with ‘ prudence’ and ‘ economy ^ soon double that 
capital I as indeed they may by getting into debt, which immoral 
proceeding gives the highly conscientious rich relations an honor* 
able mofive, no ewcuse, for being inhuman, and that is all they 
want ; for ugly vices, like ugly women, can always pass muster, 
and be graciously received in the world if only well dressed.” 

” At all events, I can endorse the truth of every word you say 
about relations,” rejoined Mrs, Pemble; ” but I do think that m 
the whole arsenal of misfortune the most cruel and destructive 
strategy pf fate is a false position.” 

” Right, ma’am ; for false pj^itions may truly be called the 
calutnmes of misfortune.” 
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And lik^ all other calumnies/’ sighed the widow, their harpy 
contact contaminates all they touch/’ 

‘‘ Only for a time, ma’am, only for a time ; for the great chemist 
up above, who inhabiteth eternity, never fails to apply his wondrous 
test of TRUTH to detect the poison at last. Bless me ! I see we 
shall soon be in Fleet Street. Can 1 be of any service in escorting 
you hack, ma’am ? for Monday is almost a dm non with me/’ 

You are very kind, and I am exceedingly obliged to you ; but 
ns it is uncertain how long I may be detained, I will not trespass 
further on your kindness to-dav ; be — but*—*’ and she hesitated 
for a moment, and then addea*— as you were so mry good as to 
that you would, if an opportunity offered, interest yourself 
about my son, I will, if you will allow me, write his real name in 
your pocket-book V* 

Which Mr. Phippen having handed to her with the pencil, she 
wrote it with a slight degree of tremulousness, not generally per- 
ceptible in her firm, bold hand, and gave it back to him. 

Harcourt ! the d ^1 !” muttered he, but quickly closfhg the 

book and transferring it to his pocket, he added, I shall not for- 
get my promise ; but pray, ma’am, did you ever happen to know a 
person of that name, formerly in the 14th Light Dragoons, whose 
Christian name was Andover?” 

** He was my husband.” 

Was. Then I presume you are a bond-woman no longer, but 
a freed woman, commonly called a widow?” 

** I have been a widow nearly eight years.” 

*^Then, ma’am, I respect you,” said Mr. Phippen, holding out 
his hand, which Mrs. Pemble took, saying with a wan smile— 

** What 1 for being a widow ?” 

ma’am, but for continuing to be one.” 

Here the omnibus suddenly stopped ; and upon the door being 
opened, Mr. Phippen sprang out, and with a hasty good day, 
ma’am,” took his umbrella under his arm, and marched majestically 
up Fleet Street. 

**How much is it ?” asked Mrs. Pemble of the man. 

Oh ! the gemmen have paid, he took the whole ’bus, as there 
shouldn’t be no babbies; he makes more fuss about the babbies 
than about the Rooshuns. He’s aoiieer cove, he is ; but he always 
do merytUnh Very genteel— all right, marra and with this, he 
handed Mrs. Pemble a little Turkish bag, Which she had left in the 
omnibus. 
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CHAPTER IV, 

HTJNKS. 

HAVi?m inquired the whereabout of Peek’s coffee-house, Mrs. 
Pemble proceeded thither, not a little nervous at going to a place 
of the sort, and troubled moreover with sundry misgivings, that 
perhaps after all, from the signature of Hunks,’’ the advertise- 
ment might be a hoax ; yet, no, the wording was too genuine, 
honest and straightforward for that; an original the writer might 
be, but she liked originals, they were generally sterling characters 
and had kind hearts ; a case in point was that Mr. Phippen she 
had just left, an evident oddity; but what a kind good nature, for 
had lie not promised to interest himself about Harcourt ? For her 
part she hated those ciiaracters of md for the million, who, like the 
misfitting coats for the jpoor soldiers during the Peninsular War, 
seemed all cut out by wholesale from the same model, without re- 
ference to the diversity of dimensions for which they were intended. 
And with these and similar reflections, she reached the place of 
rendezvous. Not liking to risk the ridicule of a hoax, or incur a jest 
with a waiter by asking for ** Hunks,” she had copied the conclu- 
sion of the advertisement in order to place it in the hands of 
whoever she might see ; merely saying tliat she had come about 
that advertisement. Accordingly, there stood a waiter already in 
the door-way, to receive her or any one else’s communications. 
There is no use in describing him, for all waiters have the same 
likeness of genus that all terriers, or mastiffs, or monkeys have, 
only differing in degree ,* save that ^v^th the quadrupeds the chief 
characteristic is in me ta^, whereas with bipeds it is in the head, 
and there is an elaborate making the most of it about the heads of 
all waiters, however lank and limp the rest of their bodies may be, 
that bears a striking analogy to the dilations of soda-water and 
champagne corks, which rise above the iron restraints the tyranny 
of custom has imposed upon them, and swelling with the effer- 
vescing aspirings of the pent-up spirit within, noblv make head 
against the pressure from without ; consequently the head and the 
napkin constitute the idiosyncrasies of the waiter ; the latter being 
invariably worn where the inhabitants of the moon are said to 
carry their heads, viz.; under their arm. Next to the waiter’s 
head come his, feet ; there may indeed be, and most probably is 

Some abort intennediaie degree 

’Tween the head and the heels* some small space 

Like that between dinner and tea." 

But next to the head, the feet are the most remarkable pointe 
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al>oiil: the waiter, not so much in themselm as on acoownt of the 
extraordinary kind of leather or prunella nondescript ckaummrs 
into which they are always inducted, which seem only half a shoe, 
and yet not quite a slipper; and though they have all the abandon 
and iaisser aller of the latter, they sometimes miraculously contrive 
to achieve all the creaking clamour of the former. Now, to the 
head and feet standing at the door of the coffee-house, Mrs. Femble 
presented her paper, adding — 

I have come in answer to this advertisement ; is the gentle- 
man here 

Whereupon removing the napkin from under his arm and 
glancing over the paper, he bowed very civilly, saying — 

He is, ma’am ; be so good as to walk this way, — and you will 
avoid the coffee-room, as the gentleman is in a private room.*’ 

And with a beating heart she followed her conductor down a 
passage, at the end of which he threw open the door of a small 
room, merely saying — 

A lady, sir — about the advertisement m^The 
** 0h ! beg of her to walk in ?’* said an exceedingly benevolent 
looking man of about seventy, with a sort of loose, rather than 
slovenly, military dandyism about bim, such as distinguished the 
heroes of the Wellington campaigns, for he wore a loose black 
silk cravat, over which his shirt collar fell limply, and still retained 
the old broad shirt frill, not however worn ostentatiously, but 
peeping out like a bunch of white lilies from between a sort of 
military under white kerseymere waistcoat ; the lapels of his dark 
blue surtout coat thrown back, his only ornaments being the 
exceedingly fine texture and dazzling whiteness of his linen and 
the solid gold of his waistcoat and shirt buttons ; his hair, though 
now perfectly white and giving the effect of powder, judging from 
his eyes and eye-brows, must originally have been dark ; his tall, 
erect figure and military air, coupled with his shrewd keen eye, 
open countenance, and peculiarly benevolent smile, gave him the 
air not so much of one used to command as of one accustomed to 
be obeyed. The very first glance of this unmistakeable uemtle- 
MAN, coupled with his deep mellow and particularly sweet voice, 
ouite re-assured Mrs. Pemble, at whose entrance he bad risen from 
tne easy chair in which he had been reading the paper, and him- 
telf handing her a seat after bowing to her with as much respect 
as if she had been a princess, said, with a quiet smile and his slow 
quiet voice, which be never either raised or hurried even when 
uttering the keenest sarcasms : 

** Madam, — for want of a better master of the ceremonies, I 
must introduce myself as the * Hunks * of The llmee, though ! 
hope not a Hunks of the present times, the one great characteristic 
of %vhich is meanness— hegipning with pecuniary mean nets, and 
Wanchkig off into every other sort. I owe you not only an 
apolc^% W also an explanation for having brought a lady to a 
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coffee-house ] but I ata only a bird of passage in London, and 
could not very well appoint you to meet me at the United Service 
Club. I might certainly have done so at Mivart’s Hotel, where 
I am stopping, but I thought if I txiade thdt the place of rendezvous 
I should be inundated with Misses, or * parties* as they would 
most probably call themselves, in reply to my advertisement ; 
whereas I was perfectly convinced that to an advertisement signed 
‘ Hunks,’ and dated l^eele’s Coffee-house, none but a really sen- 
sible woman would have the courage (which always includes 
conscience) to reply. You will pardon me, I hope Madam, for" 
patting you through a little verbal exercise, as the young people 
for whom I wish to enlist your services are orphans, and iny 
grandchildren ; and I grieve to say they have had a succession of 
governesses who, having taken high degrees in the current vulgar- 
isms of the day, have infected them ; and as I am determined to 
disinfect them before it is too late, I have resolved not to engage 
any one who has graduated in this school ; and it is for this reason 
that I require a lady not only to know Latin, but who has learnt 
English classically, as I prefer Dryden’s English to Mr. Dickens’s ; 
and I wish her moreover to be thorougbljr acquainted with the 
standard literature of her country, by which X don’t mean the 
puffular authors of the present day, though ray tariff includes 
some of the deservedly popular, who will live long after the puffs 
are blown out.” 

As he spoke he took a pencil and some tablets from his waistcoat 
pocket, and then added — 

I hope I have not been the means of bringing you from a very 
great distance?*' 

am staying at Chelsea; but the distance was nothing to me, 
as I came in an omnibus.” 

” You ?” and here her interlocutor turned his right ear 

slightly towards her, as if he had not quite caught the conclusion 
of her reply. 

I came in an omnibus,*' she repeated. 

” Eight 1” said her companion, and noting something on his 
tablets, then added : — 

” I suppose you do not hap|)cn to have any of your sketches 
with you that I could see ?” 

* No, I have not, hut if it were not detaining you too long* I 
■could return and get them or bring them to-morrow.'* 

” Right !" again. ” Now do you know why 1 have twice said 
bright to your answers, to the only two questions I have yet asked 
^ou 

” No, I really do nol,” 

” Well, ni tell you ; because you said you cume in an omni- 

‘8 ; had you said you had ridden in one, I should have got up, 

ened the door, and begged you to rkie hack whenever you 
ed ; and when I asked yoh if you had any of your sketches 

B 



34 


VEEY 


with you, wlikh I only did as another decoy, you did not say, as 
a housemaid or any modern literary lion might have done, that you 
could ‘fetch* them, but that you could bring or get them.** 

'* Oh I sir/^ said Mrs. Pemble, “ it is a great pleasure to me to 
hear that yon have as strong an objection to all these kitchen exotics 
made patent by modern literature as I have, and perhaps it will 
Save you both time and trouble, if I give you a short catalogue 
rutsemnS of all my favourite aversions in this way.** 

** The very thing I should like. Madam/’ 

“Well, ‘ such like,' ‘ the like/ * be grudge V flease/ for if you 
please ; ‘a deal/ for a great deal ; ‘a many/ for many ; some ‘parties * 
object, for some persons object ; and worse still, * a party ’ called, 
instead of a person called ; ride, for drive ; ‘fetch * for get, go for, 
or bring ; e.^cept when used in reference to poodles and |>omter8, 
who do ‘ fetch and carry ;* ‘ Tm not going to 1 and I don’t intend 
to V or * I shan’t be able to,* for I don*t intend to do so, &c., &c. 
‘Sewing’ applied indiscriminately to all kinds, or any sort of needle- 
work ; “ whet ever is the matter ?** for what is the matter ? or what on 
earth is the matter? ‘just hke I did,* for that’s exactly what I did ; 
or if asked which of those two ladies was Mrs. B.? to reply as so 
many young ladies elegantly do — ‘ Well, I expect it was the one in 
blue.* Now, expectation being strictly the property of the future, 
it is really dishonest to drive it back into the service of the past ; 
then come ‘ very pleased/ for * very much pleased / with legions 
more slip-slop and endless mispronunciations, which I cannot now 
enumerate. It is true that Aristotle has laid it down — that one 
should think like the wise, but speak like the common people ; 
but with the usual parsimonious retrenchments of the present day, 
people seem to have decapitated this axiom, and gone wild in 
carrying out the latter portion of it only.” 

“ Hear I hear !” said her very attentive listener, knocking his 
pencil gently on the table, his eyes sparkling with sympathetic 
approbation ; “ I see we agree perfectly as to our wishing, if 
possible, to check the horrible St. Bartbolomew that is going on 
with regard to our mother tongue; and now, madam, as your 
pupils will be left entirely under your control — a trust which, from 
the little 1 have seen of you, 1 think you appear to be worthy 
of, — f should like to have an outline of your plan of education.” 

This Mrs. Pemble gave him, entering into the minutest details, 
which she prefaced by telling him how much such homely notions 
had shocked the haristocrafic"* susceptibilities of Mrs. Fitz- 
Bmugsby and the other ladies of her calibre. 

** Excellent I admirable 1” said her auditor, when she had ceased 
speaking ; “ nothing can be better, and I see my own dreams about 
to be realized/* “ And now may 1 ask,*' added he, with the 
same Iciv, harmonious voice and quiet smile, “ as the Yankees say 
**- where were you raised. Madam ? for you appear to have literally 
been raised so much above par, that one is naturally anxious to 
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know ; for I can alifely say that it is not every day that one meets 
with so distinguished a person.’^ 

** Ah ! Sir/’ said Mrs Pemble, with a very becominf? because a 
very genuine blush, ** your praises would, I fear, make me very 
vain if the truth of an old French maxim did not come to my 
assistance, and by raising my pride put down my vanity — * si vous 
prenez le soin, et la pHnet ae vahirquelque cliose ; vous ne vous 
distinguerez jamais * says some old French author, whose name I 
forget.*’ 

foM, at all events, will never convince any one of the truth of 
that assertion. Madam, being such a palpable refutation of it in 
your own person \ but generally speaking, I believe it to be 
perfectly true ; indeed everything now-a-days confirms its truth, 
when we have so many scoundrels in politics, and so many black- 
guards in literature, all playing into each other’s hands, and having 
made of letters, which is nominally a republic, an oligarchy repre- 
sented by a set of not only close but fearfully rotten boroughs, 
whose holders pass tp the extensive ignorance of the novel-reading 
public, as profound and original geniuses, by being burglars to 
living authors, and resurrectionists to dead ones.” 

J Do you not think this degeneracy in literature, and above all in 
I literary men, was most prophetically accounted f^or by Vicesimus 
I Knox, when he said * the depraved taste of readers is another cause 
f of the degeneracy of writers. They who write for the public must 
\ gratify the taste of the public. In vain would be their compositions 
; formed on the model of the bestwriters and regulated by the precepts 
of the most judicious critics, if they conform not to the popular ca- 
I price, and the mistaken judgment of the vulgar. In an age when the 
I the taste for reading is universal, many works contemptible both 
I in design and execution, will be received by a certain class of 
I readers with distinguished applause. The want of the merits of 
f just reasoning and pure language is to the greater part, the lialf- 
i learned and the ignorant, no objection. In truth, unconnected 
'thought and superficial declamation are congenial to minds un- 
I accustomed to accurate thinking, and insensible to the charms of 
Ifinished excellence. Hence the writers of acknowledged abilities 
fand learning have been known, when they aimed at popularity, to 
^relinquish real excellence and adopt a false taste in opposition to 
«heir own judgment.’ ” 

^ ‘'True, Madam ; and nothing can be more apposite than your 
Quotation is to the present race of writers of fiction, and their 
M'hames-water imitators ; but how do you account for this false 
gaste and mistaken judgment in the self-sufficing — not to say self- 
aufficient — Tritons of the literary fry, who do not court popularity^ 
»^au8e they think they can cptnmand it, and neither adppfc nor 
®avent a style, hut excavate one ? Look at Carlyle, for mstance, 
wvko, barring his pantheistic spiritualism, whiffet through Gotha’s 
Heft offi meerschaums, might pass for an original thinker, especially 
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ati!jon|t tlioae wlm liav^e not been in tbe habit M imi>ortin|af their 
ideas, but do their own thinking in their Immediate narrow circies, 
if it were not for that confounded old creaking, msty, sixteenth^cen- 
tury style, which he has thought fit to take up, and of which to 
adopt its and his jargon, the chief est abominations are tbe constant 
backslidings into paralytic, rheumatic, obsolete phrases, and the like, 
Iii his uncouth bearishness of manner and of style, tho man maims 
his own fame, and, instead of being chronicled in the archives of 
posterity, as Thomas Carlyle the historian, he stands a great 
chance, through his grotesque affectation, of pairing off with Jack 
the Giant Killer, as Carlyle the Flunkey Flayer ! and those living 
in the year two thousand and fifty-six, may accept this as a pro- 
phecy, that some Herr Von Muddlebrains, from Leyden, in or 
about that year, wnll in joining an archaeological pilgrimage to 
Chelsea, discover on the site of Cheney Row, amid innumerable 
clay pipe bowk, mummied gutta-percha-looking fragments, sup- 
posed to be the superficial or outside portion of that profound, but 
very abominable compound a German sausage ; and the debris of 
divers stone vessels, impossible at that distance of time to decide 
xvhether they were the scattered descendants of beer or ink bottles. 
Professor Von Muddlebrains will, i say, in all probability, discover 
amid these ruins the following extract from a diary in the hand 
writing of the author of " Sabtor Resartus,’ which from the 
peculiar character of the writing will ^ive rise to great disputes 
among the antiquaries, the majority stoutly maintaining it to be the 
fragment of a monkish legend, till the perusal of the following 
entry will at once end the dispute, and decide the authorship — by 
being what the gifted writer himself would have designated a most 
copious era-expounding vice-vigesimating and manners-mawUng 
excerpt I 

‘ April I St, 1 855. — It is a noticeable thing that I walked with my 
wife to Bath House to-day; our fiimkey waiting on us with pow- 
der (!)and his long gold-headed cane, which this day he wears for 
the first time to outdo Mr. Dickensk foot-boy, who looks more of a 
lamplighter, printer’s devil, or the like. My wife, mighty pleased, 
and I, on to Fudgester’s to put my name down as one of a commit- 
tee for receiving subscriptions for the descendant of a god-daughter 
of Dr. Busby’s, who has in her possession the hat he wore in 
Charles the Second’s presence, and the identical birch whereby he 
inoculated the boys with Greek, Latin, and a segment of grammar, 
the rod being the best authenticated relic of the two extremes ; 
palmm qui meruit ferat, the birch, or the like/ 

Now, in old writers, there is an unction in this style, for 
whatever is natural in style or manner never offends ; it is aiacta- 
tjon alone which the palate of out taste always rejects, and it is 
very naftaral for a writer of the seventeenth century to tell us in 
the language of his day, that when Orodes was sitting lit the 
mavriag® feast of his son Pacorus, and was sent by Hurenas tbe 
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li«ad of bis ^nemy Craseus, that ‘they melted gold and poured ifc 
into the mouth of the decollated head by way of mocka^e^ aa if 
they would in that way satiate his great and greedy thirst for it ;* 
or when speaking of Cassar leading young Juba, the king of 
Mauritania a sou, captive to Kome, another old writer says: 
‘ However, from his captivity he gained the benefit of having a 
Eoman e^iucation, wheieby he became one of the learnedest men 
of the age in which he lived;' we accept the assertion without 
stumbling over the wording. But when in the nineteenth century 
Mr. Thomas Carlyle belabours ua with the ‘ bemtifulest * ‘ learned^ 
^si * and ‘ mtiqmtedest ' terms he can excavate and ‘ the like,* we 
resent being towed along after this obsolete fashion, and feel that 
he has passed the rubicon of affectation, and plunged into the 
ridiculous. A still more antiquated historian than these two I 
have just cited, in speaking of one of the Claudii, says with the 
greatest possible good faith, and all solemnity unwitting of the 
ludicrous: ‘This Claudius was of that noble family, a young 
gentleman of great parts, and of a very bold and enterprising 
genius, but excessive lewd V 

Now just fancy reading this fact, similarly worded in the pages 
of Macaulay I ! But there can be no doubt that had Thomas Carlyle 
had anything to do with ‘ The Lays of Antient Rome,' he would, 
without scruple or remorse, have hatched just such another 
paragraph.’* 

“Well,” laughed Mrs. Pemhle; “with no offence to the 
aboriginals, setting aside the matter, the manner is very Carljdean ; 
but do you not also think that a certain class of soi^disant books 
for children, wdth nothing on earth in them but a set of d propos 
de bottes religious sentences, strung together on a long string of 
the most excruciating vulgarisms, have also (from the outrageous 
manner in which they are pufied, and consequently sold), done 
much to vitiate the taste and manners of the juvenile reading 
public?” 

“ Ah 1 there I so cordially agree with you, that I must answer 
you in four lines that Ponsard, in his fine play of Charlotte Corday, 
put into the mouth of Marat : — 

‘ Je veux avec un aoo, retourner les eillons, 

A Pombre les habits, au soleU les haillons, 

Kangez vous grands seigneufs, laquais et valeiaille, 
he peuple va passer, salut a la canaille ! * 

** Oui, c*est vraiment, bien le cas, de le dire,” said Mrs. Pemble ; 
“ but to return to our own literati ; — we must not include them 
all in one fell swoop, for many, whether in the depths of philosophy 
and science, or the sparkling surface of light literature, have ac- 
quired a just, and I should say enduring, fame. Now Thackeray, 
for instance— "do you not admire his books ? There is po clumsy 
journeyman exaggeration about them, no vulgarity, and they are 
$0 true to the hopow world ^hat tkey deecribe, with yet a leaven 



vnnr BVCcmthnst* 


as 

of ^uman Umdness ruBtiing through them^ which we fee! k th^ 
author*s own little bit of reality, making the fiction rise in pro** 
portion/' 

“I do admire Thackeray’s hooks exceedingly, and formerly 
adniirpd the man himself, but latterly, upon the two unerring 
principles of * tell me your company, and Til tell you what you 
are,' and * who can touch pitch and not be defiled V I certainly 
admire the man less^ though not his works. But for Heaven's 
sake, don't ask me about the politico-literary tribe, and if you ask 
me no questions, as the children say, I will tell you no lies. There 
is one especial pair of literary-politico charlatans, whose ruthless 
inconsistencies have, as Lord Albemarle said of Bord Temple and 
George Grenville, bullied or bored almost every contemporary 
statesman. But this is, essentially, an age of seemvig and of 
shams — in short, of humbug, in every walk of life ; and there being 
more bard, slick-at-nothing, scientific, villany abroad than there 
ever was, in order to cover this adamantine substratum as they do 
chimney-pieces, with velvet, the reigning cant of the day is an 
aflPectation of uncommon softness and summer-morning mildness, 
and a professed aversion to all acts of cruelty, and still more to all 
\dolent language ; but unfortunately this verbal millenium, which 
exacts that we should treat our foes with as much apparent respect 
as our friends, not only has degenerated into the foulest hypocrisy ^ 
but has driven the tide of popular sympathy into an inverse 
current, so that it generally flows for the aggressor, but seldom 
for the victim , — thus thanks to pseudo philosophers who wedge 
themselves among the leaden crudities of German materialism, 
till they have not a single feeling left, from each successively 
having flowed away in rhetorical small beer ; or thanks to the still 
worse, because more immediately pernicious, influence of aspirants 
in the slippery arena of politics, who retail the plausible puerilities 
of a Brummagen philanthropy, which advocates the abolition of 
gibbets before it has discovered even an abatement for crime, and 
would fell the gallows tree but leave the gallows fruit, to constitute 
a hideous traffic in the mart of nations. We may poison either 
morally or physically as much as we please, the only unpardonable 
thing being the victims, or their friends speaking of such deeds in 
strong language. If a man# guilty of this * bad taste; it is 
uncharitable ; if a woman, it is unfeminine. Why, Madam, would 
you believe it, a short time ago a young ruffian was tried in my 
county for having three successive times administered arsenic to 
hii poor old and most indulgent father, and the third time the 
parricide had nearly effected his revolting crime \ the evidence 
against him was strong as that of Holy Writ, including the 
testimony of a celehrateq chemist, and every one in court, begin- 
vmg with the judge, thought that the wretch must pay the forfeit 
of his crime, when lo, the sapient jury electrified the court by 
bringing in a verdict of ^ not ouxlty The next day the fore. 
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tarn of the jury publicly declared that every one of them to a liaau, 
Jtr^w attd Mieved the wisoner to be guilty, but that they did not 
like the idea of his bemg hanged, and so they brought him in 
* NOT GUILTY ! I* Theit benevolence being such that they thought 
it better to let him loose upon society to accomplish the murder of 
his Mher, and Gob knows how many more, as it is a well 
authenticated /act in the statistics of crime, that poisoners always 
GO ON, om murder never sufficing them, for it is the dram-drink- 
ing of crime, the appetite for which * grows upon what it feeds.’ 
A dark portentous sign of the times . truly, wtaen her pretended 
friends take advantage of the bandage that is over the eyes of 
Justice, to blunt her jswpwd^and slip false weights into her scales, 
so that she metes out to the victim the punishinent of the culprit, 
and to the criminal the impunity of innocence ; but .no wonder, 
when we have * g j fte d authors ’ writing disgusting manuals of 
crime madS^Tasy^ serve as poisonings for ‘Che million, 

while the cantaoile with which they accompany these revolting 
dramas, is the abolition of the gallows. But each man is the 
compl^^d^f his owtij^ idolatry, and the high priest of his own 
altar ; add therefore, as regards hanging, 

They beet can rail against it 

Who deserve it most I 

But I am forgetting all this tirrie, Madam, that I asked you a ques- 
tion and never gave you time to answer it ; being so exceedingly 
pleased with the little I have seen of you, I am naturally anxious 
to know the name of the lady whom I nave thn honor of address- 
ing, and as many of her antecedents as sjie nxayxhoose to favour 
me with.’ ^ 

For a moment. Mrs. Pemble hesitated, leokeij^own and coloured 
to her temples, as she felt the kind buF still scrutinizing glance of 
her companion fixed upon her,; but .^t^l^gth summoning all her 
courage to do what she knew must be dop©, she said*— 

Certainly, Sir, 'apd^qy^pn/were myvCQnfi,^ence not attracted to- 
wards you as it is, ouk^elative positionVd^mand that I should deal 
in every way candidly with you ; I leaking 

a confession, which 1 feel will prejudl^e^ you against me, and that 
is that I have hitherto sought to obtain an engagement under a 
feigned name,'* 

Here her auditor looked a little disconcerted, and sligh% knit 
his brows. 

** But,” continued she, having noticed both the expression and 
the movement, as I have — that is — as 1 think I may have, a firm 
reliance upon ypur honor that whether you engage me or not, 
you will preserve my secret inviolate, as a gentleman, I will ac- 
quaint you with my real name, which may, perhaps, in some degree 
p^i^e my forinev subterfuge of assuming a name to which I have 
no 
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''Stop, interrupted he, takingf a card*case from Ws 

pocket, and as he finished speakin/r, handing her one of his cards, 
Battered as I am by your good opinion, before you bestow your 
confidence it is but fair that you should know on whom you do 
so } and as my very — I suppose your * clever' men would call it 
mediocre and horn ^ — ambition has been merely to deserve to he 
considered that untelling, untruropeted thfbg, an hone«t man, 
I believe I have tolerably well achieved my little aim in the world, 
which I tell you not so much in the way of self-praise, which is 
always not only an odious, but a suspicious thing, as to re-assure 
you. * 

Mrs. Pemble glanced at the card, and with a deeper blush than 
had yet sufiused her face, while the tears welled up into her eyes 
as she read — 



said, ** Oh 1 Sir, how often 1 have heard my father speak of you, 
and in what terms 1” 

Your father 1 pray. Madam, what is, or rather what was your 
maiden name?” 

** Danvers,” murmured Mrs. Pemble, covering her face with 
her handkerchief to stifie one or two hysterical sobs. 

** God bless me I is it possible ! What a daughter, or rather ike 
daughter of my old friend Benbow Danvers ?” 

** Yes, he was ray father, and when I tell you he never forgave 
my ill-fated marriage, and %ould not even see me onliis death-bed, 
where I had no mother to stand between me and his anger, you 
may guess, Sir, that I have some reason to conceal ray name/’ 

** Ah, poor Ben ! poor Ben ! that confounded obstinacy which 
he misnomered firmness, was Ms one fault, bu<: it was great 
enough to have made half a doaen large sized ones. Yes, yes, I , 
heard all about your marriage, and only wished J had been in 
England instead of India at tne time, or that poor Ben had not 
died before my return home ; and though I have tried to find you 
out through every channel, to think I should never have succe^ded^ 
till lo I this lucky turn of Providence, wbich we eit tnaierifW Ih 
calling chance, has at once brought about what all my fewrts 




failed to do ; for that d d fliijt of an uncle of yonra, M«lf iHe 

Danvers, affected to have no suspicion where youwer^ to be fonnds 
and as for your maternal uncle. Lord Donnington, though I don’t 
know him, I wrote to him, but he also was one of the hntm nothings! 
But come, ray dear child,” added he, taking her hand in the 
kindest manner, as he seated himself beside her, ‘‘ now that I have 
found yon, let me heaf your whole history from yourself/’ 

And accordingly, after a little more very natural emotion, Mrs. 
Pernble began at the beginning, and gave him her whole history 
since her marriage down to Harcourt’s departure for the Crimea, 
dwelling very slightly both upon her own sacrifices and privations, 
and her husband’s misconduct ; for his sins had been more those 
of omission than of commission, as he had never personally bru- 
talised or persecuted her ; and after all, that is the Al{>ha and 
Omega of unpardonable marital sin with most women. In con- 
clusion she put forward the same family reasons for her assumed 
name that she had previously given Mr. Fhippen. For a few 
seconds after she had ceased speaking there was a profound silence, 
and Sir Gregory Kempenfelt seemed lost in thought. 

** Ah ! sir,’* said Mrs. Pernble, timidly, I fear after what I 
have told you, you will not take me.” 

“ Not, cei tainly, my dear, as a governess, but as I know no one 
who has taken such high and honorable degrees in the most 
severe but best of all training schools — that of misfortune, there is 
no one whom I should feel so glad to entrust ray three treasures 
to, or so grateful for her care of them,” 

Oh I only on one condition, my dear Sir Gregory, indeed, 
indeed, 1‘cannot accept your kindness on any other, and that is, 
that I am their governess ; nothing more, nor nothing less.*’ 

What ! you will not consent to be the honoured guest of your 
father’s oldest friend.” 

“No, my dear Sir Gregory, I — I — will not, that is, I ; 
for guests neither do nor can perform conscientiously and respect- 
ably the duties of a governess.” 

“ You are right, my dear ; it shall be as you wish,” said he, as 
if a thought had suddenly struck him, and he paused in the act of 
taking a pinch of snuff ; “ and be«iy|||S, your incognita will be 
better preserved ; I had nearly forgotten that ; and no wonder, 
fdr you have not yet told me either your real name, or your mm 
de guerre,** 

“ My mm de grammaire you should rather eay ; well, ray gover- 
ness name is Femble, my real name Penrhyn.” 

“Ah! yes, I remember,” said Sir Gregory, touching his fore- 
head with the fore-finger of his right hand your husband was in 
some dragoon regiment, was he not?” 

“ Yes, the 14th light Dragoons; I fear if his services had been 
longer or greater than a protracted peace ever affords an oppor- 
tt|p||yfor, they would avail nought in favour of poor Harcourtj 
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sucli terrible mismanagement in every way in 
tbi'^nresent war/* , ' , - 

^ TOV, for that matter, my dear, don’t you know that t!ib fresemt 
timee always miraculously unite the two apparently incompatible 
eactremes, of being the best and the worst in the world; hut really, 
not only is history always repeating itself in its broad outline of 
great events, but if any one bad the patience to carefully read over 
the debates and foreign and domestic intelligence for the last two 
hundred years, he would be very apt to think that neither a man, 
a fetnlster, nor a measure had been changed since then, so e^cactly 
does the very wording of these documents, even to the pasquinades 
of those times, fit and suit these; for instance, I have here in my 
pocket-book an extract from the London GazetU of 1790, describ- 
ing the loss of ‘ the Royal George ’ at Spithead, the very ship in 
which your father served as a midshipman, and in which my poor 
uncle, Admiral Kempenfelt, lost his very valuable life in so pro- 
voking .a manner. Not to bore you with the whole of it, just listen 
to the conclusion, with the cut at the government, and the rap over 
the knuckles for the Lords of the Admiralty, which would do 
admirably for an article in The Times of 1855, touching the Baltic 
Fleet. Here it is : — ^The loss of the Royal George must be recent 
in the minds g/ every one, and alFords a dreadful instance of the 
uncertainty of human life. At the time she foundered in Spithead 
the unfortunate Admiral Kempenfelt was shaving himself in the 
<marter gallery of his cabin. Many have been the conjectures on 
this extraordinary event, and the late Captain Martin Waghorn, 
who commanded her, was tried by a court martial, and most 
honorably acquitted. It appeared that the ship was upon the 
heel for the purpose of having her sides caulked and payed, when, 
without any previous alarm, she instantly went down! What 
went very much in favour of Captain Waghorn on his tfiatj ^as 
the following circumstance, — that at the time this devoted ship 
was undergoing o fashionable repair at Plymouth, her timbers were 
80 very rotten that a common walking-cane penetrated her sides, 
m that there was not strength sufficient to fasten the. ring-boits. 
Such being (as it was) absolutely the case, it is but reasonable to 
apprehend that the guns on the weather side gave way, and con- 
signed at least 800 souls to a premature grave ! Humanity prompts 
me at this moment of my feeling to suggest the propriety of em- 
barking at least the first Lord of the Admiralty, the Surveyor of 
the Navy, and tlie Master Shiptvrigbt of the King’s yard in one of 
^em partially repaired ships, for the pleasure of a month’s cruise 
k the Bay of Biscay. ‘Nauticos Juniok/ 

** And some seven and twenty years prior to this, the news from 
Russia, and the sneculatiqnn upon her policy touching Turkey and 
the Crimea, and the little reliance to be placed In her good faith as 
to concluding a peace with Great Britain, might be stereotyped as 
our Crimean news in 1^55. Tlien again, I, as a young man, can 
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remember when the fever of the day was the moot point of some 
perverted or pervertible sentence oi the Kin^ of Spain, in some 
knotty treaty of which the Brights and Cobdens of that day took 
one side, and * the heaven-born minister* another ; and then in the 
opposition journals we*d have this sort of barometer paragraphs: 
‘Laboured dissertations have appeared in several newspapers, 
avowedly on the side of the Minister, explaining and proving the 
exclusive right of the Spaniards to Nootka Bound, and all the coast 
of North California. Wherefore is all this ? 

Qmrmm hem turn puiida Un^'imt ?■ 

Mr. Pitt, we sincerely believe, has more spirit as well as more 
sense, than to make peace with the Spaniards without some con- 
cession more marked, some sacrifice more substantial, than 
equivocal words in an equivocal manifesto. He will never expose 
himself to the interpretation that his adversaries would give to a 
mighty armament raised on the eve, nay, during the time, of a 
general election, but dispersed re itifecta on the meeting of Parlia- 
ment, to the observation that all that has yet been conceded by 
Spain, even without menaces of hostility, and, above all, to the 
direct contrast between his own tameness and the prudent firmness 
of our ally the King of Prussia, who has obtained one million six 
hundred ihousand pounds sterling as an indemnification for those 
expensive preparations by which he enforced a pacification between 
Austria and the Porte, and maintained the balance of Europe.* 
It is true that we must now substitute Russia for Spain, our pru- 
dent ally Napoleon the Third for om potational ally the King of 
Prussia, and Lord Pan mure for Mr. Pitt ; but au reste^ you see, 
our paper wars, at least, were always waged much after the same 
fashion, except that there is more strongly developed and perfec- 
tionised intellect in one column of the Times alone in 1855, than 
could have been extracted from the whole periodical press at the 
beginning of this century. But, not to take up more of your 
morning, which I have no doubt would be otherwise much better 
employed, I must now tell you about your pupils, who are, as I 
before told you, orphans ; — they are the children of my poor 
daughter 5 for I, lika your father, had but an only child, and 
though her mother died when she was but three years old, I never 
married again, for I never yet saw the woman whom I thought 
worthy of filling the place either in my heart or my home which 
she had filled so entirely and so admirably. Neither am I one of 
those who think it indispensable that landed property should go 
in the male line, and that girls should he brought up full of aiii- 
ficial wants and refiineraents with perfectly empty pockets, so that 
they generally either sink, or sell themselves to supply those wants; 
yet ott the other band, considering the stagnant conventionality 
ami the ^ihpant vice of the haute voUe of English society, an 
beireee ie » 6ort of m^igaaine of homan gunpowder, running tertiblo 
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risks from every spark that comes in her w^y, and jjfene^ally fired 
at last by the match of some designing plotter j however, th^rfe is 
but one security against such and all other contingencies, which is, 
to take every reasonable precaution and leave the issue to God. 
Being ordered with my regiment out to India in 1825,1 left Linda, 
my daughter, in England to be educated i and as ten j’ears after 
there was no chance of my immediate return home, I had her sent 
out to me, and, as she inherited both her mother’s beauty (\vhich 
had neither a fault nor an equal) and her loveable disposition, my 
affection and my pride were alike gratified. Far less beauty than 
my poor Linda possessed goes a great way in India, where admi- 
ration is plentiful and personal attractions rare, so that she soon 
became the reigning belie of Calcutta ; and, as you may suppose, 
I was more fearful than anxious that she should marry; not 
that I had the slightest objection to her making the fortune as 
well as the happiness of even an honest subaltern, provided he was 
honest and every way worthy of her, and a gentleman by birth ; 
but she did not keep me nor her numerous admirers long in sus- 
pense, for her choice soon fell upon the handsome and alhaccom- 
plished Charles Egerton (a son of Lord George Egerton), who was 
then on the Governor-General’s staff, though he had nothing hut 
bis staff appaint men t; still, as Linda, as the heiress of Barones 
Court, had enough for both, I never thought of making that an 
objection ; and a finer young fellow in every way it was impossible 
to see anywhere, moreover exceedingly handsome, ge que ne fits 
rien, as the French say ; indeed, he possessed the very rare test 
of superiority — that of being an idol among women not preventing 
his unbounded popularity among men, under the title of ’T he 
Best Fellow in the World!’ Well, they were married, and 
for four years they were as happy as it is possible to be on tips 
side the grave ; but towards the beginning of the eighth year, that 
skeleton, which the Italians say is in every family, left its piche to 
wander through their eiysium and cast its cold dark shadow across 
their threshold, for Linda had just made the discovery, and, what 
was even worse, Linda’s father, that Charles Egerton was a 
gambler; and the reason this discovery had not been made sooner 
was, that he bad hitherto been a successful one ; but Fortune 
played him fake at last, and on one fatal cast he lost £50,000 ; 
winner was a plodding, money-scraping, almost money-coining 
Anglo-East-Indian, who had come out some ten years before as a 
writer, without (as the story went) having five pounds in his 
pocket, and was then one of the richest Nabobs in the Presidency, 
and on the eve of returning to England to become an East-India 
Director, which he has since done, and been made a baronet of 
besides, as baronets, like blackberries, have been plentiful of late 
years. Well, this personage Undly accepted a mortgage upon 
Btron’s Court ; in four years that mortgage must either be paid 
off or it will be foreclosed, and that is the reason I live entirely 
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in the country. Poor Egerton did not blow his brains out, which 
16 generally the last act of the tragedy of the gamester ; for nature 
was beforehand with him, by carrying Jiim off in a brain fever; 
and that nothing might be wanting to complete the drama, my 
poor Linda died a month after in giving birth to a son, the little 
fellow who will be your third pupil, for, as he is now only seven, 
I wish to have a little Christian principle and human feeling in- 
grafted on his original nature before he goes to a public school to 
have Terence, Horace, Ovid, Sophocles, ^Eschylus, and other 
GreeJk and Latin immoralities and inhumanities flogged into him. 
His two sisters, Linda and May, are dear little things, with no 
organic faults of disposition, only a few superficial ones of manner 
and humour. Charley, too, I think, has an excellent heart, which 
his sisters, with their over- weening aftection and giving way to 
him on all occasions, have done their uttermost to pervert, by turn- 
ing him into an embryo Turk, as his will with them is law, and the 
only preflbritative yet discovered for this by the wisdom of the 
maids is, in its turn, making his tyranny the slave of his cowardice, 
for I am sorry to say he is a bit of a coward — an attribute be cer- 
tainly does not inherit from the Kempenfelts, though he may do 
so from the dice-box — as his poor mother trembled at the whisper- 
ing of the wind among the leaves for several months before he 
was born. You must know that my signature of Hunks to that 
advertisement in The Times^ is a punishment to ^faster Charley ; 
for, having refused to give him five shillings to buy a ship from 
the carpenter’s boy, he for three days called me an * Old Hunks 
I told him if he said that again I would advertise for a governess 
for him and his sisters under the signature of ‘ Hunks/ At first 
he laughed, and thought this a capital joke, but when he found it 
converted into *a great fact,' and actually read it in print, he got 
into a dreadful fetate, as, from what I could make out through his 
sobs, it appears that his idle fixe is, that nothing less than an ogress 
could reply to an advertisement signed * Hunks.' ” 

** Poor little fellow,” said Mrs. Pemble, a smile on her lip, but 
the tears, which had gathered as she listened to the account of the 
ill-fated parents of these poor children, still trembling in her eyes. 

” But,” resumed Sir Gregory Kempenfelt, “I have not yet 
given you the whole of the dramatis personm of Baron's Court, for 
though I am a single man I am not exactly without incumhi^ances, 
for I have a maiden sister living with me ; which, indeed, I should 
be very glad of if one could only induce her to put her temper 
owf, instead of which, unfortunately, the least thing puts her out, so 
that she has nothing of charity but her name, which has long 
since distanced faith and hope — at least of any amendment ; and 
what I fear is, that this moral Chili vinegar of their aunt Charity's 
maj have a pernicious effect upon the tempers of May and 
Llhda.” 

I don’t know,” said Mrs, Pemble j I think glaring defects 
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qr vices, which affect, or rather militate against the haj>pin|ef8 of 
others, if properly managed as warnings, serve as mithridates 
against their own poison/^ 

*^ To a certain extent perhaps they do, but like the constant 
dropping of water on a stone, there is a fretting influence in cease- 
less iU-temper that will at last wear through the most adamantine 
patience. But enough of the bane; now let us think of the anti- 
dote. So when, my dear Mrs. Pemble, — since Mrs. Pemble you 
are to be — can you conveniently come down to Baron’s Court ? 
which, by the bye, I forgot to tell you is in Flintshire, Mold being 
the post town. Would next Thursday be too soon for you ? as that 
is the day I return home, and as the journey, even by the ex|jres8 
train is rather a long one, I could (should that day suit you) have 
the pleasure of escorting you.’‘ 

I ou are very kind ; Thursday will suit me perfectly, for as my 
poor Harcourt used to say, one of the advantages of having 
nothing, or perhaps the only advantage of that unincumbered estate 
is, that one is always in marching order. So, as I suppose you 
will go by the nine o’clock morning train, I will be at Euston 
Square a quarter before; and now, my dear Sir Gregory, before I 
wish you good morning, allow me to say what sincere pleasure this 
unexpected, nay quite romantic meeting with my father’s oldest 
and best friend has given me ; as his praises, 1 learnt almost with 
my creed, as a child. As for ray gratitude for your most kind 
reception even before you knew who I was, the best way in which 
1 can evince that will be by my unremitting devotion to your dear 
little grand-children.” 

** Come, come, my dear,” said he, with a smile to hide the emo- 
tion that trembled in his voice, you and I shall quarrel if you 
begin by talking of gratitude and those odious debtor and creditor 
benevolences which English people call claims;*^ we have all 
claims, or ought to have upon one another, if we call ourselves 
Christians ; the same claim that he ‘‘ who fell among thieves” had 
upon the way-faring Samaritan.” 

Mary Penrhyn’s heart had risen to her throat; so she could 
only press this fine old English gentleman’s hand in silence, as, she 
moved towards the door. 

** Will you not allow me to see you home in a cab t Chelsea is a 
long way from this, and I don’t like the idea of your going alone 
in an omnibus.” 

‘*No, my dear Sir Gregory, many thanks; hut you had better 
not for my sake, for all the world don't know tnat I have so 
suddenly and strangely had the good fortune to find in you one of 
my father’s oldest friends ; and the people of this coffee-house do 
knew that I came here to be hired as a governess ; and as persons 
in your sphere of life, and still less in inferior ones, are not 
generally so considerate and well-bred to those poor educational 
pack-horses, your doing so might have an equivocal appearance/’ 
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Yon are right, my dear, and I both accept and respect your ob- 
ection, for decidedly in a woman discretion is the wisest part of 
nrtue; but— but’’ — (and here this veteran hero of a thousand fights 
loloured like a young girl, as he took her hand and pressed within 
t a £20 note) ** you remind me that I must begin and practise 
low to treat my friend Ben Danvers’s daughter as my governess! 
ind 1 have always found that in hurrying my governess off at a 
Doment’s notice, as I have done you, that they — that I — in short — 
hat the engagement was not considered bin ding without a trifling 
idyance of salary ha ! ha ! ha ! you see Fm quite au/ait to the 
msimss part of the transaction.” 

** Perhaps so, my dear, kind Sir Gregory, for I should think 
lets of kindness had beerl the business of your life ; but, indeed^ I 
im in no want of your present thoughtful generosity 5 if I were, it 
vould be a pleasure and a privilege to be indebted to you.” 

“ Well, it’s very odd !” said he, with one of his joyous smiles, as, 
00 delicately well-bred to force it on her acceptance he replaced 
he note in his waistcoat pocket, it’s very odd ! but whenever I 
lave received my pay at Cox and Greenwood’s, though, 'egad, I 
lave often overdrawn my account, I have never once thought of 
naking them such a pretty speech on the occasion as you have 
ust made me, — but never loo old to learn, — so I have no doubt 
hat I, as well as the children, shall improve in time* Waiter ! 
ihow this lady out ; — good morning. Madam,” added he, with a 
profound bow, as he held the door open for the governess” 
.0 pass. 

A young poet of the present day has eloquently and truly said— 

Wherever there is beauty 
There’s a temple and a creed.” 

And what so beautiful as the incense of spontaneous prayer, 
rising from the living altar of a grateful heart to the uncreated 
light of God’s Eternal Throne ; and had she been kneeling in the 
most gorgeous fane ever erected by human hands, Mary Penrhyn 
could not have prayed more fervently than she did for some 
seconds, as she hurried along that densely crowded, bustling 
thoroughfare, nor have evoked sublimer vistas of the starry home 
of ransomed spirits, than she did through that smoky sky 
above her. 

For heaven reveals great mysteries 
To truthful hearts and loving eyes ; 

To them each providence is clear. 

Old things are new, the distant near. 

The crooked straight, the darkest bright : 

They walk by faith, and not by sight ; ” 

and it was not till she was rudely jostled by a porter carrying 
an immense round hamper on his head, that she was recalled to 
eatth; and then her joy, like all those flowers of paradise, which 
never can take deep root here below, began to be shaded off with a 
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tiugfi of regret, as site thought of the poor drudge* Sarah Nash, in 
that gloomy howse in Church Street, who had been so kind to her 
when she had no one else to he sol— and that poor old Mr. 
Fhippen, too, who had lent her the paper, and, above all, who had 
promised, if ever an opportunity should occur, to be of any service 
he could to Ilarcourt. She almost wished she could have taken 
them both with her, for it seemed actually ungrateful' to go away 
and leave them in that gloomy house. For Sarah she could indeed 
bpy.a dress as a little memento of her gratitude, and she deter- 
mined that it should be the very best French Merino that could be 
got j as, though poor Sarah had a silken heart, she did not think, 
though used to much dirty work, that as she was not a barrister, 
a Silk gown would be either profitable or becoming to her. But 
Mr. Phippen — what could she give him ? She could not afford 
anything very costly ; and if she could, he was no dandy to be 
chained and ringed, or studded like a winter sky of a frosty night 
Aye, “ there was the rub and with this last thought pocket- 
handkerchiefs naturally suggested themselves ; and so she decided 
upon getting him half-a-dozen voluminous Indian-silk ones and 
hemming them for him herself, in order to make that the excuse 
for 80 trifling a gift ; and, having come to this important decision, 
she entered a shop in Fleet Street where we shall leave her to select 
her purchases ; and will, with the reader's permission, not being 
particularly fond of that locale^ take a short stroll in a pleasanter 
part of the town ; and, like Bruce, go in quest, not exactly of the 
source of the Nile, but of the Penrhyns ; happy that, for once in 
her life at least, poor Mary Penrhyn had been very successful! 


CHAPTER V. 

THE GREAT HOUSE. ^ 

** Oh! mystery of Man, from what a depth 
Proceed thine honours ! " 

In a fair suburb of the Modern Babylon, far west (where palaces 
rise on the one hand facing the verdant splendours of patriarchal 
trees on the other, whose regal branches, like sylvan kings, have 
bowed gracefully to all the beauties of the metropolis for the last 
three centuries, and whose branches, like a complex protocol, have 
diverted the intente cordiale of our somewhat uncertain sun from 
their complexions), might be distinguished one goodly edifice in 
particular, for it was even more vast than its neighbours, and the 
exotics that filled its large stone balconies like the hanging gardens 
of Ancient Babylon, embalmed the whole atmosphere of the cause- 
way ; 80 that pedestrian Cockneys plodding their way NottingHhili- 
w^ard, without any great stretch of imagination, might fancy #ttt 
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e cmintry kindly come up to town to meet tkem, and escort 
em a bit of the way/* Over theportico of this great house 
jre emblazoned some right royally supported arms surmounted 
r an Earrs coronet, whose stone strawberry leaves had a very 
iposing effect : and doubtless it is because anything in the shape 
rank always imposes so much upon English people* that the 
agiish (who are too generous to allow themselves to be out-done) 
turn the compliment, and always impose so much upon anything 
the shape of rank* But although the house in question he- 
dged to a peer-^in fact to my Lord Dunnington — yet it was not 
; this time) occupied by its owner, having been let by him, or 
ther by bis agent, to a millionnaire Lancashire Baronet, a Sir 
taniferous Thompson ; but greatness, even when greatly housed, 
nnot be despatched at the fag end of a paragraph, but demands, 
d therefore should obtain, a chapter to itself, setting forth its 
rth, parentage, and education, and unravelling its origin, which, 
M that of evil, is often very small* 


I CHAPTER VL 

I Altmaver. — ^'Cotton, cotton, some cotton here/' 

I Birch's Translation of FamA, 

fm? by no means common or everyday cognonnen of ” Titani- 
Irous’' had been bestowed upon its present illustrious owner on 
is entrance into the Thompson's family by his maternal uncle, a 
bcmist, and one of the fifteen aldermen of Manchester, who, struck 
lith the coppery hue of his nephew's complexion on his first 
|rriva1, had suggested this scientific and symbolical name, which 
bntinued to be equally appropriate to this prosperous scion of the 
buse of Thompson, through all the progressive ascensions of his 
blden career. A small, a very sm^l tenement on the banks of 
pe Irk, had been the sphere in which this great luminary had 
|een, and although his mother had been an heiress in possession 
^ FIVE WHOLE HUNBKED POUNDS ! aod moreovcr sister to 
Uderman Penrhyn, the chemist, and niece to Mr. Perkins Pen- 
byn, the great brewer, the alderman's uncle, yet it was the bid 

E f of“ALLFO» LOVE, OR THE WORLD WELL LOST." So 
lad made a mesalliance and married Richard Thompson, work- 
at the mills, while her younger sister, Miss Dora Penrhyn, 
not alone the beauty of the family, but, contrary to that usual 
ity, was also the fortunate one, and held her head so high 
she was not only engaged to be married to the eldest son of 
chief mtllowner* where Richard Thompson worked, but had 
tually an opportunity of jilting him for the liberal member 
lanebester i and as virtue generally is rewarded in this worid 
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—at least tlie virtue of self-interest — she ultimately became the 
Honorable Mrs. Palmytongue Andover, and consequently the 
great lady of the family. Neverthel^s, despite all this growing 
grandeur of the Penrhyns, her brother, the alderman, aid not 
entirely abandon Mrs. Richard Thompson, but limited his dis- 
pleasure to the preparation of a sort of perpetual blister, by which 
he made her upon all occasions feel and fruitlessly lament the fool- 
ish step she had taken ; for, sooth to say, Richard Thompson was 
an ill-disposed, reckless, dissolute man, whose brain was quite 
turned by the fortune he had married, and he therefore preferred 
any Jennies to spinning-jennies. Nor did the birth of a little girl, 
about a year after his marriage, either sober him or soften thf 
Penrhyn family towards his wife; for, except in the Celestial 
Empire, nowhere is the advent of inferior animals— to wit, a female 
human being — ^of less account than in the British empire. So that 
Mrs, Thompson had her little Janet all to herself; the mother 
could weep, and the child cry at their ease, and who should gain- 
say them ? And in that same there is a comfort; for as for sym- 
pathy, “Good lack,” as Mr, Samuel Pepys was wont to exclaim, 
*Hhat is a phase of the ideai. which few succeed in obtaining; 
whereas sorrow is the work-a-day keality of most lives, and it 
i$ something to have uninterrupted time to do one*s work and 
this luxury Mrs. Thompson and her little future drudge enjoyed 
to the fullest extent. 13ut the case was altered when, three years 
later, a HE Thompson was born into the world ; for it occasioned 
what astronomers term a heliacal rising in the house of Penrhyn. 
Mrs. Alderman Penrhyn, as she called herself, and as her “ select 
circle” called her, having the same evening presented her liege 
lord also with a small scarlet screaming machine, whose arrival, 
however, had not been expected for full two months later, as, in 
fact, it was a seven months* child. The alderman was naturally 
a little flurried at the event ; for though confinements are nothing 
in establishments that are used to them, yet such was not the case 
in the Penrhyn family, in which, for three generations, the ccnius 
had never exceeded an only son and two daughters ; and doubtless 
It was this statute of limitation which had caused them to set so 
high a value upon what each gentleman, in bis own person, knew 
to be a rarity. No wonder then that, notwithstanding he bore 
the fifteenth segment of the importance of Manchester, 
Atlas-wise, on his own shoulders, the alderman should feel some- 
what taken aback at this sudden and unexpected arrival of, per- 
haps, a future ornament to the corporation, more especially as 
the Honorable Palmytongue Andover, not at that time married 
to Miss Dora Penrhyn, had promised to stand sponsor to this 
Fenrhynian olive-branch, or cotton-cone, as the aforesaid Palmy- 
tongue was wont irreverently to designate his impending god- 
child^ when safe beyond the banks of the Irk and an its irksome 
trSmmels, and within the purlieus of Bt. James’s. 
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'' Oh, Sir I Mr. Halderman Penrhyn, Sir 1 your ‘ lud^ ’ was took’! 
)ad, aha afore bever I could hinforro you of the awrspicious evventi 
}r send for the doctor, she 'ave persented youvvith the beautifullest 
>abby as bever I see, thof it have come into this here wale of tears 
►y the short cut of a seven months tower, has the nobility hand 
;entry of the meiroplu$ calls their travels; hand whafc^s more, Mr, 
^enrhyn. Sir, hit’s a son hand hair, and the very moral of your- 
elf ; for Penrhyn his printed hon every f eater has plain bandi 
lindellihle .as ilorrocks hand Miller his on the fag hends of the 
►est white cotton goods/^ 

; This volley burst upon tbe alderman, as he was carefully spelling 
‘ver the evening papers, from the voluminous and voluble Mrs, 
flinks, the London monthly nurse, who bad come all the way 
rom Whitechapel five months before (that is from the first moment 
ae ** awrspicious ewent ” could with any probability be anticipated) 
3 sustain by her skill, and solace by her society the alderman’s 
idp, as the commercial phrase for wife runs. 

“Bless me, Flinks, you don’t say so,” cried Mr. Alderman 
‘enrbyn, starting to his feet as perpendicularly as if he had been 
alvanised, and flinging down the journal that had heretofore so 
delusively engrossed his attention ; for what were even politics, 
^mpared to paternity at such a moment. This announcement 
ftd been made in the little back parlour at the rear of the shop, in 
very midst of the storming of Seringapatam, and indeed the 
urried entrance of Mrs. Flinks, not only made ail the China bowk 
ad Nankin cups in the semicircular glass and mahogany closet ot 
^ei rattle as if tAep also were besieged, but the decanter of port 
bd its satellite glasses, that were ranged on tbe table before the 
Iderman, ring to that degree, that for a few seconds their contents 
ither appeared to be grape shot than grape juice. 

Lawr, bless you, Mr. Penrhvn, Sir, exclaimed Mrs. Flinks, in 
' preventive-service tone of authority, as she eyed with the glance 
if a connoisseur the port on the table in which the beek-wing in^ 
itingly fluttered, while at the same time she caught tbe vanishing 
Jderman by the tails of his coat, “Pruy, be careful not to fluster 
bur ladv, by your too-sudden hand permiscus happearance afore 
ifir hat this ’ere erlticaUest time, hana arter hall she haive a gone 
tirough for your sake, and that hof the noble hand ’spectable 
Jenrhyn family, hand though *eaven forbid has I, ^Arriet Flinks, 
houla hever go fox to dispute has you was master, Mr. Penrhyn, 
iir, bin your Jhown ’ouse, yet you will please remember that hon 
Ik boccasion J must be missus hof ball that relates to hupstairs, 
jpvm hof ^our missus — keseuse my familiarity — of your dear 
should sav, hand the little stranpr : ’Eaven bless them both, 
^ttd their dear ’usban hand par, wno i ’ope won’t be no stranger 
many more sich awrspicious ewentsj but pray take a little 
tnCi, hand hendeavour to suMm your feelings — honorable has 
iey mra to your present cidtiow you rushes 
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huncalkd hinto the presence of your ladif hand the hinnocent 

UheJ* 

Clearing his throat, as if at a corporation dinner, the alderman 
not titily took this advice, but also the hint $ and pouring out a 
bumper of port for Mrs. Flinks, and another for himself, gave — if 
not with equal dignity, at all events with more sincerity, the health 
of his wife and son, than that with ivhich he was wont to propose 
prosperity to Church and State at Civic feeds. 

A sentiment, Mr. Penrhyn, Sir, which ’Arriet Flinks his proud 
and kppy to respond to, and many hof them.” 

** What! wives as well as sons, Mrs. Flinks?” chuckled the 
alderman, as he replenished that potentate’s glass as well as bis 
own. 

** Well, to be sure, you hare the pleasantest, facet iouseet gent 
has heverwas, but I never holds with ’usbans a taking hadwantage 
of their ladies' 'elpless sittiations to hindulge in they sort hof pro- 
fligate bigamy kind of jokes like ; I don't hendeed, you may bleeve 
me Mr. Penrnyn, Sir, cause hof course wives *as their feelings, 
whether they knows it or not, and likewise sich should be con- 
sidered, whether has habsent friends hor present company, which 
has you know his halways hexcepted, so no hoffence, but you’ll 
hexmse me, Sir, for being so plain spoken, has Mother and Little 
Stranger afore hall^ his 'Arriet Flinks’s motter/^ 

Alderman Penrhyn had scarcely greeted his heir, and congratu- 
lated Mrs. F on '' that great,” or rather, for the present, ex- 

tremely small fact ” of his Majesty George the Third being a 
subject the richer, when he was summoned from the snug room in 
which he was expanding as a husband and budding as a father, by 
the announcement that Sally Cleaver was below, entreating for the 
love of Heaven, that he would come without delay to Mrs, Thomp* 
son, who was not expected to live ; the said Sarah Cleaver humbly 
setting forth that she had made a voyage of discovery through 
every public-house in Manchester in quest of Richard Thompson, 
before she had taken the liberty of intruding upon the alderman 
at'iliteh an hour ; but these voyages, like those to the North Foie, 
having produced no satisfactory result, she had come to report her 
faiMre at head-quarters, and solicit further assistance. Alderman 
Penrhyn was a little pompous and a little proud, but he was not a 
bad-hearted man ; indeed, few aldermen are, for the rich viands 
and generous wines that distend into anti-Apolline physical dis- 
proportions the contour of their figures, we firmly believe at the 
sa«^e time expand and mollify their hearts, so that by imbibing the 
thHte they also partake of the dove ; not, however, that they are 
the more emly pigeoned on that account. Now, Alderman Fen- 
rhyn was one of those ancient Britons who patronised powder and 
persisted in a pig-tail, and the contrast of the snowy powder against 
his Tnbkmid^ oot to say purple, face, gave him tliat sort of abophite 
appearance wbkh might have made a tongue and turnips^ emoiring 
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on bis own hospitabi© board, pass for a striking likeness of bitn. 
He was, of course, overflowing with shirt frill ; generally wore a 
whit© waistcoat, in the right pocket of which was a silver snuff- 
box, a thick gold chain, to which were appended from his fob like 
a jack- chain and weights, three huge seals, while the balance of 
power w’as maintained by an equally Patagonian gold watch within 
the gulf of his pepper and salt only-to-be-hinted-ats, which were 
composed of an elastic #eb called, during the Peninsular war, 
Heaven and the tailors only knew why, ** Emanuels this 
was of so vigorous, not to say tough a constitution, that no arnount 
or length of service could take the shine out of it ; on tiie con- 
trary, the longer these garments were worn, the more they shone, 
especially at the knees. They buttoned tightly at the ankles, but 
this could only have been discovered when the alderrUan indulged 
in the otkm mm dignitate of dressing-gown and slippers ; for 
upon all the ordinary and set occasions of life he sported Hessians, 
and now their silken tassels, and the clinking gold of his great 
w'atch-seals received the sudden impetus of an im])atient jerk as 
their wearer uncrossed his legs, upon Mrs. Flinks’s communicating 
in her most official manner, that a pusson of the name of Cleaver 
was below, and would not have tookt the liberty of calling at sich 
an hour, but that one Mrs. Thompson was dying, and her good* 
for*notkink 'ushan was not to be found no where/' 

** Dying!— bless me! — you dor/t say so? — poor thing! — poor 
Anne 1 My dear,’* turning to bis wife, “ you’ll excuse me for 
leaving you, but I can’t let poor Anne die down there all by 
herself.*’ 

** Certainly not, Mr. Penrhyn,” acquiesced a feeble voice from 
the bed, ** and do say, if there is anything she wants she shall have 
it ; Mrs. Flinks had belter give you a parcel of baby’s clotbes to 
lake to her, for he has plenty ; and 1 dare say poor Ann© has 
hardly anything to cover the poor child.” 

“Thank you, Fanny my dear, you always were a good, kind 
creature— -none better,” said the alderman, as he imprinted 
on his wife’s forehead ; and while Mrs. Fiinks made up 
of baby-clothes, he slipped a bottle of brahdy into ' 

which caused that threwd observer, Mrs. Fiinks, to say, as sopa as 
the door had closed upon honest Samuel Penrhyn, while 
formed the dramatic little pantomime of wiping her eyes wfth the 
corner Of her apron — 

“ Well! it’s beautiful, to be sure, to see a gentleman hand his 
lady both a helping hon a feller- creeter bin distress, by 
beach feek, haccording to their hown naturs, that feller-^^^i^ 
most wants I” 

Upon going down stairs, Samuel Penrhyn found Sally Cleiver, 
a gaUnt, bony, miserable woman, all angles, and arteries swollen 
like cords, though certainly not with blood ; for the little there was 
in her body teemed to have got up a revolution, flown in her face, 
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aadl ^tablished a provisional government at the tip of her noieand 
round the rims of her eyes. On her head she wore, in guise of 
bonnet, one of those old brown-black cotton crow’s nests, peculiar 
to washerwomen and charwomen, but wore it in a manner the very 
antipodes of the present fashion, as it kicked up behind as if it had 
fallen suddenly into a fit, descending perpendicularly in front over 
her forehead and nose like a lightning conductor. Her dress was 
of pprple cotton, with white spots on it^^ery short, so that it fully 
displayed— either as a warning or an example, as the spectator 
chose to take it— a pair of very thick-soled black leather boots, 
laced up the front some inches above the ankle. Over this gown 
(not so much to preserve it immaculate as to conceal the spots, of 
every possible origin, from tea to tallow, and from beer to butter, 
with which it was already polluted) she wore a clean check apron, 
tied nearly under the arms of her very short, broad, and curiously 
flat waist; while across her shoulders was one of those muli 
draperies that are neither kerchief nor shawl, being too large for 
the former and too small for the latter, while its texture was equally 
mongrel, as it was impossible to decide which predominated in its 
fabric — worsted or cotton ; and as for its hues of dingy crimson 
contending with yellow green, they made it look like a panoramic 
travesty of the feuds of the Guelphs and Ghibbelines, with a 
dramatis personm of turnip and mangel-wurzel tops; and in this 
scanty garment she was vainly endeavouring to wrap, or rather 
roll, ner poor, thin, bare arms. Her *Mocal habitation” was on 
the bank of the Irk, in a small and much- dilapidated hovel, next 
door to Mrs. Thompson. Her name, as we are already aware, was 
Sally Cleaver ; her occi^aif«o?i— when she could get one— was to 
take in washing or to go out ” charing;** and her pleasure was to 
render to her equally miserable neighbours atty of those little in- 
numerable good offices in which the poor excel ; for in such matters 
it is indeed the “fellow feeling” that makes them “ wondrous 
kind and there was not in all Lancashire a more skilful hand at 
speeding a parting soul or hushing the wailings of a recently- 
airrived one, alias laying out the cold clay of an emancipated spirit, 
or receiving into this still colder world a newlj-imprisoned one ; 
and in the absence of the nowhere-to-be-found Mrs. Grigg, the 
official lady in that department, she had just rendered her services 
to Mrs. Thompson, and afterwards made her fruitless voyage of 
discovery in quest of Mr. Thompson, as before narrated, whose 
bachelor bacchanals were a disgrace to the guild of Paier/amilii to 
which he now belonged. 

The alderman only stopped in the narrow passage called 
hall,” to take down his hat and great coat, and into the latter he 
was still inducting himself, and hastily buttoning it as he went, 
when he opened the door leading into the shop where Sally Cleaver 
standing, actually forgetting to shiver, as she basked in thn 
splendours of the oil lamps (for then, gas was not)^ and looked frw 
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the^ to tlie parole, ruby, and amber jars of coloured waters iu tbe 
Wiin'^ow, with almost as much admiration, if not with as much 
wonder, as Aladdin may have done when he was transported into 
the enchanted garden, whose flowers and fruits were all of precious 
stones glittering with diamond dew-drops ; but no sooner did the 
alderman appear than she cjuitted these imaginary wanderings to 
concentrate all her identity into the realization of bobbing her very 
lowest and most reverential curtsey. Now, as the peculiarities of 
royalty, like those of genius, ne tirent pas d cons^qmnce, they may 
be safely indulged in ; for though Lord Byron lay in bed all day, 
wooed catarrhs by wearing his gills turned down, and eschewed 
limited liabilities as regarded brandy and soda water, and many 
3»oung gentlemen have therefore since done the same, yet it has 
not followed on that account that the world is a poet the richer, 
though it may have acquired a fool the more ; and with regard to 
more modern instances, though an equal number of young would- 
be geniuses may have driven their friends and relations nearly into 
Bedlam by their inveterately slovenly and desultory habits, and 
have smoked themselves into ambulating chimneys, there is no 
evidence that they have even maiidled up to “ Maud,** or elicited 
a single puff' beyond the self-sufficing ones of their own cigars or 
meerschaums j and so in like manner, though Alderman Penrhyn 
affected boiled mutton, and even wondered at second hand Aow the 
apples were got into a dumpling, and said, What ? What ? What V* 
unsparingly to his inferiors, nothing could be farther from that 
loyal hnd worthy subject’s intention (even theoretically) than to 
usurp the crown of His Majesty George the Third, much less in 
any way to endanger the Hanoverian Succession, therefore it was 
without the slightest taint of regicidical or revolutionary arriere 

f ensiesy as he tied a shawl round his neck, and further secured his 
at against any unwarrantable escapade by tying it down more 
safely than becomingly with a red silk pocket handkerchief, that 
he addressed the following queries to Sally Cleaver : — 

^‘Eh! What? What? What? Mrs. Thompson so ill ?— in 
labour, I suppose ? — when was she taken ill ?” 

“ No, Sir, she baint in labour wow, for the babhy's born, but she 
be like to die from weakness, poor soul, and there aint never a 
single thing to give her; and afore Td trouble your worship Fve 
a bin to eveij public-house in Manchester looking for that good- 
for-nothing Richard Thompson, and he aint to be found nowhere.** 
And with this, after having rubbed the back of her right hand 
hastily across her nose, she proceeded to re-light the two inches of 
tallow candle in a horn lantern which she carried, which, with the 
sleepless and horaoeopatbic economy of the jjoor, she had blown out 
bri her arrival. But whether it was that tbe alderman entertained 
a morbidly marital aversion to the material of which this lantern 


was composed, or that he had Uteral ideas about letting ‘‘his light 
ahlhe before men/* is too analytic a mattet to deci(^e U£<c^posi- 
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tively ; but certam it is that be waived Sally Cleaver’s ditu recep- 
tacle for her small light aside with great dignity, and, turning to 
the young man behind the counter, said : — 

“Ebl No! What? What? What? My good woman, 
don’t trouble yourself ! Fairfax, light me my lantern !” 

And Fairfax accordingly produced from under the counter a 
splendid plate-glass octagon, containing within four pieces of wax 
lights of a goodly length, the outside of which lantern was sur- 
mounted hy a sort of perforated scalloped Japan circle, having 
much the appearance of a mural crown. When the illumination 
was completed within it, Sally Cleaver’s usual humility attained a 
culminating point, for rolling her apron, which was clean, round 
her hand, she dropped an involuntary curtsey to its splendours, as 
she received it from the hand of the grinning Fairfax, and said: — 

“ I bain’t ’most fit to carry such a grand un as this,” 

However, with all due reverence, she preceded the alderma^ 
almost backwards, so side-long was her movement, as she held this 
(to her) Koh-i-noor or Mountain of Light before him, that he 
might not make a false step over his own threshold. It was one of 
those dark, gusty nights in March, when %vinter, like a tyrant whose 
reign is drawing to a close, seems to double the severity of its 
edicts j and the wind, as if annoyed at the impotence of its fury, in 
not being able to dislodge the stars from the firmament, appears 
determined, at all events, to shake them in their orbits, as, from 
their tremulous motion, they look as if they were blown about in 
the lurid sky, and knew not in which cloud they should take shelter 
against the loud ravings of the hurricane. 

“ Bless me, what a night V* shivered the alderman, as one big 
round drop of rain, aimed by a whirlwind, descended with sufficient 
force upon the tip of his nose to have put it out, had the fire in it 
been real instead of only apparent, “Ahem! I suppose,” con- 
tinued he, with an accent in which contempt was happily blended 
with conscious superiority as well as the wind would permit the 
infl^ion of the tone to be heard — ” I suppose it's another girl 
Mrs. Thompson has got ? ” 

“ No, Sir, it be a son ; but I never see such a queer-looking 
babby as it be ; it ain't like nothing as ever I see afore,” 

” Pooh I” rejoined Samuel Penrhyn, deciding the matter with a 
sort of paterfamilias extensive knowledge of the subject, *‘aU 
Whies are like half-boiled lobsters.” 

*‘ Ohl it bain’t that. Sir, for that’s mitrel to them, poor little 
dears; but this here babby of Mrs. Thompson’s is, for all the 
world, the colour of strong beer.” 

** Ugh I ugb I ugh 1” grunted the alderman, as a compromise} 
hetweeu a laugh and a sneer, “ that’s out of compliment to his 

f raud-uud«» Perkins, I suppose, so I hope he won’t think small 
eer of him* hut will do something for him/’ 

At leuftb^ after abont a quarter of an hour’s rapid waiting 
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f reat stress of weather, so that the alderman with his stihstantial 
aMllments, and poor Sally Cleaver, with her thread paper figure 
and garment, and the four wax-lights in the gorgeous lantern, had 
great difficulty in weathering the storm ; they all sevm arrived at 
the miserable hovel on the banks of the Irk, which poor Anne 
Thompson conventionally called her home,** Sally Cleaver pressed 
down the latch of the old black door, which was divided in the 
centre So aS to form a gate at the basement part, where, when 
bolted from within, the children could lean over of a summer’s 
evening, and learn by instalments that there was such a thing as a 
blue sky above this murky earth, while their mother received 
enough of its light into her hovel to drudge by. 

Be careful, Sir, if you please,” whispered Sally Cleaver, holding 
down the lantern, “for there’s a step as goes down here and so 
saying, with her left hand and shoulder^ she held back both gate 
and door as wide as they would go to give ingress to Samuel 
Penrbyn’s portly dimensions; after which, as soon as she had 
fastened the door, she carefully placed the “ wonderful lamp” — 
vulgo lantern-— on a long deal table that stood under the window, 
the said lantern causing a perfect and most unusual illumination, 
and displaying all that was to be seen, namely — a large bible and 
prayer-book, in green baize covers, on another table under an 
opposite window, four whitewashed walls, four low-seated, high- 
backed, msh-bottomed chairs, a large old-fashioned chimney, on 
the stone hearth of which were two small iron dogs, which com- 
pressed rather than supported the little fabric of fuel that was built 
up between them, composed of a mosaic of refuse pieces of coal, 
wood, peat, walnut shells, and any other ignitable mateiials, well 
embedded in long accumulated ashes ; over this consumptive fire 
was suspended a black kettle to an iron hook, whose feeble attempt to 
sing under difficulties was more like a parody upon the faint mew- 
ing of a hungry kitten tbah the sociable getting up of its steam for 
a tea-party. Underneath the suspended kettle, in the front of the 
fire was a flat iron, and on one side was a small saucepan containing 
some oatmeal and water, which on the shortest notice had kindly 
consented to act the part of gruel. Within this wide hearth on 
each side of it, were two walnut tree benches, worn perfectly 
smooth and dark in the coarse of years, and at the foot of one was 
a little three-legged child’s stool, upon which for the time being 
was curled, neither wholly asleep nor yet quite awake, a very 
respectable, staid-looking, but by no means too corpulent, tortoise- 
shell <;at, of the name of Fudge, who seemed to be pbilosopbically 
apathetic concerning all things — milk and mice excepted— but if 
he had k decided opinion it was probably of the wboleeale nature of 
Leo the Tenth’s as to what a very little wisdom is necessary for 
gdvehiing this world. The high chimney-piece itself was totally 
devoid of all the pauper tokk-knackery of strung birds’ eggs, 
pektbcks* f^lihers, Wttle-shaped gourds and shell castles, with a 
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happy C0ii]:^e made out of the surplus of the building materials ; 
in lieu of which cottage objects of mriu were two or three long day 

K , a blue jar containing sliag tobacco, a tinder box, and a small 
pestle and mortar { and in truth the only attempt at orna* 
ment in the place was a large nettle plant in each window, trained 
on a sort of fan-shaped espalier, for a mim|i, ditpipishe^, Ijitch of 
bacon In the rafter, flanged by two old newspaper bags full q( dried 
herbs, came more upder the head of the useful than the ornamental, 
il^yond this kitchen, as it might be called, was an inner room, 
before the door of which, running on a piece of tape, was a red and 
white check curtain, to keep out the draught, for in that room lay 
Anne Thompson with her new-born son, who already seemed to 
have found out the real secret of getting on in the world, which 
consists in making use of every one indiscriminately; for his 
mother being unavailable at the time, he bad immediately ac- 
cepted the kind offices of another charitable neighbour, who had 
come in to play the good Samaritan, while Sally Cleaver had 
gone in quest of the master of the house among publicans and 
sinners. 

Anne, my dear, it*s me — your brother Sam,*’ said the alder- 
man, approaching the bed gently. 

Anne opened her eyes for a moment, and her lips moved, but no 
sound issued from them. 

**What? what? what? Have you no such thing as a spoon 
here ? Get me a spoon,” said he, looking from one to the other 
of the two women; ‘^a teaspoon will do.” And accordingly a 
teaspoon was brought, and, taking the bottle of brandy from his 
pocket, he poured some into it, and got it between his sister's lips, 
further saturating the corner of a handkerchief with some, and 
holding it to her nose, which appeared to revive her, and at the 
end of a quarter of an hour she was able to 8})eak and thank her 
brother for his kindness. ♦ 

** Don't speak, my dear; it’s not I who am kind, but Fanny, 
for she has sent you some baby-linen. Perhaps you are not aware 
that, quite unexpectedly, she this evening presented me with a 
SON 1” The latter was the only word that the aldermau uttered 
aloud, but that was of too much importance to be mumbled satto 
wee, though it was no sooner uttered, with all the sonorousness 
that it deserved, than he returned to the obligato pianissimo of a 
sick room, as he added, “And though two months before we 
expected him” — he would not have said it for the world — “ hb 
really could not be finer were he an biohtebn toonths’ child. 
Now, my dear, let me see your’s !” 

Whereupon Mrs. Wolfe, the charitable neighbour, produced the 
Thompsonian Bomulus, to whom she had become purveyor. 

” Bless mj soul 1” rras the unde’s only exclamation, when he 
bebdd the c^pery hue of his nephew*i( complexion, hk hands 
intoluntarSy tying behind his back, as if with a spring, to keep 
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tbm otit of ham^s way, lest tbere should he contagion in the 
touch. 

The mother being in doubt whether this exclamation was one 
of admiration or surprise, or both, rallied so far as to say, It is 
more than I either expect or deserve ; but if you would, Samuel, 
be godfather to my poor child, I should die happy.” 

**Eh1 what? what? what? my dear Anne, don’t talk about 
dying. Well, well, if it is any comfort to you, I will be godfather 
to it.” And here the alderman felt the neuter gender was pecu- 
liarljr appropriate, for as he himself said afterwards, in confidence 
to his wife, he should as soon have thought of bestowing a sex on 
six jpmn*orth of halfpence ! However, Mrs. Thompson did ml 
die that time, hut lived to struggle through many a hard day ; 
while Samuel Tenrhyn, after that tenderness of feeling which the 
prospect of bis sister’s death occasioned had subsided, resolved at 
all events to have his joke for his condescension ; and therefore, 
at one and the same time, astonished the curate and displayed his 
own science by bestowing on his nephew at the baptismal font the 
very outlandish, not to say heathenish, Christian name of Tita- 
niferous 1 Meanwhile his own son was, at an almost co-equal 
period, christened by the rector, with great pomp, by the more 
aristocratic «aame of Andover, the Hon. Palmy tongue standing 
sponsor in person ; and it was then and there that he met with 
that shocking accident of falling in love with Miss Dora : and, 
clever 'as he was at electioneering, he found that in that quarter 
no bribery was sufficient to produce corruption, and that the only 
way to secure her vote and interest for his election as her declared 
admirer was by making her Mrs. Andover. Well, there was 
nothing for it but to make the best of it, and of course cut Man- 
chester, in a parliamentary point of view, and set up for some 
other place, where only his wife’s beauty would be seen, and her 
antecedents ignored. It was never clearly ascertained whether 
her jilted lover, the son of the |!freat mill-owner, had comtaitted 
suicide or not ; but what was quite certain was, that from the day 
she became the Honorable Mrs. Andover he never was seen or 
heard of more in Manchester, which did not, however, prevent the 
bells ringing out merrily upon that joyous occasion, or Mr, 
Perkins JPenrhyn, her bachelor uncle, the great brewer, from 
coming most unexpectedly down with a pretty little contribution 
to her troussem of £30,000, of which she generously sent £10 to 
her sister, Mrs, Thompson, with a short letter, saying that as she 
had 10 disgraced herself and her whole family by her marriage, 
she must beg that ^ihe would never intrude upon her, as she should 
die if ever Mr, Andover discovered that she had a sister in such a 
sphere of life. It appeared that the star of Ihe Fenrhyns was in 
the ascendanf;, for six months after the marriage of Miss Dora, 
Perkins Fenrhyn died, leaving the whole of his property, amoimt- 
ing to £150^000, to his nephew Bamuel, on Condition that he fare 
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up Ills shop and cuutkued th« brewery— a proviso of wbicb tbe 
latter only too gladly availed bimself, and in the lush of 
tunes munificently allowed bis sister Anne £S0 a*year, making her 
husband's worthlessness a plausible pretext for not giving her 
more, but promising that if Titaniferous turned out well, he might 
eventually do something for him. 

'*The first most notable and universal distinction of men/’ saith 
a quaint old writer, whose orthography w© will take the lil erty of 
modernising, ” which concerneth the soul, and body, and whole 
essence of man is taken and drawn from the divers sites of the 
world, according to which the aspect and influences of heaven, 
and the sun, the air, the climate, the country are divers ; so like- 
wise not only the colour, the feature, the complexion, the counte- 
nance, the manners are divers, but also the faculties of the soul— 
ploffa cwM non solum ad robur corporum sed animortm faoit. 
Atkmis tenue coelumt ex quo etiam acutiores Attiei j Crmsmn 
TkebiSf idea pingues Thehani et Valentes, And, therefore, Plato 
thanked God that he was an Athenian and not a Theban.” In 
like manner might the young Titaniferous, whose whole and sole 
aim from his earliest dawn was to make and scrape money* have 
thanked heaven that he had not been born in any less commercial 
city than Manchester, the very air of which seemed^to act as a 
whet-stone to his calculating organs, and its fumes as a hot-bed to 
his financial genius, which first began strongly to develop© itself 
between seven and eight years of age. When from the robi)ing of 
orchards, and the invasion of ben-roosts, other boys reaped colics 
and canings, he only acquired pence and power; and the secret of 
his negotiations w^as this — his superior genius marked down the 
particular roost or orchard to be pillaged ; be then called a council 
of war of all his contemj>oraneous ragamuffins in his own locale, 
told them where the treasure was to be found, and professed him- 
self perfectly ready to risk his ragged corduroys*, and his equally 
dilapidated reputation in obtaining it, provided they (and they 
were never less than twelve, though oftener double that number) 
would give him a half-penny each to indemnify him for the double 
danger be might incur of a fall and flogging. Of course it was not 
to be supposed that these young gentlemen could always collec- 
tively command such a large sum of ready money m a half-penny 
a piece — a Vimmomsie : but then Titaniferous ever obligingly 
adjourned the adventure for the number of days requisite, accord- 
ing to their diflferent circumstances, to the coaxing or bullying their 
tough or tender parents, as the case might be, out of the neces- 
sary funds ; and when they were duly collected and as duly trans- 
ferred to Ms pocket, then, and not until then, would “ Nefarious** 
(as they not inappropriately called him, from inability to achieve 
such a mouthful as Titaniferous) put himself at the head of his 
gallant (?) rifles and march upon the place to be attacked, ivhete, 
jfeeling that was born to cJimb, basket in band, the 
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daring deed*’ alone, while the rest kept ward and watch below. 
Then would he distribute the fruits of hie valour, first binding 
each recipient to promise that if any one of them should be 
ooifdied** he would die before he would give up the names of any 
of his confederates, concluding with an heroic protest that he 
would: and then they separated, the incautious horticulturists 
taking the highway ana thoroughfares, and the more prudent spe- 
culator tkulking home some bye- way, jingling bis wealth in both 
pockets as he went, and little heeding the uncomfortable bumps he 
was receiving from some half-dozen of the best apples or pears 
that be had secreted in his cap, and which he would lake home and 
dutifully present as a present to his mother, begging she would 
roast them for supper, and saying they had been bought with some 
half-pence which a gentleman had given him for holding his horse. 
It was true that all this diplomacy, clever and orthodox as it was, 
from being so utterly rascally and hollow, did not blind the autho- 
rities, who l^d already bestowed upon the hope of the house of 
Thompson the sobriquet of “ the Root of all Evil not that he was 
ever iole, Heaven only knows, but he was impervious to birch, and 
untangible to beadles, for, as tliey despairingly remarked, “ There 
was no catching on a boy with such a slippery trip-up-your-heels, 
trick-the-stocks sort of name as Titaniferous. But, besides 
orchards and hen-roosts, the young financial genius had other 
resources ; but is not resource, in fiict, a synonyrne/or genius?— 
one of the chief of which he derived from the paternal pipes, for he 
soon came to that great and satisfactory solution in modern ethics 
of “ What are fathers for but to pay the piper,?” Now it so hap- 
pened that when Richard Thompson received his wages of a Satur- 
day night he generally bought a provision of pipes — say two or 
three dozen, — ^but no sooner were these pipes put away in a side- 
cupboard than the young financier would daily abstract one from 
the hoard, which of course greatly though gradually diminished it, 
and iAcn he knew that his father’s monetary dearths were periodi- 
cal and by no means far between, and upon the evening that the 
closet was pipeless Titaniferous was sure to be at his post, on the 
three-legged stool within the grate, either innocently nursing the 
cat (for t^e tortoiseshell had not died without issue* though it had 
only enjoyed the life title of Fudge), or else affectionately teasing 
his sister, but at the same time never losing sight of his father’s 
movements, who, after having gjoped in vain for a pipe on the 
high chimney-piece, would then go to the cupboard, and finding 
*‘all barren there too,” having slammed to the door and said, 

Here’s a gol” would, after much diving in all his pockets, at 
length fish up a half-penny and call out, ** Here I Tight-un, go 
and fetch me a pipe.” 

For so it was that he called his hopeful eon, having abandoned 
Tijiamiferous as impracticable from the first; and lo, that minister- 
Ipg ^gel would ramih, monntiiig first into the loft oetensibly for 
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his !)ut in utlity to a4<i the firesh dividend to hk capital aid 
talte 6Ut one of lik sirek own pipes, with which he would make 
tlm tour of the suburb, and, with that constant eye to business 
which never deserted him, if he met any of his pals/^ arrange 
for the coming-oiF of another predatory expedition, and then run 
hack Wathless with the pipe, saying Mrs. Meadows (the nearest 
emporium) was out of pipes, so he had been obliged to go on to 
** Tne Man in the Moon for it. But at length, when Titaniferous 
was only ten years old, his father departed this life, vlideUrium 
tr&j^ms : and in justice to his heir, it must be stated that he really 
regretted hini%s a serious commercial loss, though his filial affec- 
tion found a safety-valve in being able to afford his widowed 
mother pecuniary assistance on the melancholy occasion, as he 
told her he knew “ a cove as could lend her ten shillings, if she 
would pay him threepence a week for it, and promise to repay it 
in six weeks which, never dreaming that she was indebted tO 
the ** prudence and providence of her own son for tiiis accommo- 
dation, the poor woman gladly agreed to do ; so there was 
eighteen pence made by one grmt speculation ! — for hitherto he 
had never risked more than single pence to his companions, for 
which Be obtained the usurious interest of a halfpenny on each 

S . But at length hil honest godfather and uncle began to be 
dized at the reports that reached him from all quarters, 
touching his nephew’s utter incapacity for distinguishing between 
meum and tern— reports which were not the less injurious because 
the facta they set forth could never actually be brought home to 
him ; for, as the alderman truly observed, hediad the copper of a 
man-of-war and the brass of the very d — — 1, so that his maternal 
unde was truly perplexed what to do with him, the more so that, 
although the renrhyns had been by no means backward in trying 
to avail themselves of the family and political interest of the 
Honorable Palmytongue Andover, yet they were beginning to 
weary of his kind offers of getting them appointments either at 
Ceylon, Guinea, or in the interior of Africa, and at length ventured 
to suggest to the Honorable Gentleman that, if it were all the 
same to him^ they, for their own individual parts, should prefer 
ttm three feet atmve ground in any other quarter of globe. 
Bat at length matters began to wear such a sinister aepectio, apd 
about Manchester (from which Alderman Penrhyn was about to 
remove to a ine house in Grosser Place, London), that he wrote 
a urgent letter to his broiher4n-law, impressing upon him 
that it was absolutely necessary that the young Titaniferous should 
leave bis country for bis country’s good,” and saying that he 
would pay for his schooling for six years, and give him an outfit 
if Mr. Andover would get him a writership. And the chief 
stumblipg-block, Richard Thompson, being now removed, Samuel 
Ponrhyn Imd the less scruple in making this apned to his atifto- 
mtk conumcion, udio dpbn his part eniei^ainea the propbdtiott 
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by opportunely recoUectinif that India wa« one of tbe very best 
smiing-funds for vulgar relations, and if tJiey i%d return after a 
time they would not, or rather could not, do so unless Fortune 
smiled upon them, and then it was unimportant what they had 
been or were, for the Honorable Palmytongue Andover knew his 
Rule Britannia too well not to know that, no matter how common 
or how dirty the clay was, if it were but well gilt, English society 
was a Horeb that always bows down and worships the golden 
calf wherever it appears. In due time, then, Titaniferous Thompson 
was shipped out to Calcutta ; in due time (or as some whispered, 
in undue time) he flourished there ; in due time he it was who 
had eased Charles Egerton of £50,000, and encumbered Baron’s 
Court with a mortgage to that amount to pay it ; in due time he 
returned to England and became an East India Director, a Baronet, 
a Member of Parliament, and a shareholder in every lucrative 
speculation of the day ; and as bis poor uncle Samuel bad died 
prematurely, broken-hearted at his son’s extravagance, whose debts 
he had paid over and over again, till be had nothing left to 
live upon but his wife’s pin-money while aAc lived, and an annuity 
from the brewery when she died, the plate, and the few other 
personals he had to leave, he would not leave to the two victims 
his prodigal eon had made, viz., Mrs. Penrhyn and her son Har- 
court, but, with that strange inverted justice peculiar to fathers, 
inothers-in-Jaw, and raillionnaires, he still further revenged his 
son’s misconduct on i}m%y and left the little he had to leave— 
/ which, little as it was, would have been much to them— to his rich, 
and therefore prudenf* and praiseworthy, nephew Titaniferous* 
r who did not need it, though he always wanted everything that was 
; to be got, aiui therefore got it; for the fickle goddess, like many 
■ other silly women — no, **females !^^ — for there is as wide a distinc- 
tion betw'een women and *\females'^ as there is between a lady and 

t fine lady — but, like a silly female^ Fortune exacts and requires 
n immense amount of adulation, and always favours those who 
re guilty of unimaginable meannesses to get into her good graces, 
||whereas, those who slight her by an honest, independent spirit she 
^^8 sure to wreak her vengeance upon, by taking care that they 
wever shall have any other sort of independence. But as the 
Sea, in its ebbs and flows, is ever bringing to the surface divers 
Wbjects long hidden within its depths, so the tide of Time, in each 
^cceeding age, casts upon the^ world’s surface the peculiar charac- 
iU's most suited to the exigency pf the epoch in which they appear; 
hd the present being the mlllenium of meanness, wherein all 
|inj^8 good and great are out of place. Sir Titaniferous Thompson 
^as just the man to grow out of, and to flourish upon, the reigning 
|stem of moral and monetary littleness, as the oak apple doesput 
I and upon the oak— an ungainly excrescence, it is true, dtrmng 
l^rgihmg and meldmg miking . It ia also true that occasipnaily 
ply little anecdotes of his early years float abopt^ like nthles 
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in till siiiisliiiiei fent it U fMt"'* to b^iiev6 nr to repeat nny- 
thinlf'-'initii^iouis, to persona ’Wbo''^«ri^'s‘ticeeeile4 for 'tHere Is ' Oo 
material like gold for stopping toOgnes, as weft as teeth. And 
tme it was likewise that the bran-new Baronet^s heart was as hard 
as his cash— ‘that he would foreclose a mortgage to n day-*nay^ to 
€n hour — and, if a stringent necessity threw the opportunity his 
wny, would engulf for a hundred pounds a picture, a horjss^ or a 
necklace, that was worth several hundreds, nnd even accommodate 
hit less fortunate fellOw-crofttures with pecuniary loans at a rate 
which, in the Minories, tmght have been called usury. But in 
England we never apply ugly words to persons in high places or 
good positions j and who could be in a better than Sir Titanifi^ous 
Thompson, for he had irons in every fire throughout the country ? 
^in the political fire, which, being slack, retjuires more time to 
heat the particular iron invested in it— in the fire of the press, 
which, being wild, runs rapidly through the country, leading the 
public a pretty dance, hither, thither, and everywhere j and in the 
commercial fire, which, being brisk, made him quick returns for 
his pains. Finally, never having been troubled udth any of the 
puerilities of love, he could afibrd to speculate in a wife, apd did 
so accordingly by marrying Lady Georgiana Giraflfe, a very ugly 
and portionless niece of the Premier’s, which might be considered 
as a sort of financial tour de force, as it was getting high interest 
where there was no capital, except that capital house ot my Lord 
Dunnington’s, described at the beginning of this very long chap- 
ter, which “the distinguished miflionnaire,’’ as the Mommy Poif 
or Court Journal would style him, had taken on the occasion of 
his marriage. His mother and sister, it was supposed, had both 
had the goodness to die out of the way about two years after his 
return from India — it might have been from want ; but gentlemch’a 
pfimte aflfairs— at least nWi gentlemen’s— in moral England’' 
arc sacred ! — so Heaven forbid that we should have the vulgarity 
and ‘* bad taste’^ to pry into those of Sir Titaniferous Tompson, 
who now began to hold his head as high as his wife’s name, and 
to that universal lumage which Is better than mere 
being, as it were, the atate carriage of respect, which WBJixfri, no 
ftoie acquired, never fails to command throjighoul the 
JBrltish Empire. <3h ! neutralislnglndil^erence of the Pyrrhonkns ! 
Oh t #>ym*eign good of Pythagoras ! Oh ! magnanimity of Aiis- 
lotlbl it was reserved for the middle of the nineteenth century to 
Hmi0 mat^ial (despite its gigantic strides in tbe phy- 

«idd 8eient»8yf#yco% carrying out yotir ■ 

jVig admiraripr^ e$t m uaoj Mumici, ' , 

S0lpgmpo&sU/ame,€t sei'vareheatw, , 

WIii r^ard to the other star of the Penrhyn family^ the pi-deomit 
Miss Odlii h^ liege lord had been gathered to Ins fathcrs^^diim 
five ye^ before the Crimean wlir, but not^ before he hddllfl Ms 
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wife a Qaunfeess’s coronet (and suitable jointure) to console her for 
ber widow’s cap, for, through a gun-accident that had happened 
to his elder brother on the moors he had become Lord de Basker- 
ville, in which title he was succeeded by his eldest son, the present 
peer, while the second, another, and by no means degenerate 
ralmytongue Andover, was one of the under-secretaries of state, 
a third son, Grafton Andover, being already a Lieutenant-colonel 
in the Grenadier Guards. With regard to his two daughters, the 
eldest^ Lady Mabel, had married the heir-apparent to a dukedom. 
Lord Cranford ; but her sister. Lady Florinda Andover, though 
also a beauty, was still in the market j (what a pity it is that there 
is not a sort of Matrimonial Tattersall’s, where the diplomacy of 
match-making dowagers might be brought to a focus, instead of 
being weakened by its rays being indiscriminately scattered over 
every salon and watering-place in Europe j) but Lady de Basker- 
ville was just the sort of woman, with regard to her daughters, to 
parody in their behalf the vulgar proverb of not selling her hen of 
a rainy day, for there are no women so worldly, without perhaps 
ever acquiring the fine tact requisite to make a woman of the 
world, as those of plebeian origin, who, having begun by making a 
scaling ladder of their own hearts, view all things but from one 
point, namely, the height to which they have attained, and conse- 
quently deem that all beneath that height are but. so many paths to 
he trampled on in attaining it; but having dvked her eldest daugh- 
ter, Lady de Baskerville began seriously to consider, that as in the 
market matrimonial the supply of Dukes is by no means equal to 
the demand, and what with the war, and the march of intellect, 
and the dreadful sort of people that got into parliament now, and 
those horrid railroads that compelled everybody to travel in the 
same way,whether somebodys or nobody s, she began, we say, to 
accustom herself to the idea as a gis alter that, perhaps after all, 
some petty reigning German Prince would he the best point 
Florinaa could steer for. How very unlucky that she had not 
cultivated Louis Napoleon more at the time he was to be had, at 
least to dinner, for the asking, and one memorable evening, some- 
where about the year 1847, haunted the retrospect of her regrets 
more than any other ! It was at the St. James’s Theatre ; there 
were a great many royalties "‘in want of situations** just then, 
from the Conde de Montemoulin downwards, and on that particu- 
lar evening the latter was in one of the stalls ; the Due de Nemours, 
then on a visit to Her Majesty, was in the Queen’s box ; and pre- 
sently Louis* Napoleon Bonaparte sauntered into the/oycr. Bou- 
logne was fresh in everybody’s memory, and no sooner had he 
appeared than an ill-bred and ill-suppressedj, t^er ran through the 
house, and, like electric fluid, pervaded even tie royal box. Never 
cjquld Lady de. Baskerville forget the look of sovereign disdain 
which the embryo Ma^jestv of France on that occasion flung, like 
im eaVneat of his future fargesses, among that aristocratic crowd 

9 
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or the Imperitor air with which he twirled his moustache ; but, 
hamg been bom and bred iu Manchester during the PeninsuJar 
War, "Lady de Baakerville was no linguist : therefore, how should 
she have read in that moustache a future imperial, or known that 
that contemptuous twirl of it, being interpreted, meant Lan§h 
awn^, good people — chaqiCm h son tour — but the time is approach^ 
ing when you will how down and worship me, and the faintest of mg 
smiles will have a more world-wide weight than all yours put together^ 
Mind, Isay all Impossible I And as she a**Rheq the matter 
with herself, between the parentheses of a sigh and an Ah 1 had 
I only invited him into my box on that evening 1 — but no, I nor 
no on© else could have foreseen all that has since happened and 
then she would turn away from this forlorn hope, and, though 
neither a genius nor a philosopher, begin muddying her brains with 
the mystic materialisms of the above-mentioned German specula- 
tions, more especially as her eldest son, the present peer, was not 
wedded, except to his beautiful yacbt, *‘The Esmeralda,’* and, 
much to his mother’s disappointment, he appeared not to have the 
least idea of giving himself either heirs or airs, for he was perfectly 
unaffected and good-natured, and said he had no notion of marry- 
ing, unless for love ; and as for the title, why, if he did chance to 
be eaten up by a shark, or to break bis neck out hunting, would 
not die with him, as there were Palmytongue and Grafton, liis two 
brothers ; " and let them have a chance, poor devils,” were gene- 
rally the concluding words with which he turned oflf his lady 
mother*s matrimonial exhortations. 

Now poor Mrs. Penrbyn knew very well that if her humble and 
toiling existence was not absolutely ignored by her husband’s 
Lady de Baskerville, and by bis rich cousin, Sir Titaniferoul 
Tnompson, yet that it was to far forgotten that she, or rather her 
chief self, Harcourt, might remain unscathed, but that to remind 
them of it, in her present position, would be to arouse the dormant 
adders of low ambition and puerile pride, and cause them to dart 
their venom into the, as yet, healthy because unfettered career of 
her son, for whom all she asked was a fair field and no favour. 
Then decidedly he should not have chosen a battle-ffeld, where, in 
the British army at least, there is no field for the recompense of 
the most heroic deeds without favour. And yet, who shall say 
that the poor widow and her son, down in the cold shade, unho- 
tked and unknown, bad not the best of it, if it be true, as it most 
assuredly is, that— 

** Le monde n’est dangereux, que quaijd on eu aim© les maximes. 
Lorsque que s’y passe, n’est point regard^ d’un faux jout ; e'est 
line lecoti contirmelle pour fuier le Vice, et erabrasser la Vpitu.’^ 
Nevertheless, the T^ls^^iferouses of this work-a-day world arO always 
sure to be— at least for a while— ‘V eky successful I 
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CHAPITER VIl. 

IN WHICH I^B. PHIPPEN PAYS HIS RESPECTS TO AND 
TAKES LEAVE OP MRS. PEMBLB. 

Sarah, S4rah Nash V* called Mr. Phippen, as he descended the 
creaking stairs in Church Street, his hessians accompanying their 
basso with a squeaking falsetto at every step he proceeded . fiCe had 
rung, but as usual did not give S^rah Nash time to answer his appeal, 
had she been the wind, or a wire from an electric telegraph, instead 
of that slow and weary-footed animal — a maid of all work ; but 
upon this particular morning he seemed, if possible," in a greater 
■ state of precipitation and presto-begone speed than usual, for it 
j was the day prior to Mrs. Pemble’s departure for Baron’s Court, 
and he had just received a note of thanks from her for all his kind- 
ness, and the pocket-handkerchiefs she had hemmed for him, of 
which she begged his acceptance as a little remembrance of her ; 
and as, like most men of business, he detested writing if he could 
avoid it, he was now hurrying down stairs with her note open in 
one hand and the packet of handkerchiefs in the other, in quest of 
Sarah to despatch her as chargS d'affaires to the parlour” to know 
whether Mrs. Pemble would allow him to “ pay his respects to her.” 
At the foot of the stairs he met the nymph he was in ques| 
of, sobbing and mailing her eyes still redder by scrubbing the 
tears out of them, with the corner of a very coarse canvas apron, 
in which she had been performing the ablutions of the kitchen 
^ dresser. 

1 Eh I what’s the matter, Stoh Nash ?” said Mr. Phippen, pull- 
i ing up suddenly, as he nearly tumbled over her, aud must, but for 
I a timely grasping of the bannister, have inevitably been involved 
in her fall ; ” been peeling onions, eh 1 my good giri--or quarrel- 
lling with Tim 

” No, Sir, but the lady in the parlour have give me such a beauti'* 
0ul dress, to be sure, and I be so sorry as she’s leaving for no one 
Mn them parlours ever give me anyihiug before but trouble, and 
half-a crown on leaving ; and I dare say when she’s gone, 
Pyke will go on a letting on ’em again to some of them there 
jA^oking, mmtmhered gents, that pisons a house before they are 
mihutes in it, and there aint no getting jiisweet again even 
®|]ien they’re out of it.” 

*^‘‘Pooh1 poohl never cry at getting a new gown, girl, or else 1 
|pall be afraid you’ll go into deep mourning if! give you Uie shawl 
® Gadzooks ! you’re not the only one ; look here ! look 

IP mg presents !” 
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/Ajad so saying, Mr. Pbip^sn rolled one of tbe very gorgeous- 
iboking kerchiefs round his head a la Turc, threw two more lightly 
and gracefully over his shoulders in guise of drapery, and held the 
other two, one in each hand, out at arm’s length, as aeronauts wave 
small flags out of a balloon during their ascension. The result was 
that Sarah burst out laughing. 

“ Sarah Nash J what are you laughing at ? Did you never see new 
silk pocket-handkerchiefs before ? Oh ! 1 understand,” continued 
he, undecorating himself, and restoring all the pocket-handker- 
chiefs once more to the grasp of his right hand, “ you think perhaps 
that way of wearing them makes me look too like the Great 
Mogul on the wrappers of the playing cards, * Duty One Shil- 
ling AND Sixpence!’ Now go and give my compliments to 
Mrs. Femble, and ask her if she will allow rne to come and pay my 
respects to her,” 

** In a minute, Sir, when I*ve slipped on a clean apron.” 

Right, Sarah Nash, to put on a clean apron for the lady ; but 
I wish, for the good of their health, you’d sometimes give those 
clean aprons an airing up-stairs too.” 

Well, Sir, so I would ; hut you always rings in such a harry, 
and comes down afore I can ffit up.” 

** Aye, aye, Sllrali Nash, 1 understand ! No time for washing, 
and koning, and getting up fine things, eh ! There, away with you, 
and make haste back!” 

For the few seconds that it took Sarah to go down stairs, Mr. 
Phippen, as a sort of anodyne to his impatience, took to folding up 
the handkerchiefs one by one, and laying them, when folded, sym- 
Hjetrically one over the other on the turn of the bannister; and when 
Sarah returned to say that Mrs. Pemhle would be very happy to see 
him, he was in the very act of ejaculating, as he took them up — 
” ’Egad ! I think I did that very well I” 

Even when Mr, Phippen’s face was in repose, there was a pecu- 
liarity about the right side of his upper lip which shewed two of his 
front teeth, and gave a facetious e^tpression to his face, which other- 
wise would have been severe, from the serious gravity of his in- 
tensely brown eyes (for they were not blackj ; but now a tea! 5o?ia 
fide smile illumined his whole countenance as he entered Mrs. 
Pemble’s room, and even his bay-wig shone brightly like a gleam 
of sunshine, as he held out both his hands, full as one already was, 
and said — 

How' am I to tlfardc you, my good lady, for your kind present ? 
The very thing I wanted too ! ’Egad ! I wish I had half-a-dozen 
noses, to use them all at once — ha ! ha ! ha ! — for they are uncom- 
mon pretty patterrtte, ’pon my life I So we’re going to lose 
addea he, as he, with some little difficulty, and not without a 
slight expression of regret at the hardness of the strujggle, wedged 
himself into the chair, the three-cornered, adamantine hotse-hair, 
wtOrh Mrs. Femble had hospitably advanced for his re‘de|»rion. 
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lie coiitmiied, as soon as the struggle was over, 
bad enough to lose one*s handkerchief, but it's too bad to lose the 
dOnor*” 

**As you have so kindly interested yourself in my behalf, 
Mr. thippen, I am Very happy to tell^ you that I have not only 
succeedea in getting a situation,, but one that has surpassed my 
most sanguine expectations." 

“ Oh I indeed ! Tm very glad of it ; but as se^f always pre- 
dominates more or less with us all, I hope it's in Lunnon, for wy 
sake, that I may have the pleasure of seeing you sometimp," 
Indeed, 1 sincerely hope that we shoU meet again, for T 
shall not easily forget your kindness to me in this miserable 
lodging." 

‘*No, no, my good lady, not so miserable neither,” interrupted 
Mr. Phippen, ** on the principle of Socrates’ young gentleman. 
Pm no scholar, but you know Socrates’ young gentleman, don’t ^ 
you ? It’s a wonder that I know him though, as he’s not in 
Shakspieare, who’s, egad 1 about the only author I do know." Of 
course Mrs. Pemble had not the pleasure of Socrates’ yo«»y gentle* 
man^s acquaintance, for no well-bred person ever does know any 
story that an elderly gentleman or lady is about to tell. 

“No, I do not," smiled she, "so I hope you’ll introduce 
him to me.” 

"Oh! well,” resumed Mr. Phippen, evidently delighted to 
think that his anecdote was " looking " ’Egad ! as I told you, 
I’m no scholar, and I suppose this is what you learned folk would 
call a classical Joe Miller, but I heard it many years ago ; and I’ve 
never forgotten it, as every day of my life I see chaps it’s so appli- 
cable to. The story is this :-^A young fellow at Athens, where it 
seems they had Tom Noddys as well as we have in Lmnon, was 
saying, one day, that he did not think after all travelling was any 
advantage to people, as he had travelled a great deal and did not 
find himself a bit the better for it. ‘ Ah !’ says Socrates, * that’s 
because you took yourself with you.’ Now J mean just the 
reyerse—that gou could not have found this lodging so bad after 
all, for the very same reason, that you had yourself with you ; but 
egad 1" continued he, hitching up on one side of the very uncom- 
fortable sedentary pillory he was in, and nervously anxious to 
waive the applause due to a man who had sMd a good thing, 
though only at second hand, " had you remained, I should have 
begged your acceptance of an easy chair, for this is a confounded 
machine.” 

" Thank yon, dear Mr. Phippen, for the compliment j I think I 
may believe that it’s sincere." 

" ’Eigad I yes, I’m no Chesterfield.* 

** Except that I'm sure you agree with Lord Chesterfield, that 
flattery is the disgrace of good breeding, as brutality often is of 
truth and sincerity.” ^ 

V K.'V' s,,. i 
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Ehm he say that ? Well came, that^s, not so hatf 1 TH make 
an entry of ikat^ for I don’t like bears neither, except on ‘ Change* 
— ^he J he ! he I” chuckled Mr. Fhippen, as he consigned the 
Chesterdeldian mot to bis pocket-book, for this pleasantry about 
the bears was his own. ** Boes he say any more on that head, or 
is that an 1 ** 

“ No ; he adds, what is equally true, that good breeding is the 
middle point between these two odious extremes. Ceremony is 
the superstition of good breeding as well as of religion ; but yet* 
being an out- work to both, should not be absolutely decnolisbed. 
fJe also says, in which I most perfectly agree, that many a passion 
and many a friendship is degraded and w'holiy slatterned away by 
an unguarded and illiberal familiarity. And most truly of all, he 
says, ^ Great talents may make a man famous, great merit make 
»*hira respected 5 and great learning make him esteemed j but good 
breeding can alone make him beloved.* ’* 

Egad ! ril read Lord Chesterfield ; I don’t suppose at my 
time of life there is any fear of his corrupting my morals ? — ha ! 
ha i ha! — and he may improve my manners j but tell me, my good 
lady, for I interrupted you, which wasnofrmj good manners, is it 
in Lunnon that you are going to live ?” 

** No, in Flintshire, at Sir Gregory Kempenfelt’s.** 

Sir Gregory Kempenfelf 8 ! — Whew!*^ 

" Do you know him 

But very slightly ; I once did some India bonds for him ; but 
I know that if report says true, he is an excellent person and a 
thorouah gentleman I mean by that is, Christian within 

and Chesterfield without, so that I really wish you joy at having 
lighted upon him. Bless me ? here’s that confounded omnibus 
already/’ said he, starting to his feet as rapidly as the preventive 
check bf the lion-pawed-afms of the three-cornered chair into 
which he was so geometrically wedged would allow him ; “ but 
here, my good lady/’ putting a card into her hand, is the number 
of my office in Threadneedle Street, in case you might ever want 
to Write to me. For instance, you can’t do better than send 
me what you can spare out of your salary, and Til see what I can 
make of it for you, for as I once told the Colonial Secretary, the 

g reat thing is to try and increase the population of gumea—hz I 
a ! ha I Now with regard to the young man, your son, you 
know, what I told you was, that if ever J had an omortmity I 
would serve him, for in making promises, to avoid tiie pie-crust 
Goodwin Sands, I always stand out for the chops of the Channel 
of Limited Liability, which is the safest channel for all promisera/* 
. Indeed, my dear Sir, 1 do not consider that you are bound by 
any promise to me, and I shall always feel ecpially grateful for the 
kindness of your intentions towards me.” 

Yes, ym, you find the opportunity, and I’ll find the help* mi 
so no more about intentions^ for if I mu»t turn paviour I’d rather 



it was not fir Ae infernal regiona. Ton my lifi> tbongb, Fm 
sort*y yiiiVe going. Well, it*s all for the best. I <3on*t think I 
shall remain in this lodging when yon*fe gone, bnt I shanH leave 
Sirah Nash here; Fll take a lease of kr— with fixtures, her 
aprons* the cat, round^eared caps, and the gown yon gave her— • 
from old Mother Fyke. I think it would be too much for her and 
Tim to he left here, after you and I were both gone, for I don’t 
think there is any philosophy either abcmt Tim or Skrah Nash, so 
that they would be of no support to each other, and as Skrah Nash 
Vid pot gP house-tops with Tim, I think 

sheamop^ h^r&&U to death. Well, God bless you! Good bye! 
and if ever you ^ friend, remember, something of the sort 
may be found at No, — , Street, by the name of 

Phillip Phippen and, cordially her hand, Mr. Pbippcn 

hurried out of the room, silently- snatching hat from “ Skrah 
Nash/’ and butted, rather than got, into the omnibus, without a 
single jest or a single order, which did not, however, prevent his 
whistling Cheer, boys, cheer” with great energy as the cad closed 
the door. 

XJnh'ermi^ mundm cxercet histroniam / 

And if Mr. Phippen’s object was, despite the unwonted absence 
of quip or crank, to make the cad think he was in a high state of 
hilarity, we are happy to record that in producing that impression 
he had not paid too dear for his whistle, as it was very success- 
Fun! 


CHAPTER VIII. 

THE JOURNEY — THE RENCONTRE; OB, WHO’s WHO AT A 
RAILWAY STATION. 

All the way to Euston Square the sobs of poor Sarah tolled like 
a knell in Mrs. Pemble’s ears, and the kind brown eyes of Mr, 
Phippen haunted her, and her only consolation about the former 
was his promise of taking the poor girl with him if he went away ; 
and although he had ^aid this in a jocular manner, she felt certain 
from the kindliness of bis heart that it was a promise. On arriving 
at tbe terminus the cab she was in had to stop while some one was 
alighting from another cab immediately before it, which had that 
moment arrived from the opposite direction; and as the gentleman 
alighted from it in turning round to give some directions to his 
servant about the luggage, he saw Mrs. Femble. It was Sir 
Gregory Keinpenfelt. 

** Ah I” cried he, upon recognizing her, as he advanced to shake 
hands with her, *'to the minute! We deserve to go through a 
canipalgu together. I respect punctuality, for it is the probity ^ 
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tockl ifitercotirie. Allow me,** be, offering hi« to Ijelp 
ber out of tbe cab, and then giving ber his argi as soon as she 
had reached the pavement, after which, turning to his servapt, he 
aaid**^ 

Here, Clayton, see to Mrs, Pemble’s luggage, and pay |he 
man/* 

‘‘Where from, Sir?” asked he, again touching his hat is he 
looked towards Mrs. Peinble for the answer to the question be bad 
asked bis master. 

“ From Church Street, Chelsea,” said ebe, puttimy ***•" ^'^ney 
into bis band ; “ here is bis fare/’ j 

“ I see,” said Sir Gregory, with hi'* simle, as they walked 
on, “that you are not hatfuiP^* y<^ yet; don t you know 
that the governess he emphasised the word) “ travelling ex* 

penses are a3w«*ys paid by those who engage them ?** 

** Yes, 1 know that in that respect they are on a par with ser- 
vants 5 but it is all your fault. Sir Gregory, you are so very kind 
that I forget I am your governess.” 

“ I hope so.” 

“ J hope «of,and that I shall prove, by a conscientious discharge 
of iny duties, that I have never forgotten it : and indeed, when 
duty and pleasure are so closely united, there is not much fear of 
either being neglected, much less forgotten.” 

They had scarcely reached the platform, in their way to the 
waiting-room, when Clayton came running after them. 

” I beg your pardon, raa*am ; but is this brooch your’s ? — ^for in 
looking to see that you had left nothing, I found this on the floor 
of the cab.” 

“ Ob t thank you a thousand limes I I would not have lost it for 
the tvorld 1” said she, taking it eagerly. ” How stupid of me I I 
forgot to fasten it to my chain.” 

it was, in fact, a very beautiful miniature of Harcourt, in no 
costume, but with the collar rather open, showing a very white 
and finely- shaped throat, with a cloak, thrown in the Spanish way 
over the left shoulder, which formed an easy and graceful drapery. 

“ May I ? ” said Sir Gregory, holding out his hand for it, as 
Mrs. Pemble was about to replace it in her shawl. 

“ Oh, certainly I it is my dear boy's portrait.” 

“What an uncommonly handsome young fellow! — very like 
you i” 

“ Bo you think so ? I always thought him like his father ^ but 
perhaps there may be a look oi both,” sighed the mother. 

“ Charming countenance I something so ragonanU and ingentjtous 
about it, as if, nothing to conceal, all the windows of his 

heart were thrown wide open, and gave out quite as much sunshine 
as they took in/' 

“ Weil that he u / open as the day, thank God l-*~or ws;^for 
wh# knows F**f--and hare the tears ehoked her utterance, and 
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though she eeuld not finish the sentence, her kind and sympathizing^ 
companion guessed her thought, and as he pressed her arm, said — 

**Comel come! don^t be ungrateful to Frovidence : don’t you 
know we Kempenfelts are of Swedish origin ? and, like a true old 
Norseman as I am, or ought to he, I have a glimmering of second- 
sight about me ; and I am greatly mistaken if the halo that I see 
radiating round that young head will not be won, beam by beam, 
from the refracted rays of earthly glory.” 

“Ah ! even could I think so, my dear Sir, it is but right that I 
should school myself in time, and ever remember that the Lord 
giveth and the Lord taketh, and that 

' Death, which all meaner bliss destroys, 

Robs uot the spirit of its joys ; 

And if his stroke can sever 
The fleshly seal, ^tis but to bring 
The living waters from their spring, 

And bid them gush for ever/ "" 

Again her companion pressed her arm 5 but this time he was 
silent, for there are sorrows which, being unto death, become 
sacred, and to attempt by puerile consolations to roll away the 
sepulchral stone which covers them is sacrilege, not sympathy. 

*^Have the goodness to give me a cup of hot and very strong 
coflfee, if you have it,” said Sir Gregory Kempenfelt to one of the 
elaborately*got«up young ladies standing behind the archmological 
sandwiches and stale maids of honor on the counter, as he 
entered the refreshment room ; and, as he handed the Stygian- 
looking flood in a large blue bucket-shaped cup to Mrs. Pemble, 
the whole room suddenly became vocal with many sounds and 
much movement, like an ^meuie waking up in a silent city of a 
morning. This was occasioned by the entrance of two ladies — 
one a full-blown dowager, of full sixty years of equally-divided 
summers and winters, with an amount of resolute and indomitable 
beauty that, up to a certain point, seemed to have bid defiance to 
both. This lady, though large, was languishing, and consequently 
was all Cashmeres, casolettes, flaeons, and flounces. The other 
was a lovely girl of eighteen, with the figure of a sylph and the 
face of a Hebe. Her luxuriant hair, of the darkest possible chest- 
nut, was wreathed in thick cable plaits round her beaittifully-shaped 
head, which, thanks to the present fashion of wearing the bonnets 
On the shoulders, could be seen to the greatest advantage. In the 
delicate outline of her faultless features there was a harmony that 
made of her whole face a concerted loveliness of form, colour, and 
expression that was irresistible. Hackneyed as the simile is, her 
skin was Ihcrally like snow, upon which blush rose-leaves seemed 
to have fallen. Her long-cut oriental-looking eyes were 
Deeply, darkly, beautifully blue/' 

while their heavy, snowy, sleepy lids were fringed with long, black, 
silk^ itshes^ that aewed to be conti§aaliy trying to 
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cheeks, for wkick no one conM poemMy bl4me thiein. Her nose 
wae and transparent as ivory, witn little cr^e cmr dimples 
at each tip. Then came the rieb, red, pouting under, and the 
short, chiselled, piqmnte upper lip ; the pearly, beautifully-arched 
teeth within them ; the little, romtd, velvety chin ; and the per- 
fectly oval, peach-like cheeks. In short, any one with plenty of 
time and money at command, might have followed the advertising 
columns of The Times, and gone from ** Piccadilly to Pera/’ or 
** May Fair to Marathon,*’ and not seen so pretty a creature. The 
full-blown rose to which this bud belonged was followed by a 
whole procession of suwants, two of them being very tall footmen, 
whose hats being cased in oil-skin for travelling, and the powder 
pretty well blown out of their hair, gave them the appearance of 
being surmounted by a huge French plum ,* and to define their 
exact position in the procession, one might have been called Rouge 
Croiw, inasmuch he carried a large cushion of Berlin work, on 
which, upon a scarlet ground, were embroidered some armorial 
bearings, with supporters, surmounted by a coronet ; while his 
companion might have deservedly acquired the sobriquet of Blue 
Mantle, on account of his carrying a velvet cloak of that colour. 
Bringing up the rear were two soub7ettes — one unmisUkeably Eng- 
lish, from her boa, boots, black veil, and other be-daoglements, 
crowned with a convulsed look of supererogatory modesty, derived 
from the illusive idea that every one was looking at her ; the other 
was as unraistakeably P’rench, from her very plain but symmetri- 
cally-fitting dark green merino dress, ditto gloves, small but not 
bonnet, perfectly smooth and well-arranged hair, and very 
neat little feet, in equally neat shoes, and open-worked thread 
stockings, while, neither impertinently nor boldly, her ubiquitous 
eyes looked at everybody and at everything. All these were the 
appendages of the great lady, for the young lady not only appeared 
to have the full use of her limbs, and be able to take care of her- 
aelft but further extended her surveillance to a little fluffy white 
OuW dog that she carried under her arm^ with a chime of little 
perforated golden bells round his neck, set oflf with pompons of 
blue ribbon. 

No sooner was the great lady seated than Qmiw advanced 
and placed the coroneted cushion at her back. Blue Mantle follow- 
ing with a honeycomb lambswool squab Imr her feet. These 
arrangements completed, she said languidly, though not quite 
with a Parisian accent, to the French femme de chai^bre, NaMUe, 
mon mmonike?’* 

Mst-fe qm miludg ne Id pas 

** Ah I o*est Messes Tompkins qui Id soipnSe ge n^est pas 

*^Nong MumzeUe, her ladyship, nong donny a me/* disclmmed 
the bpaed tmd booted Mrs, Tompkins. 

No, Tompkins, IVe got it, la pom NataUe,'* inteipdsed the 
young lady in a voice as liweet as her face, as she handed the little 
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jjfreen silk und steel head purse to her lady mother off of her pretty 
little wrist, where it had been daugliuj?. , 

The commotion of this gorgeous entree caused Mrs. Pemhle to 
keep her cup of coffee in abeyance, and Sir Gregory Kempenfelt 
to raise his glass, the better to ascertain who and what tms pro- 
cession might be composed of ; the great lady sctually condescend- 
ing to look around her, at the same time their eyes met, she bow- 
ing very graciously and saying, ** How do, Sir Gregory?^’ 

Betting his glass fkll he raised his hat with an ** Ah ! how d’ye 
do, Lady de Baskerville P' as he went to shake hands with her. 
** The last place I should have expected to have had the honor of 
meeting you in — I mean on this line.” 

^*One must do penance sometimes, and I never can get 
De Baskerville to interest himself about his Irish estates; and 
Purcell, his agent, has written over that he has some wonderful 
scheme for doubling the rental of Mount Andover — something 
about setting up a manufactory for peat, or poplins, or potatoes, 
or something, I don't exactly know what, only it's something 
with a P." 

” The improvements on Irish estates are generally pis alters, 
I'm afraid," smiled Sir Gregory. 

Ob, no, I’m sure it was either pojdin or peat that he said,” 
rejoined Lady de Baskerville, who was as literal as England and 
Manchester could make her, and then added, wdth a yawn behind 
her handkerchief, ” Are yon going to Ireland too ?” 

” No, I’m going down to Baron's Court.” 

”Ohl I don’t think yoti know my youngest daughter, Sir 
Gregory ? She was not out w»hen you were in town two years ago.” 

** No, 1 have not that honor,” said he, bowing low in just homage 
to the young divinity before him. 

” Flo, dear, Sir Gregory Kempenfelt, an old friend of your poor 
papa’s. My second daughter, Florinda, Sir Gregory." 

*^Then, I hope, as a friend of poor dear papa's, he will allow me 
to shake hands with him,” replied she, holaing out her pretty little 
hand to the old man with a winning grace that would have made 
her beautiful if she had been plain, but that, as it was, might Have 
converted a stoic into an idolater. 

And may I hope,” said he, his eyes sparkling as he gallantly 
raised her hand to his lips, that, upon coming to my title of her 
father’s friend, Lady Florinda Andover will allow me to kiss 
hands ?” 

But Pattapouffe, the Cuban apology for a poodle, being accus- 
tomed to have all the kisses going, now set up a shrill bark, assert- 
ing his privileges, and voting against this innovation with all his 
lungs. TOe moment the laugh had subsided which his protest 
had occasioned, Lady Florinda, whose good breeding sprang from 
the right source, a good heart, seeing that Mrs. Pemble was left 
Standing aloha, said to her mother— 
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“ I lieai*, immma, we are detaining Sir Gregory Kewpenfelt from 
the iady who is with him,*’ 

** Is it Miss Kempenfelt ?** asked Lady de Baskerville. “ Pray 
present «s to her.'* 

** No, it’s not ray sister, but a very great friend of mine j I wish 
she were my sister.*’ 

** Oh,” said Lady de Baskerville, somewhat taken a-b?ick, lest 
she should be imprudently risking an introduction to a nobody, 
for nobodys are human burrs — never to be got rid of when they 
fasten themselves on somebody. However, the episode of the St. 
Janres’s theatre in 1847, when she might have forestalled all the 
Mite of London by rescuing Louis Napoleon from the stalls, where 
he was then in the wrong box, and sheltering him in hers, and had 
not done so, had been a salutary, though too late lesson to her 
(as far as a tabouret at the Tuilleries went) *, and ever since, in all 
public places, she had raade a point of remembering that most 
veracious adage, that civility buys every thing and costs nothing.** 

Sir Gregory, who determined she should mt solicit the favour of 
of being introduced to her nephew’s neglected wife in vain, took 
the latter by the hand, and leading her forward, said — 

Lady ae Baskerville, allow me to present to you my friend 
Mrs. Pemble — Lady de Baskerville — Lady Florinda Andover,” 

He watched her narrowly during this strange and unexpected, 
and, to her, nervous introduction f and though she could not pre- 
vent the truant and slighted blood mounting for a moment to her 
cheeks, yet was he charmed at the perfect self-possession and quiet 
thorough-bred ease with which she went through this trying 
ordeal t and certainly never was there a greater triumph of natural 
and hereditary superiority over that which is merely conventional 
and acquired; but that ease which was at first but assumed, 
though so well assumed as to defy detection from the most critical 
serutiny, was soon made real by the charming Florinda, for while 
Lady de Baskerville was humming and hawmg — having already 
forgotten the humble name of Pemble, though it was so like Pen- 
rhyn that one would think she might have remembered it— lier 
daughter said, with one of her most enchanting smiles — 

Mrs- Pemble, I was admiring your courage in making such a 
gallant entry into the Black Sea just now; but as I am really in a 
state of starvation, and therefore ready to do anything, 1 want to 
hear your report of the soundings ; in plain |finglish, do you think 
} may venture upon a cup of tliat cofiee. Without adding another to 
the numerous poisoning cases, and implicating you in the aljair?” 

And so saying, she walked with Mrs, Pemble back to the coupler, 
leaving Sir Gregory to entertain her mother, and thus with one 
kind little stratagem freed two persons from an awkward and 
comf&nsiblB embarras, 

Weli,^* laughed Mrs. Pemble, you have ever been at Con- 
stantinople, and like your cofifee en vrai Ware, you will have aUApto 
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grounds for fancying this has been made at Stamboul, more especially 
as Its scalding heat will prevent your being critical as to its aroma ; 
but these rusks are really very good,” added she, handing a plate 
of them to her beautiful companion. 

“ What a charming portrait you have there T* said Lady Florinda, 
bending forward to examine it, as she pantomimically sipped the 
soi^disant colfoe. 

You will make me very vain,^' said the delighted mother with 
a smile, for it is my son.” 

A blush of the most charming modesty suffused the beautiful 
girl*8 cheeks on hearinjjf this, for, having none of the intense man- 
woRSHtP of most “ Bntish/mflf/<?^” about her, she felt almost as 
unaffec^dly abashed as if the original had been before her and she 
had inadvertently paid the same point-blank compliment to him; 
so, quickly adding, "it’s so exquisitely painted,” she immediately 
changed the subject to the usual common-place topics which form 
the staple of conversation with a new acquaintance, in the midst of 
which the train-bell rang, and beckoning to Rouge Croia*, who had 
just re-appeared in the doorway, she told him to pay for the things 
she had had, and then, putting out her hand to Mrs. Pemble, said. 
" Having met, I am sorry we must part so soon, but I can only 
hope we may meet again.” 

jBut, seeing that her mother had taken SirGiegory Kempenfelt’s 
arm, she gracefully offered hers to Mrs. Pemble ; " For,” said she, 
" it seems, at least as far as the platform, that our way is the same.” 

" Will you allow me to carry your little dog for you ?” 

"Thanks, but I will not trouble you, as there would be Uto in- 
dividuals to be consulted upon the transfer, and 1 know before-hand 
that Pattapouffe would decidedly object. I am quite of the old 
bachelor’s way of thinking, who always, when his evil destiny led 
him tq stay in a house w’ere there were children, said he f ref erred 
naughty ones to good, because the naughty ones were sttre to be 
turned out of the room, whereas there was no earthly chance of 
escape from the good ones. But unfortunately this rule does 
n6t extend to dogs, since the good ones, like good people, have 
every advantage taken of them ; whereas, such spitfires as Master 
Pattapouffe, like biped tyrants and termagants, are sure to get their 
own wa}' in all things, and bully the whole world ; hpropos of good 
people, what a dear old man Sir Gregory Kempenfeit appears 1” 

" Most excellent, indeed.” 

" You have known him a very long time, I suppose ?” 

"He Was my father’s oldest and best friend,” rejoined Mrs. 
Pemble, telling the exact truth, though not the whole truth, and 
thereby jesidtically avoiding to compromise her veracity as tq the 
chronology of her own acquaintance with him. 

Though they were hurrying along with the stream that was 
ffowfing towards the platform as fast as they could, Blue Mantle 
ijo^ appeared, clearing the human tide on all sides as he elbowed 



his way tlirongli tli6 erowd^ md at le«ftth got near enough to say, 
by leaning over the clerical hat of a Right Reverend prelate, as the 
devil is said to overlook Lincoln Cathedral, My lady begged Iwonild 
tell your ladyship that she’s afraid you*ll be late, as she is already 
in the carriage.” > 

^‘^Here, Murray, take Pattapouffe, and tell mamma that Pm 
coming as fast as 1 can.’^ , 

And when they had advanced in sight of the carriage in which 
Lady de Baskerville was seated, Sir Gregory standing beside the 
open door talking to her, Lady Florinda again hastily shook hands 
with Mrs. Pemble and hurried on to join her mother, who, not at 
all liking the intimacy she had improvise with a person they }^ew 
mtUng about, not morally but socially — for, for aught they knew, 
she might have been a tradesman's daughter, like Lady de Basker- 
ville herself, only without a coronet to conceal the ugly fact— 

My dear Flo, how very imprudent you are, lagging so behind,*' 
were the maternal words: but the tone it was in which they were 
uttered which, like Hebrew points, gave them their real meaning, 
which the daughter knew full well, was, ** How can you make 
acquaintance with persons before you know who they are, and what 
they have — where they live — and, above all, the set they are in.*^ 

But as her mother’s thoughts were not sensS to require an 
answer, she turned a callous face to them, but a very cordial one to 
Sir Gregory Kempenfelt, as she shook hands with him as soon as 
she was seated, saying : — 

“ I won*t say good bye, so it must be an revoirP 
With all my heart 1 anywhere to meet Lady Florinda Andover, 
even an reservoir ! as a certain lady is reported to make assigna- 
tions with her friends." 

** Fie done I Sir Gregory, that is very frow-ical and while she 
laughed, Lady de Baskervilie made a dignified and distant bow to 
Mrs. Pemble, as much as to say, “There, stay where you are, and 
don't presume upon Florinda's thoughtless folly and approach jne 
any nearer." 

And the guard coming the next moment to lock up this predoiis 
casket carriage, that contained a real peeress and allegorical sttaw- 
beny- leaves. Sir Gregory handed Mrs. Pemble into the nett but 
one, which luckily they had alPto themselves. 

Ha ! ha ! ha !" laughed he, as soon as they were seated { how 
little does poor Lady de Baskerville dream how 

* More than kin and leas than kind* 

she has been to you this morning ; but I must say you got through 
that^introduction most marvellously, and you made the quicksilver 
of rny conceit rise so high that 1 felt as proud of you as if I had 
unlimited shares in your good breeding? and so indeed I have, if 
you succeed in imparting a tithe of it to May and Linda, for 1 tike 
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good mamaers to l?e tlie available currency of a capital of good 
breeding, which is equal to whatever run may be made upon it/* 

Oh ! my dear Sir Gregory,, I begin to think that all the romance 
of my life has been reserved for my old age and a romantic elderly 
lady I — dmne un pm dans le ridicule ! But it was only the be- 
ginning of the week that I fell in with you in the most extra- 
ordinary and unforeseetr manner imaginable and by the merest 
chance i and now again this morning the rencontre with ^ my Aunt 
IDoi'a/ as poor Penrhyn used to call her 
‘‘ My dear lady, you may rely upon two things ; first, that Truth 
is invariably stranger than Fiction; for Fiction aflfects the trai 
semblable, in order to keep the unities, whichTruth — that is Reality , 
both in characters and events — often boldly disdains to do. Could 
we but unroll the polygramic papyrus of every life from the first 
birth of Time, we should, from world-old proofs, be convinced of 
this. Ncxt^ that there is no such thing as Chance, X like, because 
1 fully subscribe to it, that graphic expression of Wordsworth’s, 
“the procession of our fate,’* for it implies that every situation and 
circumstance of it is marshalled by a Higher Power — for the 
pageant, in fact, is God’s, and what we call Time and Fate are 
merely His heralds, who see to and superintend the proper acting, 
dressing, and timing of the incidents which go to the development 
and dinoiiement oX the solemn “ morality” we call Life. That those 
incidents should be all jnisjudged mysteries to us is no wonder, 
since even in human matters, which can be investigated and com- 
pared, and consequently summed up and judged, we are eternally 
falsifying, by fragmentary and ex parte decisions, and the pre- 
cipitancy with w'hich we mar the order of things: it is only 
Omnipotence that can will events into existence. All human 
good, to deserve the name, must be progressive: the physical 
worM teaches this great lesson to the moral one, if we would but 
learn it. We sow our grain to-day, but it is useless to go with 
scythes and reapers to-morrow to cut down the wheat that has not 
yet sprung up. Long must the seed be bidden, and seemingiy rot 
and wither before it can germinate and fructify — for all things have 
their appointed stages. Euclid neither invented nor solved a prob- 
lem the day after he had mastered his letters ; and Sir Isaac 
Newton ate many apples before he discovered the gravitation of the 
world ; oars were invented before sails, rudders before compasses, 
and all and each of them before steam ; Magna Charts preceded 
Catholic Emancipation and Parliamentary Reform by many cen- 
turies j and now, because the dark barbaric old social fabric, built 
for expediency long ago in the night of ages, is beginning to fall in 
and crumble about us, and so lets in light through its ruined cre- 
vices aufficient to detect all its defects, and we talk incessant^ 
about them, straight we wisely wonder that constantly animad- 
verting upon them has not already raised up a new, more commo- 
dious, and more healthy edifice. We talk religion, we ^nttmofality, 
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we falh jufitioe, we talk intellectual progression, and indeed tntlce 
more way in that than injinything else ; we talk National Stfhooisi 
we talki as our individual bias may set, Christiak, Sectarian, or 
Sadducee Sabbaths, and we have peers, parliament^men, and all 
Gnib Street, lecturing about the country, more, it is to be feared, 
from vanity than virtue ; hut still — no thanks to ^Am-^they are 
doing good ; for they are, unknown to themselves, working in their 
vocation ; for ns no house can be built without a certain amount 
of rubbish for its basement, so is the legislative, legal, literary^, and 
municipal talk of one century ihe foundation- stuff upon which 
the solid fabrics of its successors are raised. Only consider how 
many hundred years it has taken us to talk Christianity; but the 
inillenium will come at last, when every one will act as Christians; 
iht few who have the courage and the conscience to do so now are 
looked upon either as insane or as great oddities, because they are 
ripe before the time, as we are still in the transition stage of theory.** 

** And a most disagreeable stage it is,’* said Mrs. Pemble, “ for 
it causes that total want of all sincerity and reality, which is the 
master-curse of this age. People do not now disseminate opinions 
because, being strongly imbued with and convinced by them, they 
are overflowing with them, and are therefore impelled to take the ini- 
tiative in propagating them and proselytizing others ; on the con- 
trary, they invariably wait to see which bubble lasts the longest — 
in a word, which is the most popular, in sects, science, ptdilics, 
literature, or art — and then^ goaded by an insane craving for noto- 
rietp, they immediately set about adding their individual breath to 
its inflation.” 

All true, but still without any such high intent, they are doing 
a w^ork of utility, just as the poor rooks, who are so ungratefully 
shot by the farmers for the few grains they purloin, nevertheless 
render them and the rest of ihe corauninity an incalculable service 
in the number of pernicious grubs and worms they destroy ; so iu 
like manner, whoever serves, though merely as an echo, to point out 
an ABUSE, or though only as a parrot to proclaim a thuth, is 
most unquestionably the right man in the right place. This is t 
miUnpBge, exclusive of steam, and the system of universal fault-flnd- 
ing now going on is only the preliminary breaking up of inconve- 
nient old roads, to prepare them for a better train of things ; for it 
is a maxim of philosopers, that truths are oftener discovered by 
their contraries than in any other way, an4 that when there are 
but a certain number of accidents or ca ales from which a thing 
can arise, we shall make as many advances at the discovering 
which is ripkt) as we give explanations of which is wrony. Conse- 
ouenlly, if there are hut six causes, which cun have place in pro- 
ducing an event, and we show five do not effect it, we maybe sure 
the sixth does, without more inquirv ; and our social machine, dif- 
ficult as the rust of neglect and the cobwebs of ignonmeof 
made it to work, is not so complex after all bat that ft t^mt have g 
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juainspriiig, al>d, that mce /bund and kept thoroughly lubricated 
by public o|»niun, tb« dirty rags of cant, humbug, self-interest, 
maimnoii worship, Brummagem philanthropy, with all their 
motley patches of other vices with which we are now continually 
plying it, tmH come out at last — the smooth, white, spotless pages 
dt for the age of debus, when there will be justice without law, 
and Christianity without sects ; the Sabbatarian controversy itself 
having ended in those Right Reverend Fathers in God (whose 
ideas of Sabbath sanctity consist in Sabbath stagnation,) break - 
festihg off of dry bread and dining off ditto; walking to church 
three times a day, in all weathers, and sending thehr carriages to 
the workhouse to convey to the sacred edifice those poor old 
phtMsicky paupers, whose devotion might not only be damped by 
the elements, nut to whom wet feet and wet clothes would be 
certain death, and so burden the parish with the charge of their 
obsequies. Nay more, in the age of deeds, I can fancy the 
regenerated looking back to our present bituminously barbariceccle^ 
siastical laws (which are not only a disgrace but a ridicule to any soi- 
dismi civilised country) with as much wondering horror as we 
now do to the female flesh and blood traffic* under the Heptarchy, 

* Alas! that it should be so; but .succeeding ages, like contemporary 
Indiriduais, can always see the motes in their predecessors* eyes without 
even suspecting the beams in their own ; and that the nineteenth century, 
up to the verj recent period of March the 24th, 5866, has very 
eyes, will be amply proved by the following and hereto-appended, ad- 
mirable, able, and fearlessly true letter of ‘‘A. J/' to The finm* Oh! 
that England had more A . J/s and fewer ** ftmaltsl''— and then she would 
have WOMEN to appeal to, for there are plenty of good, honest and honor- 
able men to make coiumpn cause with them against the chartered band of 
leprous proflij^ates, who promote and have organized by their own studied, 
invented and irre8i)on8ible vices, this revolting aiid disgraceful state of our 
morut society* A. J. asks, “Shall we stone those who minister to vice, 
and spare those who practise it ? “ God forbid; but wci^ a law passed 
that these rile free-trade inter ine*iiaires should be branded on the forehead 
with the old scarlet letter (ordy not one taken so far down in the alphabet) 
unless they gave up tha names of their employers and patrons, depend 
upon it it would soon stop this branch of infamy. Thb onl^ fear is, that 
the awful expose that it might give rise to amongst some of our literary- 
politico by cu reuses and self-styled moralists (Heaven save the mark !) 
woiM effectually throw out the bill* and prevent their voting for so suicidal 
admeasure. However, though we may, I fear, despair of this salutary 
revival of a scarlet letter, those of A. J. should be graven by gratitude on 
every woman^s heart in England. But gratitude is a plant of slow and 
uncertain growth, especially when raised from the seed of immeasurable 
benefits. JUaurels are for those who fight with the mass ; but those who 
have the isolated and god-like courage to lead the forlorn hope of a great 
social vnurH against a axiBAi? sooiAt kvil must only ex|>ect the stones or 
tljie biggol of the martyr; for truly says Sir Walter Ibileigh There is 
no mistress or guide that hath led her followers and servants into neater 
misfortunes and miseries than tbpth ; he that goes after her too far off 
losoth her sight and loseth himself, and he that shall follow her too near 
|he hodf «h© may ha|dy strlko hl» ^eeth But, in spite of our |e«th ^ 
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whcin everj peasant girl eanld be seized at wiU by tbe commercial 
travellers of tbe slave mercbants, to sell at Brktoli Lewei?, or any 
other mart» and outraged at their pleasure ; for if about to beconm 
mothers they brought a higlier price in the market, till this 
itifernal human trafiic was put a stop to by Ina, the * wisest, vir* 
tuousest, best’ of all the Saxon kings, not excepting Alfred. Yes, 

let us persevere, noble-minded A. 3^., and heed no more the vituperations 
of the vieious and the hypocritical than buther and Melanothou did the 
toathemas of the Honks. If our much boasted liberty of the press were 
a rmlU^f and not a solemn sham, like marriage vows for men, profeSting 
one thing and meaning another— that is, mametrically opposite— then, 
indeed, by a public appeal to the justice and mercy of the mass, women, 
by exposing the cowardly persecutions with which some are hunted by 
their wave-owners, might end them : but no, “ truth is a libel/' that is to 
say — an unvarnished statement of revolting facta with their proofs ap- 
pended ; for the nucleus of both our social and legal code is the protection 
jbiid screening of masculine vice, which is ever held, more especially by 
the, cant of conventionality, as a thing too sacred to be even alluded to ; 
and in that cant every prohigate finds a safe and impregnable citadel* 
Yes, were there really a free press, wrongs, when too outrageous, could no 
longer skulk in darkness, for causes will produce effects, and commensu- 
rate effects too ; if the cause he unparalleled, the effect must be unpre- 
cedented, and there comes to individuals, as to nations, a culminating 
point of misery and outrage, which* produces revolution— the only diffe- 
rence between the two being that in U»e nation it is a wholesale butchery, 
while with the individual it is a mortal single combat, but yet one for 
which even the weakest woman so outn^ed Ims all that heroism can give 
or exigency require ; and the very point where cowardice retreats and 
quails is that where courage penetrates and conq^iem, for 

** L'imprudence n'est pas dans la teraerite, 

Bile eat dans un projet faux, et mal concerto, 

Hais s’il est bien suivi e'est un trait de prudence, 

Que d'aller quelque fois jusques a rinsolence, 

fs plus imperieux, 

Qu'il faut souvent moins 
B’art que de mepris pour eux." 

* ''THE TEAFflO IN WOMEN. 

" fo M(jhUor of The 

''Sir,— In a leading article of T/ic Timm (Thursday, March 20), you 
have commented with just horror md indignation on the infamous traffic 
in young girls, at this time carried on to a greater extent than can be con- 
ceived or>clkved by those who sit at home, inticnehed round by all the 
sanctities of domestic life and all the safeguards of virtue, in tJ5e course 
of the ji^icial inquiry which gave rise to your remarks, it was stated publicly 
that this traffic has become a '* system,” and a source of profit ; that the 
law cannot reach it, and that without the intervention of our Foreign 
Minister it is not likely to be put down. 

" That such an infamous traffic does exist has long been well kno^ to 
me ahd to others. Not only is it true that English girls hre inveigled but 
of thisooiiatrylnsuch numbers that, as I rem-ember,'an‘associiSiEm waa 
formed in Fark to them ; hat it is not less true that for the mm 
horrible purpose girls are brought over to England ftm France, from 



1 can fancy the incredible horror with which English people living 
nnd^r a more advanced state of Christian etjnity will look back tb 
tlitse imr times, when marriage vows are merely deemed sacred for 
women, at least among the higher orders, and when men can not 
only violate them with impunity, hut with triumph; and thevmore 
vevktingiy profligate they are, and the more notoriously infa- 

gium, from 0erinany ; it is, in fact, a trade under all the conditions of 
export and import— a trade which, if not legalised, is tolerated; and I 
have tnyself heard it, I will not say defended, but accounted for, excused 
as the necessary, inevitahlo result of certain permitted Social vices. When 
several trials relative to these foreign victims were reported two or three 
years ago, and sent a strong shudder of horror and disgust through our 
virtuous society, JT/te Times was blamed by some persons for the publicity 
given to the circumstances and the severity of its comments ; but others 
who recoiled from such details felt wisely grateful for the exposure of such 
unmanly vice, and for the manly scorn and detestation with which it was 
visited. 

In this recent case, not women only, but all right-minded and generous 
men have reason to thank you for the part you have taken. ^ You conclude 
your denunciation by an appeal to English women, and (printing the word 
in capitals to enforce your appeal) you require that Englishwomen should 
^lay to heart' such a state of things, and use their utmost power to stop 
the progress of this enormous wron|f. 

am an Englishwoman, and in common with many other English- 
women, feel the shame and horror of such a state of things ; but will you, 
who thus appeal to us, or will any of your coivespondents point out what 
it is our duty to do ? — how we are expected to act, to speak, or even to 
think on such subjects ? We have been told lieretofore by uien whom we 
respect, that it becomes women to be absolutely silent on such revolting 
topics— to ignore, or rather to affect to ignore, such a * state of things ' 
as you allude to. Wc have been told that in virtuous women it is a breach 
of feminine delicacy even to suppose the existence of certain outcasts of 
our own sex, or of certain exemptions in regard to vicious indulgence 
assumed by yours ; in short, that, as women of virtue, we have nothing 
to do with such questions, though we know, too well, how deeply they 
affect us, how terribly near they approach us personally, how the far- 
reaching cotitagion of such covert vice involves in some form or other the 
peace of f)ur * virtuous ' homes, the fidelity of our husbands, the health 
and morality of our sons, the innocence of our daughters. We have been 
allowed, indeed, to patronise penitentiaries, to read chaipters of the Bible, 
and distribute lugubrious tracts to wretched, sullen, disordered victims ; 
but, meantime, we are told— I have myself been told, half pityingly, half 
Bneeringly— that for every one unhappy creature we rescue out of the 
streets, two will be at onoe su|)pUed to fill up the vacancy j that this ‘state 
of things ' is a necessary social evil : and that we virtuous women had 
better not meddle with it, lest worse befal us. 

So it has been said in former times ; but it seems, from the ajipeal you 
make to us, that in these days Englishwomen may feel, may think, may 
»mA out on such subjects ; may ^without reproach, take such a part in their 
mscussion as becomes the members of a Christian and civilixed community. 
But what are we to do, where law is weak, where custom is strong, where 
opinion is cowardly or wavering, where our very knowledge involves an 
imputation on our feminine decorum— what are we to do ? A popular 
journal, in reference to this trial, intimated that where the law cannot 
reach them it is permitted to take the ohastisemeut of such vile panders and 
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they have behaved to one womans the more they are rtta 
after an4 adulated by your regular ‘ British JFhmk;* aujii yheii, , 
no matter what amount of moral and physical brutaiiwdon a 
woman receive from her legal slaveholder — np matter with what 
complex conspiracy of utter blackguardism she may be bunted hy 
him — no matter how inbumanljr deserted — no desertion, can loosen 
ker fetters# no amount of wrong be sufficient to procure 4er redress, , 
unless* indeed, she has sufficient money, and, above all, sufficient 
interest to get her emancipation hocus*pocusse(i through the Hous<^ 
of Lords, at the fiat of a set of superannuated adulterers ; and, mosi 
monstrous of all, as regards these said ecclesiastical laws, when 
cruelty has branded with cupidity on its unnatural statutes, that 

* A MOTHBE IS NO KELATION TO HER CUILU I I 

Ah ! my dear Sir, that is the only part of your prophecy that 
I don’t think will ever come to pass, at least in England ; for in 
every other country the era of the elevation of women to the posi- 
tion of rational and responsible human beings andco*equal heirs of 
immortality has already dawned. But you must recollect that in- 
justice to our sex began with the w^orld, and it is the one tradition 
that men most inviolately preserve. The ridiculous doctrine of 
Aristotle and Almericus that the female sex was an error in nature, 
and that had not Adam sinned the whole human race would have 
been men, created immediately from God as the first man was, 
was not one whit too ridiculous for the Fathers of the early 
Church to push still further, by maintaining that at the general 
resurrection, women, as imperfect animals, would be finished and 
perfectionixed (?) by being transmuted into men, so that then 
Grace would complete the work which Nature had so blunderingly 

procuresses into our own liands. Does this mean that they should he 
ried or pumtnelled to death in our public streets ? I believe this would be 
their fate if they were once recognised ; but where would be the juetfoe of 
H t {5ball we stone those who mimster to vice, and spare those who prac- 
tise it ? That class of wretches whose sole and profitable occupation it is 
to hunt down and ensnare victims becomes, we are told, more and more 
numerous* more and more audacious ; but for whom are the victims hunted 
down and ensnared, imported and exported as so much merchandise ? Bo 
long as the market exists the article will be supplied. Tell u», therefore, 
what are we to do ? The education of your sons does not rest with us. lu 
the schools where boys are collected together* generally far out of the 
reach of pure, healthy female society and infiuenoe, the first thing they 
learn is to despise girls ; and the second, to regard the impettict»ated half ©f 
the human species as destined for their service or their pleasure. Hence 
in tlie higher and better educated classes etrly impreSsslons which lead to 
the most selfish and cruel mistakes in regard to the true position of wo- 
men, and in the lower more ignorant classes, to the most terrible tyra;nny 
and brutality. Against the latter, it is i-aid, our l^egislature is preparing 
stringent measureiy but against the former what is to defend uS f I kpeak 
in the name of Englishwomen to whom you have api>ealed, and ask 
comisel and help from generous and thoughtful men— wWt are we 
to do f 

** iJaliug, March 24, ISm/* A* J, 
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i ftin. ft is true that St, Atigustlne, in Ms Jpe €mt4i;t€ Dei,* 
iosel this, though I confess I rather incline to it, not, indeed, 
a matter of grace, hut as a doctrine of compmsation/* 

* Pooh ! and who are the men, irona the beginning of the world 
whether Jewish Eahbis or Pagan philosophers — who tried most 
lower women in the scale of humanity and depreciate them 
rally, hut those who, like Aristotle and Euripides, were the 
st nototiou*j profligates ? and certainly a profligate, considering 
sources from whence he naturally draws his inferences, eamvt 
any opinion of women but a vicious and a degraded one. 
ilMrch indeed affects a charitable incredulity touching some of 
Bstotle’s worst debaucheries ; but I confess I am so uncharitable 
|th regard to all this sort of gentry, that I incline more readily 
f accept as truth the anything but favourable version given of his 
loralsC!) by Theocritus, the Chian, who was his contemporary, in 
|eference to Plutarch^s version, who lived so long after him. 
lit leaving all this, to show the consistency of philosophers, the 
Jrulent manner in which Aristotle blazoned not only all the moral, 
lit also all the physical defects of women, did not prevent his 
png a most uxorious husband to both his wives ; and indeed to 
mbais, his first wife, his impious folly reached the height of 
Bering incense to her as to a divinity— so that one can only con- 
Pude that, like most men who are i mm on ally the abject slaves 
^ your sex, whenever he met with a rebuff, he became their most 
inscrupulous satirist. But it is curious to mark how every extra- 
ragant absurdity in the moral and intellectual world has its pendent 
ft the physical and scientific one; for precisely the same para- 
nount theory of the super-excellence of the male sex, broached by 
be twelfth-century Paris Doctor Almericus, Aristotle, and the 
athers, which you allude to, was also held by the alchymists, with 
•egard to metals — at least a parallel doctrine ; for they actually 
isserted that Nature always intended the generation of gold, and, 
hrough sheer defect, stops in another and inferior metal, which, 
iay they, their art has alone the secret of remedying. But, to tell 
i^ou the trutli, the chief barrier that I see in England to the ame- 
ioration of the social position of women is, the narrow selfishness 
ind vapid inanity of the women themselves — a state of things 
vhich the egotism and mammon-worship and the i^n-self- relying 
lystem of their purblind education, does everything not only to 
ireate, but to increase.*^ 

There I ^juite agree with you, for the generality of women in 
his country, unless they happen to be personally brutalized them- 
lelw, have no esprit de corps or sympathy for other women j and 
indeed those who are among the victims of the disgracefully one • 
nded ecclesiastical laws, only know how to complain, but do not 
Itnow either how to resist or to redress, and for the most part 


* Lib. xxii.. Cap. IT. 





se€!iii to cling to the parcel of passive endurance and total igno- 
ranee which men have allottea to them, with a eort of enperati- 
tiotts fanaticism/* 

Aye, like that of Queen Mary (who, by the bye, with all her 
faults, being more of a woman than her execrable sister Elizabeth, 
did pot deserve the sanguinary sobriquet attached to her nidne 
half as much as her all-vice of a sister). Don*t you remember, 
when Ridley called on her at Hunsdon, on his return from Cam- 
bridge, when she was Princess Mary, and after dinner ashed her 
pennission to preach before her the following Sunday, she con- 
tinued for some time silent, a gloomy shade passing her 
countenance, and at length she replied, * As for this matter, I pray 
you, my lord, make the answ^er yourself.* ^ Madam,* said he, * I 
trust you will not refuse God’s word/ ' I cannot tell,’ she re- 
joined, ‘ what you call God’s word. That is not God’s word now 
that was God’s word in my father’s day.’ Whereupon the bishop 
observed that God’s word is one at all times, but hail been 
better understood and practised in some ages than others, upon 
which she could restrain her anger no longer, but said, ‘ You durst 
not for j'our ears have avouched that for (jloD’s word in my father’s 
days that you do now.’ And then, to show how competent a judge 
she was in the controversy, she added, ’‘As for your new books, 
1 thank God I never read any of them ; I never did, and 1 never 
wiU; and upon this rational and logical model, with regard to a 
bigoted and uninvestigating adhesion to all long-established and 
conventionally-patented errors, your genuine ‘ British Jdgma/e’ is 
to this day ‘ constructed.’ ” 

That arises from their intense man-worship,” said Mrs. Pem- 
ble ; and in order to adulate their lords and masters the more, 
and thereby insure a few temporary and trumpery personal and 
individual Immunities, they are always the most active in endea- 
vouring to keep down their sex, and in swelling the hue and cry 
against bloomerism and strong-minded women. Since that is the 
Jack-boot, pugilistic sort of nicknames the present age has hit upon 
wherewith to brand all women two degrees removed from idiotcy, 
iUid who have sufficient moral courage to think and to act rightly, 
although in so doing they may be in a vituperated minority.” 

*’And don’t you know why? Men, with a very few rare ex- 
ceptions, that prove the rule, have no moral courage ; consequently 
there is nothing they dread so much, as it awes them quite as 
effectually as the fixedly determined gaze of a sane person does 
a lunatic, and from the same cause, that both are the triumph of 
reason over the reverse. Therefore men have agreed, by the 
Ciduranious ridicule of affecting to confound morel courage with 
l^hysical violence in a woman, and branding all who possess it as 
ibrews and termagants, to endeavour, if possible, to lapidate it 
but of the catalogue of female virtues ; the superior virtues tk^ 
arrogate to themselves hemg prudmoe md * common smm/ and 
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timers never yet wes a person revolting from Hs avarice who did 
hot dignify that mean, miserable vice with the name *prudemep* 
or one cautious to pusillanimity who did not piume himself on his 
^ common mm* 1 think it is Frey|oo, that very sagacious old 
Spanish philosopher, who says that ^ much which is called prudence 
in men is fallacy, deceit, and treachery, which is a great deal 
worse than even that indiscreet frankness with which women 
sometimes manifest their hearts j for though the latter may sin 
against the rules of prudence, it is good, considered as & symptom, 
inasmuch as that no one is ignorant of their^own proper vices, and 
|hose who find any great amount of such in themselves shut up 
carefully all the crannies of their heart ; moreover, nobody ever 
made the golden age to consist of prudent men, but of candid ones ; 
because then it was to be suppoa^id that, having no ugly things to 
hide, men could afford to be candid/ But to return to those said 
ecclesiastical laws, though wdmen have a much greater and deeper 
stake in them, inasmuch as that women, however deserted, are 
still fettered if they are women of principle and termagants with 
moral courage to resist all the snares by which they are compassed, 
whereas neither the laws of God nor man fetter our sex, if it be 
their pleasure to have recourse to the skeleton key of vice to break 
through every barrier, and their doing so never injures them in 
Church, State, or Society ; on the contrary, I think I may with 
truth assert that in * moral England* the more shamelessly pro- 
fiigate and immoral a man’s private character is, the more he 
fiourishes in that clap-trap bubble called public life. And yet for 
the last two centuries mew have been beginning to kick against the 
iniquitous costliness of the ecclesiastical laws, which prevents any 
but a rich man getting rid of a frail rib ; but there is not a word 
of compassion for a poor woman not being able to get rid of, or 
even to get any redress for any amount of infamy a brute of a 
husband may think fit to inMct upon her I But all this is upon 
the same equitable and one-sided principle that if a man catches 
bis wife with a paramour, and in his indignation slays them both, 
it is Justifiable homicide I — ^hut if a poor, wretched woman has her 
house polluted and ber^^lf outraged by having her husband’s 
mistresses brought into it, or better still, is turned out of it to 
make way for them, she is only ridiculed if she winces under it, 
and excommunicated by the canons of English conventionality if 
she complains of it I But of all the one-sided fallacies, that which 
amuses me the most is the old-established masculine palliation of 
masculine sin, in contradistinction to the unpardonableness of the 
slightest refraction of their sin in women j for God of course is 
put entirely out of the question, further than as a God of ven- 
geance to redress the wrongs of injured husbands, by executing 
lodgment upon women, ‘ Oh V say we lords of the creation, ' the 
reason adultery is a so much more hdmous crime in women, mdi 
only a venal peccadillo in us iS| that a woman may bring a spurious 
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seem to cling to the parcel of passive endurance and total igno- 
rance wWcfa inen have alioUea to them, witK a sort of aupersti- 
tlons fanaticism/^ 

** Aye, like that of Queen Mary (who, by the bye, with all her 
fatilts, being more of a woman than her execrable sister Eli?sabeth, 
did not deserve the sanguinary sobriquet attached to her name 
half as much as her all-vice of a sister). Don't you remember. 
When Etdley called on her at Hunsdon, on bis return from Cam- 
bridge, when she was Princess Mary, and after dinner ashed her 
permission to preach before her the following Sunday, she con- 
tinued for some lime silent, a gloomy shade passing oyer hsJ* 
countenance, and at length she replied, * As for this matter, I pfay 
you, ray lord, make the answer yourself/ ‘ Madam,' said he, * I 
trust you will not refuse Go»*s word/ * I cannot tell/ she re- 
joined, ‘what you call God’s word. That as not God’s word now 
that was God's word in my father’s day/ Whereupon the bishop 
observed that God’s word is one at all times, but had been 
better understood and practised in some ages than others, upon 
which she could restrain her auger no longer, but said, * You durst 
not for your ears have avouched that for God’s word in my father’s 
days that you do now/ And then, to show how competent a judge 
she was in the controversy, she added, “As for your new books, 
I thank God I never read any of them ; I never did, and I never 
will: and upon this rational and logical model, with regard to a 
bigoted and uninvestigating adhesion to all long-established and 
conventionally-patented errors, your genuine ‘ British Female* is 
to this day ‘ constructed/ ” 

“ That arises from their intense man-worship,” said Mrs. Pem- 
ble; “and in order to adulate their lords and masters the more, 
and thereby insure a few temporary and trumpery personal aud 
individual immunities, they are ahvays the most active in endea- 
vouring to keep down their sex, and m swelling the hue and cry 
against bloomerism and strong-minded women. Since that is the 
jack* boot, pugilistic sort of nicknames the present age has hit upon 
wherewith to brand all women two degrees removed from idiotcy, 
knd who have sufficient moral courage to think and to act rightly, 
although in so doing they may be in a vituperated minority.” 

“And don’t you know why? Men, with a very few rare ex- 
ceptions, that prove the rule, have m moral courage j consequently 
there is nothing they dread so much, as it awes them quite as 
effectually as the dxedly determined gaze of a sane person does 
a lunatic, and from the same cause, that both are the triumph of 
reason over the reverse. Therefore men have agreed, by the 
calumnious ridicule of affecting to confound moral courage With 
ffhgneal violence in a woman, and branding all who possess it as 
ahrews and termagants, to endeavour. If possible, to lapidate it 
odt of the catalogue of female virtues j the superior virtues they 
arrogate to themselves being prudence and ‘ common sense / and 



ViKY SUCCESSFUL. Sf 

there ue^6r yet was a person revolting from his avarice who did 
not dignify that mean, miserable vice with the name of * prudence/ 
or one cautious to pusillanimity who did not plume himself on bis 
‘ c 07 nmon sense/ 1 think it is Freyjoo, that very sagacious old 
Spanish philosopher, who says ihat * much which is called prudence 
in men is fallacy, deceit, and treachery,, which is a great deal 
worse than even that indiscreet frankness with which women 
sometimes manifest their hearts ; for though the latter may sin 
against the rules of prudence, it is pood, considered as a spmptom, 
inasmuch as that no one is ignorant of their own proper vices, and 
|ho8e who find any great amount of such in themselves shut up 
carefully all the crannies of their heart ; moreover, nobody ever 
made the golden age to consist of prudent men, but of candid ones j 
because then it was to be supposed that, having no ugly things to 
hide, men could afford to be candid.’ But to return to those said 
ecclesiastical laws, though women have a much greater and deeper 
stake in them, inasmuch as that women, however deserted, are 
still fettered if they are women of principle and termagunis with 
moral courage to resist all the snares by which they are compassed, 
whereas neither the laws of Goo nor man fetter our sex, if it be 
their pleasure to have recourse to the skeleton key of vice to break 
through every barrier, and their doing so never injures them in 
Church, State, or Society j on the contrary, I think I may with 
truth assert that in ‘ moral England’ the more shamelessly pro- 
fligate and immoral a man’s private character is, the more he 
flourishes in that clap-trap bubble called public life. And jet for 
the last two centuries men have been beginning to kick against the 
iniquitous cc^stUness of the ecclesiastical laws, which prevents any 
but a rich man getting rid of a frail rib ; but there is not a word 
of compassion for a poor woman not being able to get rid of, or 
even to get any redress for any amount of infamy a brute of a 
husband may think fit to inflict upon her I But all this is upon 
the same e(][uitabie and one-sided principle that if a man catches 
his wife with a paramour, and in his indignation slays them both, 
it is justifiable homicide I — but if a poor, wretched wotnan has her 
house polluted and herself outraged by having her husband’s 
mistresses brought into it, or better still, is turned out of it to 
make way for them, she is only ridiculed if she winces under it, 
and excommunicated W the canons of English conventionality if 
she complains of it I But of all the one-sided fallacies, that which 
amuses me the most is the old-established masculine palliation of 
masculine sin, in contradistinction to the unpardonableness of the 
alighteet refraction of their sin in women ? for GO 0 of course is 
pul entirely out of the question, further than as a G on of ven- 
l^eance to redress the wrongs of injured husbands, by executing 
jfudgraent upbn women. ‘ Oh T say we lords of tbe creation# 
reason adultery is a an much more heinan^ crime in wowen# gnd 
only a venal peccadillo in us is, that a woman may bring a spurious 



UUBT SUCCJBS«l«'0Ii. 


sa 

race into her hnsbancj^s family/ Very true ; and that is precisely 
the reaeon why Goo Hiis fobbidden that sin. Bnt pray, 
when my Lord A. intrigwes with my Lady B., and my Lord A. 
retnnis the compliment, or else goes farther in the alphabet, does 
not my Lord A. inflict a spurious progeny on ray Lord B. ? to say 
nothing of colonizing Brighton, Brompton, and the German Baths 
with other spurious oflfshoots, who, though their victinNHOthers 
may have been nobodies, yet they, still in their turn, had father®’ 
ana mothers’ hearts to break by their delinquency, although they 
were not Ijords and Ladies. So that when this grand and, as they 
think, clenching argument comes to be summed \ip it amounts to 
this : — ‘ It is a crime,’ says ray Lord B., ‘ of the blackest die fm 
Lord A. to bring dishonor into my family, and one for which 
Lady B. at least deserves to be broken on the wheel, and afterwards 
thrown h la Jezebel to the dogs, as she has chosen to go there. 
It is true 1 have often j>laypd thesame^ame in Lord C.’s household, 
and have over-populated Joneses, Smiths, and Browns without 
end $ so that I have been obliged, with the expense I have been at 
in hushing up these * little affairs* alone, to screw my wife and my 
legitimate incumbrances down to the lowest possible figure. But 
that is very different ; men will be men.” 

I fear so to the end of the chapter,” sighed Mrs, Feroble, 
^^for, as you say, that is precisely their fallacious argument, 
and equally fallacious self-e.xtenuation for making and breaking 
laws as they please.” 

For a * moral country,* as we call ourselves, vice, and more 
particularly that particular vice, holds strange sway among us, and 
the reason is evident : both laws and punishments, to be effectual, 
must be two-sided; it is for that reason that the sword of justice 
is represented as a two-edged one ; but as our social and ecclesi- 
astical laws now stand, it would be just as wise to enable a father, 
at pleasure, to murder his children; but making it death by tor* 

’ ture for a child to murder his parent. Such an iniquitous law 
might and would create parricides, but never would or could pre- 
vent parricide ; for evil out of evil ever springs, directly or indi* 
rectlyj and, in like manner, till religion ceases to be couridered, 
as it at present is by our legislature, as a mere ttemssary fin in the 
wheel of ike State, and men are brought to believe that it is quite 
as heinous and as judgment-entailing for them to violate Gon’e 
InWy premedUatedly and spontaneously, as it is for weak, silly Women 
to be betrayed, cajoled, or entrapped into doing so, there will or 
can be no such thing as real morality among us. Why, evert in 
Bpacta, where they had neither the light nor the law of Christianity, 
they had more sense, and infinitely more justice, for, like parricide, 
they looked upon adulter}'' in either sex as a crime so horrible that 
they had no kw whereby to punish it, thus paying the Spartana 
the compliment of believing it impossible, for We all kaOw ihO 
story of the Spartan^ who, being asked by a etrangcr, ^ Whit was 
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tlie piinisliment for adulterers?’ replied, *We are Acquainted 
wiilv sucii a crime in Sparta.’ * But suppn*^/ stran- 
irer, ‘that sucb a crime were actual V whu would be 

the penalty?’ *Tbe aduUer-r Answered he, ^must pe to the 

injured party an oy- t I 

mountain that he may dnnk of the nver Eurotas on 

side/ ‘ But it is impossible/ said the stranger, smiling, 
'to find such an ox/ * It is just m possible/ replied Garadas, the 
Spartan, ^ as to find an adulterer among us/ And even in ancient 
Eome, not certainly during the dynasty of those ^clever men,* the 
Caesars, but at one period of her Commonwealth, for six hundred 


*years the crime was unknown ; so that the solitary instance, at the 
^ end of that time, of Corvilius Spuriosus repudiating his wife, has 
sent his name down to posterity. But among us, if ever there is a 
little gentle whispering about framing a law for the protection of 
women, it either carefully avoids going to the moral root of the 
question, or else quietly dies out as a parergy beneath the notice of 
the legislature. And, such being the ♦case, I confess I never see a 


lovely young creature — one of Heaven’s best hostages for making 
a right-minded, noble-hearted w’oman, like that charming girl we 
have just parted from, for instance — that I do not shudder to think 


^wkat her fate may be; for certain it is, and sad as true, that the 
I darkest fates are generally meted out in this world to the fairest 
I women— I mean fair within as well as without.” 


“ Ah ! is she not lovely ? I can’t tell you how my heart warmed 
^ to her, and how I longed to throw my arms about her neck, and 
tell her I had a right to do so/’ 

And why did you not ?” 

No, no; I know my ^etiquette to ladies,’ and/or governesses 
; better than that; and 1 assure you the timely recollection of ray 
position passed between her and me like the cold, deadly, but all- 
conquering shade of Theseus on Marathon, and at once smote me 
down into my lower sphere of poor relation.” 

** Though infinitely better born than the relation by marriage 
you were speaking to, yet I cannot, in truth, say better bred ; as 
Lady Florinda is really a most charming ^irl, who would even 
provoke a mother4n4aw to love her, and Jascinate a son-in-law into 
almost forgetting that her mother was a parvenu to the uttermost 
length and breadth of the term/* 

** My dear Sir Gregory,” smiled Mrs. PemWe, ** you forget that 
Lady de Basket ville’s father and brother, the worthy Manchester 
fdmggists, were also my husband’s father and grandmther,” 

» Aye! and, above all, we must mt forget our Morniny Post 
.and Cmrt Journal, or Court Boobjr Jumper, as it ought to be 
Miedi by not at the same time taking into the account the chyroistry 
of h^sraldry, which has transmuted the fudevant Lancashire 
Miss Bora Fenrhyn, into a countesa/’ 

Who, to do her justice, has gone beyond the ancestral chyihls- 
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of ^ perfect alcbymietic tour deforce in ih$i golden 

** Granted j and wbaj- ^barncimg manners she has !— ‘which' assort 
with her beauty as Well as he, did with her complejeion/* 

‘^Yes, and m England, I am sori^ w ,,ay, charming mWersare 
far more rate than charm mg faces. 

** Do you know, the onlj? good that I can contemmt,M^ result- 
ing from this horrid war is that the fusion with the Fi^ncu 
ehame us out of our accursed selfishness; which, after all, is the 
teal mildew of our manners, as well as of our morals.’* 


** And, above all, I hope it will shame us out of our rusty cant of 
attributing a superficial hollowness to the never- failing politeness 
of the French ; for look at the accounts of their tenderness, gene- 
rosity, and abnegation of self, amid all the horrible privations and 
perils of the (Crimea; and while in hugging our own bearishness 
we sneer at this charm of manner, it is to be hoped that we shall 
have both the gratitude and the generosity to sneer no longer, 
when we find that though it is guilty of lending grace to a ball- 
room, it positively gives an additional glory to a battle-field.*’ 

My good lady, the grace is the very thing we don’t forgive, for, 
being unable to emulate it, we find it shorter and sharper to call it 
insincerity ; and yet it is this very grace which gives the guinea- 
stamp of value to every kindness and to every compliment. 1 
believe no one ever thought Napoleon the First a fop or a frib^Je ; 
yet I can remember when I, as a lad of eighteen, being in Paris 
with my tutor, for the fites in celebration of the peace of Amiens, 
Lord Cornwallis, who was our Ambassador on the occasion, upon 
going on the day they commenced to the Tuilleries, was greatly 
surprised not to see another vehicle or equipage of any description 
in tne usually over-crowded streets but his own. Upon expressing 
his surprise at this singular and very unwonted circumstance^ he 
was then for the first time informed that the First Consul had 


E n orders that no carriage (including his own) but that of the 
lish Ambassador should be allowed to traverse the streets of 
s during the crowded throng, collected by the liord 
CSornwallis said, as well he might, that it was the fi^nest, because 
the most delicate, compliment he had ever received in his life,** 
Charming 1 ** said Mrs. Pemble ; truly, as yon say, the grace 
is the guinea-stamp. 1 suppose you jfenow that anecapte of Dr. 
young straying into the French camp during the war in Flanders ? 
No, I ao not. You rfleau the Mght Inoughts Dr. Toung V* 
*‘Yes.** 


** Fray let me hear it.** 

** Veil, I think that was another instance of the grace with wbich 
rijicy ennancJC a favour. Dr. Yopog, during the then trar in 
attwded the English army as almoner. One day, being dieeply 
absorbed in a volume of iEschylus, lie entered in nis revcfjie the 
camp rf thfi enemy I he was j^lsagteegfely «iirprji|c*| nt l^dihg 
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8plf aeked as a spyj and, taken before tbe French General. 
Young informed nim of bis name, upon which the Mar^chai 
ed apd said * that was a name fame had long made known to 
ai|d thereupon had refreshments brought, entertained him 
the greatest distinction, and finally had Mm led out of the 
p by a guard of honor/* 

Just like them! Had a French author, of fifty times Dr. 
ng' 8 celebrity, and a hundred times his genius, strayed into 
camp, provided we had ever heard of his name, and were con^ 
etl he was only guilty of the minor crime of authorship, and 
not k spy, we might have said, ‘ Let the poor devil go / but as 
^Stting and feasting him, and sending him out of the camp 
a guard of honor, we are by far too much occupied with cur- 
es, whether in peace or war, to waste so much time and trouble 
nother, and that other an enemy. But, to return to what I 
saying, as to the want of moral courage which eMsts in us 
as arule—l am now going honestly to confess that I, Gregory 
penfelt, old soldier though I be, am no exception to that rule ; 
I assure you I would rather mount a breach any day than 
T one with my sister Charity ; and it is astonishing the little 
“orizings, half measures, and tergiversations my pusillanimity 
ilty of, rather than have the courage to brave the storm, by 
ing to her at first any little hitch in the family cabinet, that 
■ be owned at last'* 

Ab, my dear Sir Gregory ! you are indeed no exception to the 
; but what strikes me as most strange in this want of moral 
age in men is, that they not only succumb, not to say cower, 
egular despotic viragoes, but are far more tolerant to, and of, 
u than they are of the slightest resolution and strength of 
“acter in other women, however trampling and outrage may 
goaded them into an honest resistance and aroused this 
mant firmness. As to the termagant by nature and practice, 
y seldom apply any opprobrious epithets, but suffer ana submit 
’’ence; 'whereas, for the woman who has no constitutional ill- 
per, only a lion-hearted moral courage to resist, by exposing, 
autocratic villany that may have become too dastardly for even 
rin to hear without turning upon the superior, hut cowardly, 
" ivKicXi attempts, under the warrant of impunity, to crush it, 
ocabulary contains sufficient vituperatjives, or no rubric suf- 
t anathemas, not only to satisfy the particular lord of the 
on opposed, but all his peers, who, considering that if ever 
en are allowed even the most feeble resistance under such cir* 
tance4, Or the slightest freedom of speech, their fiaiical orani- 
jee as the superior sex will be considerably jeopardmed, and 
ore they Instantly make common cause of it, and join in 
■ all th$^ can, by calumny, invective, and the projectiles 
bOttering-rateS of ^vixens,' ‘furies,* ‘devils,* ‘tartars,* and 
ONG-MiNDED WOMEN,* to blackcB and blight such insubar'^ 
te spirits/* 
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« Very true j and yet in eignaliing out some, ake I too many of 
you, for victims and martyrs to thk PBivitffiGEs oaoua 
It is yet a great compliment we, in spite of ourselves, are jJtying 
you oa 0 sea?. There is an exquisite piece of verbal enamel painting 
in Euskin’s * Modern Painters/ not on copper, but on grass* I 
know no gem like it in ancient or modern prose or verse* It has 
about it all the freshness of the daisy, all the sweetness^ of the 
violet, all the pureness of the morning dew, and all the truth of 
the nature to which, like the kisses of a south wind, it gives back 
to tbe full as many charms as it has borrowed from it* ^ter much 
that is equally beautiful, he says, ‘Look up towards the higher 
hills, where the waves of everlasting green roll silently into flieir 
long inlets among the shadows of the pines ; and we may perhaps 
at last know the meaning of those qmet words of the I47th Psalm, 
‘ He maketh the grass to grow upon the mountains*' There are 
also several lessons symbolically connected with this subject which 
we must not allow to escape us. Observe the peculiar characters 
of the glass which adapt it especially for the service of man^ are 
its apparent humility and cheerfulness — ‘ its humility, in that it 
seems created only for lowest service, appointed to be trodden on 
and fed upon ; its cheerfulness, in that it seems to exult, under all 
kinds of violence and suffering. You roll it, and it is stronger 
tbe next day ; you mow it, and it multiplies its shoots as if it were 
grateful j you trample upon it, and it only sends up a richer per- 
fume 5 spring comes, and it rejoices with all the earth, glowing 
with variegated flame of flowers, waving in soft depth of fruitful 
strength ; winter comes, and though it will not mock its fellow- 
plants by growing then, it will not pine and mourn, or turn colour- 
less, or leafless as they do ; it is always green, and is only the 
brighter and gayer for the hoar frost/ Now, with a few very 
trifling alterations, this beautiful description would do for your sex, 
and the relative position ours have assigned you. Your gentle- 
ness, your sweetness, and your humility being precisely the attri- 
butes which we consider fits you peculiarly for our service; and the 
more you are trampled on, the more we expect you should, grass-like, 
only rise up in grateful and additional sweetness, which, to do you 
justice, for a long, long, time, and under a great many and oft- 
repeated tramplings, is exactly what you do. Then again, bow 
applicable to the moral courage of your sex, its cheerfulness under 
its own misfortunes and its sympathy with those of others, is the 
pretty simile about the grass not mocking its fellow phntB by 
growing in winter, but still not pining and mourning, and turning 
colourless and leafless — in short, becoming useless as they do undei 
the chilling influences of a sad change. But one thing that some* 
times occurs to the poor, innocent, humble, much-enduring grass 
evan Mr. Euskin has forgotten to enumerate. I do not mean it* 
gentle sheen being scathed occasionfdly by lightning, for so mud 
more tempering mercy is there ever in toe afliictione that Com* 
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direct frdm God, compared with those imposed hy man, that pitying 
Heaven has only to weep a few showers upon its withered hopes, 

^ for a paraclete ol new flowers to spring up around it. But who 
has not seen certain barren patches where no verdure mU spring 
' again for all the planting, all the irrigating, and all the sunshine in 
the world not only on wild desolate heaths, but through high- 
ways and byeways. And who bas not been told the reason is, that 
‘ some dark deed of crime was once enacted there; — and from the 
same fell cause it is equally possible to irrevocably destroy the 
>5 humble, patient sweetness and oppression-defying ^asticity of the 
^ human herb ; and when such is the case, have nothing to do 
^ but rail at it as an ungrateful, and unprofitable servant/' 

” I must say/* said Mrs, Pemble, that the beauty of your 

{ simile does not at all derogate from its tnith. But I wish you 
would give me a silhouette of my pupils.** 

No, ril tell you nothing about them, as I wish you to find 
them out for yourself, except that as I think I before told you, 
Charley is a bit of a coward, but has a kind heart ; only the worst 
of it Is, he can*t be quiet about what he does, whether it is giving 
^ a penny to a beggar or saving a pup from drowning. Like many 
older pople, be must take out his good deeds in publicity ; — but 
#I shall leave you to turn that to account. May and Linda are de- 
^Fcidedly pretty, and I only think it fair to tell you that any little 
^vulgarisms you may detect in them are more acquired than 
natural to them, and therefore whenever you correct them you'll 
be sure to hear ‘ Miss Prosser used to say ; or Miss Prosser 
used to do it.* '* 

And who was Miss Prosser ? ' 

“Their last teacher of modern slip-slop." 

“And what was she like?" 

“ If you mean physically, it*8 hot so easy to tell you, as she was 
very brown, and very broad, and very short, surmounted by a 
very white cap — so that she immediately gave one the idea of being 
j a moving panorama of a very large molehill, with a mushroom 
growing on the top of it. She had kept an ‘ Establishment for 
I young ladies* in a county town, of which she w’^as, or fancied she 
/was, one of the magnates, and was as vulgar as those three facts 
, could make her ; in short, whut she would have called her * 

,}teel manners' consisted in sitting u]>on the precipice of her chair, 
|thkt is its extreme edge, carefully placing her knife and fork in pa- 
irallel lines on her plate to announce that she had finished her din- 
’/ler, and when she wanted bread or anything else at dinner, instead 
''calling for it in the assured voice that less *^mtmV people do, 
.re would say to whatever servant happened to be near her, in her 
’nost subdued voice, * 1*11 take a small piece more bread, phase i 
i^hiOh gave rise to a ridiculous scene once, of which the children 
_.hi me. Charity and I were passing the day in Chester to go to 
vhe race-baltj and Gifbrd, my butler, had had leave to go out, so 
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iliat Sims# a footman I have since i3ischarge4 for ^mnketiness^ 
w^ed at their dinner# and being more or less in that happy state 
at the time, upon Miss Prosser with her usual moderation and hii** 
miHty# resting on her oars — that is, lapng down her knife and fork 
and saying — ‘ I’ll take a small pieee more cauliflower, ^leasSf 
Sims }’ he did not hand her the vegetable dish, but putting it over 
her shoulder emptied its triple contents on her plate, saying— 
‘ Take as much as yon like, old girl!' Of course she rode to church# 
and all that sort of thing, and did not &e-grudge the young ladies 
anything when they had said their -lessons well, and was always 
asking one or the other of them to kel^ her fetch some forgotten 
parcel of books or work — so that Charley jfave her the sobriquet of 
‘ I’he Fetch/ though never was ghost so like a feather bed/^ 

“ May I ask,” said Mrs, Pemble, whether you have told Miss 
Kerapenfelt who lam?” 

Apropos ! I’m glad yon have reminded me of that No, I 
have not# for without your permission 1 did not like to do so ; and 
perhaps it is better not, though her ignoring the truth may subject 
you to more than is pleasant of her captious caprices ; for Pll do 
her the justice to say, that did she know, not even the badness of 
her temper# I think, would predominate over the goodness of 
her heart.” 

** For that matter, my dear Sir Gregory ^ depend upon it, it 
would take a great deal to make me resent anything your sister 
could say or do to me.” 

Here they stopped at Shrewsbury, and a tropical-looking gentle- 
man got in, who, from the innumerable hands he had to snake on 
the platform, and the unusual heat of the weather, looked as the 
artist has made “ that popular singer” Mr. Henry Russell look, in 
the portrait that “looms” above one of his songs — namely, the 
victim of perspiration and })opularity. To a contemplative mind, 
even a stout gentleman on a sultry day getting into a nulway-car- 
riage, can furnish additional instances of the symmetrical equipoise 
with which Nature balances her own superfluities and counter- 
balances her own deficiencies ; and this was peculiarly exemplified 
in the wide expanse of broad-cloth now gradually developing itself 
before the two travellers, for its lining, after having bung up its 
hat and unfurled The Times, nay, “ the very body of the times, 
its form and presvsure,” which nearly put out Mrs. Femble's left 
eye. while Sir Gregory was almost c-qually blinded by a flash from 
Goicop da# which darted from the facets of an enonmm diamond- 
ring tW adorned the Utile finger (if anything so large could be m 
called) of the very Ethiopiamlooking hand of the stout gentleman# 
who* haYing alrewy plunged deep into the leading article, his com^ 
panions had an opporl unity of taking an inventory of his fiersoii- 
als ; m4 the flrst thing that struck them both simultaneously was 
lus harsh# very dark brown hair, which was not only the very best 
^ imitation of a wig which real hair had ever achieved, but was also 



so dry and mrclied that it made one thirsty to look at it ; and 
it seemed to nave the same effect tipon his own very swarthy face, 
as^ with the bcfere*alltided*to heantiful counterbalancing system of 
nature, tkot sending forth innumerable little meandering rills, 

‘^At all events,” thought Mrs. Fenrhyn, as she contemplated 
this curious Joxta-position of the arid and the fertile before her, 

* In the desert a fountain is springing ! * " 

No doubt,” thought Sir Gregory, as the result of his conclu^ 
sions on the same subject, the truth of it is that our friend the 
hippopotamus there was modelled after Plutarch’s dictum of the 
poems of Aristophanes, and that he also was not composed for the 
pleasure of any ordinary mortal.” 

An opinion in which he was confirmed by the stout gentleman, 
after carefully eyeing him and Nfrs. Penrhyn with the scrutiny of a 
detective, preserving a profound and discreet silence for the rest of 
the way. 

*^You know the story of Trefungus, I suppose?” said Sir 
Gregory, leaning across and speaking sotto poce to Mrs. Penrhyn, 
at the expiration of a three hours’ silence, ** No, I do not,” smiled 
she, but I dare say it’s very applicable.” 

Trefungus,” resumed Sir Gregory, ‘‘ was once travelling for 
four days, with only one victim, in the mail (for it was in the days 
of mail coaches) during which ninety-four hours Trefungus never 
uttered a word, and looked so formidable that the victim dared not 
venture to do so either. At length, on the fourth morning, being 
awakened by a bright sun, and seeing they were rattling through 
the place of their destination, victim pulls off his nightcap, and, 
joyously rubbing his bands ventures in the exuberance of his 
delight to pointedly address his companion with the incontroverti- 
ble observation of ' A fine morning, Sir ?’ ‘ I didn’t say it wasn’t 1’ 
growled Trefungus ; and so ended this ineffectual attempt at con- 
versation, — ^and our journey too, for here we are, thank goodness 1 
at Mold. P 


CHAPTER IX, 

MAY, LINDA, CHARLEY, AND dHARITY WHO BEGINS 
AT HOME. 

Upon arriving at the Mold station, there were there assemhied 
the usual numoer of expectant friends and waiting vehicles, and 
amoiig the latter, in an open carriage, the first in the line, 
Mrs, f emWe espied two lovely faces, which differed more in kind 
than in degree; for there was in the slightly elder of the two a 
lov^ness, as it were, and loftiness of expression, which, like a 
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star, seemed to float apart, in a higher and purer atmosphere pf its 
own t and yet, thongh the beauty of the other came nearer tojbat 
of earth, it was mt ** of the earth, earthy, but like one of tbose 
soft, luxuriant blushes which the warm kisses of the sun, stealthily 
conveyed through the low wbisfierings of the summer air, cause 
earth to glow with, when she answers him in flowers. 

Oh, Beauty ! a fatal gift thou mayest be, from being the most 
potent which Fate, in all her vast treasury has to bestow, since 
** tlmt divinity which doth (but) hedge a king ** straight hierarchs 
tke$ into omnipotence! — for what heart under the subtile in- 
fluences of thy unfathomable spells but silently hymns tby praise, 
and subscribes to thy ritual as Spenser* wrote it 1 — from indeed 
feeling that 

« — every spirit, as it is most pure. 

And hath in it the more of heavenly light, 

So it the fairer bodie doth procure 
I'o habit in, and it more fairly delight 
With chearful grace and amiable sight : 

For of the soule the bodie form doth take’-- 
The soule in forme, and doth the bodk make. 

Therefore wherever that thou dost behold 
A coraelie corpse f with beautie fair endewed. 

Knows this for certaine, that the same doth hold 
A beauteous soule, with fair conditions thewed, 

Fit to receive the seed of virtue strewed ; 

For all that faire is, is by nature good — 

That is a sign to know the gentle blood/' 

Oh, what two lovely faces ! ** exclaimed Mrs. Pemble, pointing 
them out to Sir Gregory as soon as she had got out of the rail- 
way carriage. 

Why, those are ray two monkeys,*' said be, hastening on to- 
wards them ; but before he could reach the carriage they had 
alighted, and already their arms were round his neck. 

** And where’s Charley ? ” he inquired, as soon as he had kissed 
them both. 

“ Oh 1 *’ replied the youngest girl, with difficulty^suppressing a 
laugh, and colouring till her cheeks literally became like — 

A red, red rose that's newly sprung in June," 

as she slightly and timidly glanced at Mrs. Pemble, we could 
not get him to come/' 

** Oh ! I understand," laughed Sir Gregory ; ‘‘ but see I here is 
the formidable ogress I’ve brought you. Mrs. Pemble, here are 
only two of your fold,— this is May, and this Linda ; the Mack 
ahe^ remained at home." 

May Egerton took Mrs. Pemble’s proffered hand with a natural 
grace and kindliness of manner which Miss Prosser's profindaism 

* See his ** Hymn in Honor of Beauty/^ 

f Body. 
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toai « 0 t!>eew abk dtber to prim or parse out and little 

5Littda so hr like a sbeep that she immediately followed her 
sixer’s lead ; and as soon as the introduction was over and they 
were all seated, and the horses* heads turned towards Baron’s 
Court, which was about two miles from the /station, May said — 

** (grandpapa was only jesting, Mrs. Pemble, for indeed Charley 
li ii&f a black sheep ; but the maids frighten him with all sorts of 
foolish tales, and last night, because be would not go to bed, they 
told him the governess that grandpapa was to bring back was a 
great deal uglier than Miss Prosser, and knew very well how to 
manage naughty boys.*" 

‘^Oonie, then, at that rate,** laughed Sir Gregory, ** there is 
every excuse for Charley ; for I don’t know any amount of courage, 
including that of Mars himself, that \fould voluntarily face any- 
thing uglier than Miss Prosser,** 

“Don’t be alarmed, my dear Miss Kgerton; not even Sir 
Gregory, whose opinions I so much respect upon all other subjects, 
shall prejudice me against your little brother, as I am obstinacy 
itself about my pupils, and never allow any one’s judgment to 
interfere with ray own.** 

“ Which I am not surprised at in a person who has had so many 
pupils, and, therefore, has necessarily so large an experience,” 
Dowed he with a degree of mock solemnity that nearly made 
Mrs, Pemble laugh out loud ; so to relieve her from her em- 
barrassment he said, turning to his grand* daughters, “ And how 
is Aunt Charity ? ** 

“Oh, she’s got one of her bad headaches,” replied Linda, 
biting her pretty lips, as if to bite into an expression of suitable 
concern an insulmrdinate little smile that was playing round the 
corners of hei* mouth. 

“ Ah I that means,” said Sir Gregory, sot to voce to Mrs. Pemble, 
“tjiatthe barometer is at stormy; nerveus indicates wet, and we 
are sw^e of hysterics, but want of sleep is the most portentous of 
all ! for that foretells thunder. Poor Charity ! after her jjains and 
aches, literature is her hobby ; and as she fancies herself a Mecjsenas 
in muslin, and that this crotchet is pretty well known throughout 
I the country, there is not a parish clerk who thinks fit to do any 
I of the Psalms into, doggerel, or an usher who, without benefit of 
I clergy, neglects boys and birch (the alliteration should be in- 

i separable) to filter or filch from Potter’s ex<|uifiite translations of 
IBophoclcei JSschyius, or Kuripides, who cannot to a certainty 
egleukte upon keeping all plethoric symptoms from her ex- 
chequer; but when any of these intellectual minnows solicit the 
favour of a personal interview, in order to have the benefit of her 
ceusorship, we sometimes have the richest scenes imaginable; for 
\ Charity is very' deaf — not, indeed, to the appeals made on the 
virtue whose name she bears — but organically so. And as she 
will not use a trumpet, at least to her ear, the quid pro quos which 
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sometimes ame in tliese ‘literary and ackn^fic* eanveraatkna 
nre inconceivably ridiculous. Sbe caught the Hues in ear^ 
from an unfortunate contact with Madame dd Stael and ptr 
Humphry Davey. 1 used rather to encoura^fe her intercourse 
with liim, thinking he might, perhaps, charitably give, or lend her 
a safety lamp to avoid the Corinne precipice ; but no, and to this 
day, though now sixty-two, poor Charity is draped and turTOned 
as if she also were perched as a warning ^ the crows on the top 
*of Cape Mecaenas ; and, I verily believe, if it were not for a whdk^ 
some fear of Bedlam and strait waistcoats, which I do all I can 
to encourage, we should not escape even the lyre, or the palm 
branch/* , 

Though Mrs. Perable could not help smiling at Sir Gregory s 
sketch of his sister, as she was too well bred to join in Such a 
theme, in order to change the conversation, she remarked on the 
extreme beauty of the surrounding scenery, 

“Why, yes/* replied he, “it would be difficult in North Wales 
to discover anything that was ugly except the character of the 
people, who are selfish, uncouth, and ungrateful to a degree; 
indeed, it is to me one of the many anomalies of Nature, which, 
like Nature’s God, are *pasi finding out/ why it is that, speaking 
natiomllyt the natives of mountainous countries, born and bred 
amid beautiful scenery, instead of being more elevated and refined 
in their moral attributes, and more poetical and expanded in ihrit 
intellectual ones, under the influences of such external beauty and 
gramleur, (which if it did not q^uite steep, would at least, one 
should think, stimulate their spints to a nobler standard of ex- 
cellence,) are, on the contrary, with the few exceptions that prove 
the rule, the most money- scrajnng, money-hoarding, selfish, satur- 
nine, matter-of-fact, literal, unimaginative, coarse-minded, coarse- 
mannered, and without going to the extremes of Alpine and 
Apennine cretinism— -if we except their sleepless shrewdness and 
avidity for gain— the most intellectually-below-par people in the 
world/* 

“ It does, indeed, at the first view of the matter seem strange ; 
but I think the reason of it is,** SfJid Mrs. Pemble, “ that amid all 
the prodigality, luxuriance, grandeur and beauty of mountainous 
countries, human existence is difficult in the extreme, and human 
intercourse ‘ few and far between/ In the first instance, the ever^ 
straining to Supply mere physical wants, and the strict economy 
requisite for the hoarding and eking them out when supplied, by 
putting the human animal much on a par with beasts and birds of 
prey, must of necessity engender those two most unamiabk and 
repulsive qualities— acquisitiveness and selfishness. With regard 
to the second, as 

* The proiMir study of mankind is man,* 
mk It th® only study that can develope and iw^rovo the two appa- 
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anfcaflrpnistic principles, bat in reality parallel ones, of social 
and self-love, implanted more or less in every human being. It 
is this intercourse with our fellow -creatures which can alone make 
us find our ovyn level, or rise above that of others. As stones, 
however they may differ in size or genus, all appear equally un- 
gainly and useless in the bed of a dried-up river ; so are our very 
virtues and capacities rugged and unavailing till they have been, in 
some degree, smoothed and moulded into their proper places by the 
full current of human events, and the alternate ebb and flow of 
human opinions ; for I don’t believe that anything can either 
impart or supply the place of those hard lessons in which the world 
teaches such true and universal knowledge — no, not even the 
flights of genius itself, whose pinions for the most part are more 
lite those of Icarus than of eagles ; besides, Geniuses are by no 
means as common as cowslips, for truly says Virgil — 

* Apparmt ran nantes in gurgito msto / 

and we don’t so much care for what we meet with here and there 
in the great gulf of Time, adown which we ourselves are hurried 
too rapidly to pause long over its wonders. What we want is, the 
genial atmosphere of every-day social intercourse, which enables 
us not only to breathe more freely, but also lightens the burden of 
life we have to bear ; and the reason, 1 think, that we seldom And 
this social reciprocity among mountaineers is, as I before said, 
from their individuality being toojnuch cultivated, and their never 
having learnt humanity in the only school it can he acquired, 
namely, among their fellow-creatures.” 

don’t doubt but you are right,” said Sir Gregory, ‘^for 
everything that contracts the heart and narrows the mind must 
deteriorate both, and it is this which makes the society of provin- 
cial towns and all small places so offensively detestable. * Ok 
nous charmonSi nous sommes charmis/ says M. Adolphe Houditot, 
a very graceful modern French writer ; and of course nice versdj 
and in all narrow circles, sets, cliques, colonies, and provinces, the 
* heal habitation and the name * is the thing. Consequently, as 
interlopers, the four cardinal Virtues, the three Graces, and the 
nine Muses would have no chance against those ‘ oldest inhabi- 
tants,’ the seven deadly Sins.” 

Oh, what a charming place I” exclaimed Mrs, Pemble, as the 
cafriage entered the lodge-gates at Barones Court, 

I It a nice old place ; at least I like it.” 

“ ‘^ Bnt there is nothing grandpapa is m fond of as his trees,” 

! said May. ^ 

"No, now that’s not true, May,” cried Linda, starting up and 
throwing her arms round her grandfather’s neck, " for you love 
May, ‘ana Charley, and wie better; don’t you, grandpapal” 

" Well, I rather think I do, when you are good ; but I plead 
guilty to being very proud of my timber. I have some oaks which 

D2 
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are thirteen hundred yeiirs old, which PU show you to-morrow, 
Mrg* Pemble. It will be a pity if 

He sighed, and did not finish the sentence; but Mrs. Pemble 
guessed he was thinking of that heavy mortgage which was not 
yet paid off, and so, as a turn in the drive throxigh the park 
brought them in view of the lake on one side, and of the house 
at some distance off on the other, she now began to admire both, 
but more especially the latter, which was an Early Tudor pile of 
building, w^ith its sprucely-fretted gables, gilt vanes and inullion 
windows all now standing boldly out, under the beautifying influ- 
ence of the evening sun. As they approached the house the air 
was embalmed with the perfume of new-mown hay, and that piney- 
strawherry odour peculiar to the purple clover flowers. 

You see,” said Sir Gregory, “ how late we are with our bay 
here, this year— indeed, later than usual, as we generally have it 
in by the latter end of June.” 

As he was speaking, and as the carriage approached the house, 
a tall figure of a lady dressed in white, flung down a rake, with 
which she had been gracefully doing a little amateur haymaking, 
and walked majestically towards the house, followed, or rather 
preceded, by a little boy, who bounded on before her with the 
velocity of a mountain goat. 

”Ha! ha! ha!” laughed Sir Gregory, ’‘there goes Charley, 
flying from the ogress, and Corinne has actually been making 
bay ; disappointed in finding an Oswald (for which Jf, as mights 
ham-heen brother-in-law, am trdly thankful) or some other beau 
ideal, I suppose, like too many other women, she took the first 
rake that came in her way.” 

“ I am sorry if I have frightened Miss Kempenfelt away,” said 
Mrs. Pemble. 

“ Oh, no I Fm sure aunt Charity is gone in to dress for dinner, 
for I dare say, till she saw the carriage, she had no idea hoiy late 
it was,” rejoined May, at which her grandfather looked his ap- 
proval, and, in alighting, patted her cheek. 

‘‘ I must admire the outside of the house before I go inio it/* 
said Mrs. Pemble, standing out on the lawn in order to do sp. 

, “The other side is much the prettiest,” cried little Linda, bold- 
ing out her hand, “ if you’ll come with me.” 

“ I shall be very happy to go with you,” assented Mrs. Peuihle, 
taking the little hand thus offered to her; “but will not 
Miss Egerton be of our party too ?” added she, giving her msui 
to May. 

“ The reason that Linda thinks the other side of the housSe’tbe 
prettiest— and Fm not sure but what she is right — is, that it is 
Ij^rfmly embowered in foliage of one kind or another,” put in 
Sir Gregory. 

And Mrs. Pemble could not refrain from an ejcckmatian of 
debgbt when she beheld the magnificent Westeria, with its luiuri** 
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ant clusters of purjile, grape-like flowers,, which covered one side of 
the house, iududirr^ the gables and chimhev-stacks ; ‘'but/* added 
she, “ I must confess my ignorance, for I don’t know the name of 
that beautiful creen|^ on the other side, with its large, heart- 
shaped leaves of to velvety a texture, and its curious tufts of 
flowers ; but I dare say my Utile pupils will kindly enlighten me ?’* 

**Ohl what is the name of it, May? fori never can remem- 
ber it/’ 

“And I’m like you, Linda, for I never can either,” said 
' Sir Gregory. 

May, thus unanimously appealed to, said — ”Aberfield calls it 
an Aristollochia/’ 

“ Aberfield is my head gardener,” said Sir Gregory ; and as 
Ms father was head gardener at Hampton Court in George the 
Third’s time, he fancies himself an oracle— though, indeed, like 
most Scotchmen, he is a very good gardener.” 

While they were still admiring the luxuriant beauty of the 
Aristollochia a dinner-gong, sounded. 

“ There is the half-hour beU, May, love ; you bad better shew 
Mrs. Petnble to her room,” said Sir Gregory. ” Stay,” added he, 
addressing the latter, “ I dare say you won*t mind going in at the 
back of the house, and it will save you the trouble of going round,” 

They then entered, going down a few old steps, into a low, 
gothic, wainscoted hall hung with fishing and shooting tackle of 
every description, and, besides antlers, with several stuffed birds, 
including owls, herons, an albatross, and an eagle, while on the 
wall on either side the high mantel-piece were two ©normoua 
prints five feet long, glazed and framed in plain black oak frames, 
but much discoloured by time, from having no glass over them. 
One of these prints represented the egr^ous vanity of that 
equally egregious old hypocrite. Queen Elizabeth, dancing a 
La Volta at Lord Northampton’s %vedding, to refute the Due 
D’Anjou’s true bill of her having the evil in her ankles, which, 
had it been confined to them, and had not raged in her heart as 
it did, would have done little harm to any one but herself. And 
this wedding ball, be it remembered for the sake of the admirers 
of that great Protestant Princess and the benefit of modern 
Sabbatarians, took place of a Sunday ! The pendant print repre- 
sented the greatest enormity in the reign of her vile old pedant of 
a successor, James the First, in the execution of Sir Walter Raleigh. 
The artist had chosen the moment where that ^eat, because good, 
than (with the one exception of his having whifled tobacco into 
IS.ngland) had ascended the scafibld, and was in the act of testing 
tneisharpness of the axe, while his memorable words of ” This is a 
shatp inedicine, hut om which cures all cOTnplaints*^ figured on a 
scroH proceeding from his mouth, according to the Bartholomew- 
Fair taste of those times. This, however, did not prevent the 
grdupiiig of the crowd below, and the universal yet varied 
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sion of mef consternation in tbeir diier^t o<p 2 ioi|enance 8 fr^ 
Jbeing aainirat)ly depicted, as they walked ArOiigh this hall, 
Mrs, Femble was particularly struck, on looking mto a long 
wafne<^oted room, the door of #hich was open, at its gemdm 
Elizabethan appearance, for besides the old carved high-backed 
anras chairs, the gold of which was nearly obliterated by time* and 
the leather rendered as smooth and polished as the wood, this 
room was strewed with fresh green rushes; and on the long oak 
table, which had a frame all round the bottom of it for those who 
sat at it to put their feet upon, stood at either end two high 
pewter flagons, such as are now seldom seen except in Teniers* 
pictures and in Bohemia, or in Wardour-street. 

“ Oh, what a dear old room !’* said Mrs. Pemble, looking into it. 

** Ah, that’s the steward’s room,” said Sir Gregory, “ and, as 
you perceive, I persist in pewter, as I really believe all the old 
farmers think the audit-ale tastes better out of it. As for the 
rushes, they are a fancy of mine, that there might be one room in 
the house garnished in its pristine fashion.” 

** Only that I rather think,” said Mrs. Pemble, that, except 
within the actual precincts of the Court, or in the old Baronial 
Halls, during one of Elizabeth’s progresses, our ancestors seldom 
enjoyed the luxury of rushes as fresh as these.” 

Quant & gela, as to the freshness, I am somewhat epicurean, 
as I don’t care a rush for them unless they are fresh ; so the rule 
is that every morning by eight o’clock this room is fresh strewed, 
or else Jenkins, my steward, might sing — 

‘ The ' hardest * time that e*er I spent 
I spent among the rushes 01*” 

The stairs leading from this ball, although a back flight, were 
very wide and flat, of old dark oak, with those exceedingly thick 
iormde balustrades, with a flat bannister a foot and a half wide* 
which date from the beginning of Henry the Eighth’s time, and 
the large lattice-window on the flrst landing was so high from the 
ground, that it had to be opened and shut, like a church window, 
with pulleys. At this landing Sir Gregory left them, and turned 
down the left gallery, while May and Linda conducted Mrs. Pemble 
ddwn the opposite one which led to her bedroom ; but, as in most 
houses of that date, there were windows all along one side of t^is 
galkry, looking down upon the great hall till it came to the mpsic 
gaBcry, which was of course open, Mrs. Pemble now stoppedl an4 
moked down upon the really old armour, banners, and pprtrs^ts 
below; and what particularly attracted her attention, as she coul4 
not well make out what they were, were two massive blocks 
diver m two ^irackets on either side of a large sea-piece, represfjni- 
ing ah engagement between an old English vessd and a. Spaflish, 

gj^eon m tne fimne date ; so, honestly confessing her ignoraneei 
mt aikhd hCr young companions what the? were. 
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doubt,” said May^^'ths first pme that Sir 
f raticis Bi'akfj took was a Spanish galleon — the ' San Antonio* — 
which, when he boarded, he found full of gold doubloons and silver 
hriehs. Well, that picture represents the action, and those two 
wedges of silver that you see on those brackets, are two of those 
identical silver bricks found in the ‘ San Antonio/ The way in 
which they came into grandpapa*s possession was throuj^h an 
uncle of his— poor Adnairal Kempenfelt, who went down m the 
* Eoyal Geo^e,’ — as his grandfather had married a descendant of 
Sir Francis Drdke, who had those bricks, with many other things, 
as heirloorna/’ 

“How very interesting !” said Mrs. Pemble. “ Fra so glad they 
should have come to Sir Gregory, who has so much good taste that 
he deserves them, I see, now, that those brackets are in bronze, 
and in the shape of culverins ; but 1 think he evinces such good 
taste in keeping up that rush-strewed room below I” 

“ I don’t think,’* rejoined May, “ that that is a mere piece of 
good taste of grandpapa’s. I think it is more one of his invent 
tioiis to do an act of kindness, without appearing to do it ; for he 
says mere almsgiving only encourages idleness, and degrades poor 
people lower than those who are better off* have any right to 
degrade them, and so he is always contriving something to be done 
about the place that the poor may fancy^they are earning the money 
he gives them. I don’t think in all jBaron’s Court anything ap- 
proaching to a Weed is to be found, from the numbers of old 
women employed in uprooting them. Then the hospital at Chester 
requires an incessant supply of snails and plum-tree gum. Neither 
will any of us ever have goitres, if eating watercressea will prevent 
them i and those rushes were never thought of till last year, when 
there was litii^rally votking left to give poor old TaTey and Tamar 
Lloyd to do, until grandpapa took a sudden fancy for having the 
8t<5Vard*s room strewed every morning with fresh rushes, which 
gives these poor old souls a snilling a-day for gathering them just 
at rile back of their cottage; and, as their grandson, Davey, gets 
a shilling a dozen for all the shrew mice he can catch, they do 
pretty well.” 

“ My dear Miss Egerton, you have only given me an additional 
proof of Sit Gregory’s good taste, for good feeling is the source of 
all such.” 

And she ihoughl, as she entered the large and comfortable, 
tbbugh tapestried bed-room appointed for her, how much more 
genial and vivifying w^as the quiet but glorious sun of this 
fine old English gentleman’s spherical benevolence than the 
Brummagen pyrotechnic, but withal, most profitable philan- 
thropy (?), which explodes in three-halfpenny weekly, or shilling 
mopimy serials ; or even than the pantheistic spiritualism^ or the 
bearish ^blism and smoky synecdoches of German MunujUB-A- 
pHTSxcsl although he hud the misforttme to he well-bofn, and 
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guilty Cf flunkey as the, alas! usual aeqnence of that 
oi*igmal sin. 

May, having promised to come for Mrs. Pemhle to show her the 
way to the drawing-room, after having asked her if she should not 
send Grant, their maid, to her, now left her to change her own 
dress, for it was what Miss Kempenfelt called one of Sir Gregory's 
extraordinary crotchets that May, and Linda, and the governess 
should always dine with them; and, for her part, she was tired of 
those governesses, who were each one more ignorant, vulgar, and 
illiterate than the other ; and it wub bard that she, who had Ustmid 
to Madame de Stael, conversed with Sir Humphry Davey, reparteed 
with Rogers, moonlighted with Moore, caballed with Campbell, 
and been in love with Lord Byron for four-and-twenty hours 
Under the conscientious conviction that the passion was reciprocal, 
should be condemned to such society ; and consequently it was to 
the atmosphere being surcharged with more governesses that Miss 
Charity attributed her headache on that particular day — so sympa- 
thetically did she feel for the manner in which these modern slip- 
slopians broke poor Priscian’s head. Therefore, when Mrs. 
Pemble made her appearance in the drawing-room and was pre- 
sented to Miss Charity, that lady was dignified and distant in the 
extreme, but, having watched her narrowly with both her eyes and 
ears during dinner, she said to herself, for she was not yet arrived 
at that pitch of candour which could have induced her to make 
such a declaration pro bono publico^ “ Well, really, wherever he got 
her, Gregory seems to have picked up a gentlewoman at last,'* 
Moreover, Miss Charity, having been a beauty herself, appreciated 
and admired beauty in others, and of that Mrs. Pemble (who was 
but ninc-and-tbirty, and who did not look so old by ten years) ha<i 
a considerable share. With regard to Miss Charity herself, she 
had elongated into a sort of human thread-paper, and the super- 
fluity of lace falals and lappets which, after a weeping willow 
fashion, she always wore about her head, added to the similitude, 
as they gave her the appearance of the thread at the top being 
untidily kept, and pulled out with that degree of haste which in all 
things militates against neatness. All epitaphs are more or less 
false, and those which Time with his bard stylus graves on the 
human face divine** or otherwise, as the case may he, is no ex- 
ception to the general rule, as age he sometimes mellows with a 
comelv fading, which leads to the erroneous belief that beauty 
must nave dwelt there in youth, whereas themost radiant loveliness 
he as often causes totally to vanish, till. 

Like the baseless fabric of a vision. 

It leaves not a wrack behind. 

Now the autocrat had not dealt foife so harshly with Charitv 
Kempenfelt, as he had surrounded her pale, shadowy featurpsivitn 
a sort of aqueous, moon-beamy halo, which allowed wandering 
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imagination to still find beauty among their ruins. Winter and 
iuhimer her evening costume was white muslin (and no crinoline), 
from which she never deviated. Time, indeed, kdd thinned her 
fiowing hair, but as it 'lyas still unsilvered by his touch, the, dark, 
lank, disconsolate braids that descended irregularly about her 
cheeks only added by their invidious contrast to the pallor of the 
latter, and to that of her lack-lustre (once dark blue) eyes. Upon 
the whole, considering how far she had advanced in the virgin- 
thorn blight, she was by no means venomous, having — such as 
they were — resources within herself; for, as she was wont to say, 
the autumn of her days was divided between Hygea and Helicon, 
or, as her brother less sentimentally expressed it, between poetry 
and pills. 

After dinner, as soon as the dessert appeared, and just as Miss 
Charity had condescended to address a bucolic remark to Mrs. 
Pemble about the hay, a somewhat fierce struggle appeared to be 
going on at the dining-room door, and the following fragments of 
an altercation were heard : — 

Come now. Master Charles ; don’t be so silly j you shan’t 
have no dessert if you don’t go in directly.” 

” No, no, I wont ! Tell Gifford to ask Linda to bring me up 
two apricots and a good bi^ bit of cake.” 

I tell you wbat, Sir,” said Sir Gregory, rising and going to 
the door, and vi et armis dragging in the kicking, struggling, 
anti Curio dolce, you’ll either come in or go to bed directly.” 

At which fiat Master Charley hung his head, and nearly pulled 
one of the little gold Spanish buttons off his very pretty dark blue 
velvet blouse, but made no further resistance, and at length quietly 
anchored beside his grandpapa’s chair. He was very like his 
younger sister, though not quite so pretty; still with the same 
dazzling akin and complexion, dark blue eyes, with long lashes, 
|>©ach*like cheeks, and thick golden hair, with what his sisters 
called “such an innocent wave in it.” Having eaten some straw- 
berry ice, which apparently had imparted a little cool courage to 
him, he ventured to raise his eyes and look furtively round the 
table, and then vid that interdicted channel, a whisper, he said to 
Bir Gregory — 

“Grandpapa, where is the new governess ?” 

“ There she is,” replied he, out loud, to the querist’s great con- 
sternation — “ that lady in black, with a large rose in the bosom of 
}m dress. Go over and speak to her.” 

^*Coine!” said Mrs. Pemble, seconding the invitation, “for Fra 
very anxious to see that little Charley, who, 1 hear, believes in 
ogresses. He must be such a funny little fellow to have such 
ridiculous ideas I” 

Charley, modestly triumphant at being among so large a 
majority m those who have ridiculous ideas, without further 
dcftiur wslked over to her, and first staring at her from head to 
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foat;» m if he had been taking an inventory of her for a police 
report, and seemingly much re^assured by his investi^^ion, 
though he still cautiously kept his hands behind his hack, at 
length said, in a voice perfectly audible and assured-—" 

“ But are you really the governess though 

I indeed; ,and now, notwithstanding that terrible con- 
fession, will you give me a kiss 

** Ob, yes ; as many as you like, for you look very nice to kiss 5 
but, on account of Miss Prosser, I made it a rule I never would 
kiss gov^ernesses.’* 

Ba ! Ha ! ha!— a ' rule^ you can’t do better than keep to, as 
you get on in the world. Master Charley,” laughed Sir Gregory. 

But Charley, putting the laugh on the wrong fact, thought tliey 
were laughing at his having kissed Mrs. Femble; and as children 
invariably fancy that when any of their sayings or doings create a 
laugli, that their wit is admired, he now encored himself by throw- 
ing nis arms round her neckband giving her half-a-dozen sonorous 
salutes. 

Hey day, Mr. Charley ! it seems there is no rule, even when 
made by such matured wisdom as yours, without an exception ; 
and Pm only afraid you’ll go from one extreme to the other, and 
devour the ogress instead of her devouring you,” said Sir Gregory. 

She’s not an ogress,” vehemently protested Charley. 

**I never said she w'as, but I know who did. Neither do I 
consider myself a hunks.” 

“Are you fond of dogs?” inquired Charlev, laying both his 
hands on Mrs. Pemble’s shoulders as he sat on her lap, and in his 
loudest voice, so as to drown his grandpapa’s want of tact in 
alluding to so extremely disagreeable a subject. 

« y^fy fond of them,” replied she. 

** Oh, Pm so glad ! then you shall see Swiftpaws, And of cats 
too ?” 

“ Well, I can’t say that I like all cats as I do all dogs. But I 
hme some very intimate cat friends; indeed, Pve just left one 
whom I was very sorry to leave and she sighed as she thought 
of poor Tim, Sdrah Nash, and Mr. Phippen, and could almost 
fancy she heard Tim's melancholy mew along the dreary, wain- 
scoted hall in the gloomy house in Church-street, and* ihsxt she 
oould see poor Sarah’s red eyes, as she sat by her consumptive 
kitchen fire, and that she heard good old Mr. Fhippen’s creaking 
boots (once her only music) still over bead, and reproached herself 
with ingratitude for being surrounded with such brigljt beautiful 
young faces, and amid such a paradise of fruit and fiowers, while 
they were still in that Slough of Despond. But, unheeding the 
sigh, and only noticing the words, Charley slipped down from off 
h^r lap and said — 

**0rapdMp|i/^— but suddenly stopping, he turned to Miss 
iLempOfifei, as the fountain-head of all domiciliary authority, and 
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addud, I mean Aunt Charity, — ^may I bring Fiu€ and Swiftpaws 
down to shew them to 

Ogress/’ maliciously put in Sir Gregory. 

She is not at all a^miss, as pou seem to think, Charley/’ said 
Miss Kempenfelt, in a compliraentaryand condescending tone, de- 
lighted to display her wit, even at the expense of being amiable to 
a governess ; but, not ** catching the idea,” Charley returned to 
the charge with another. 

May 1, though, Aunt Chanty?” 

‘‘Yes, my dear, if Mrs, Pemble likes it.” 

And away scampered Charley for his two idols. 

What a dear little fellow he is 1” said Mrs. Pemble, as soon as 
the door had closed upon him. 

‘'8o he is,” said Mayj **and he is so aflfectionate and kind- 
hearted that it is impossible not to love him.” 

“ Though,” added Linda, “grandpapa says he’s so naughtj'-, an3 
Aunt Charity that he is so troublesome ; but all I know is, that I 
never begrudge any trouble 1 take for Charley.” 

“I don’t wonder at your looking horrified, my dear Mrs. 
Pemble, at a pounp Ic^t/s making use of such a pothouse ex- 
pression.” 

“ Why, what did I say ?” asked little Linda, colouring to her 
ver^ temples. 

** Only that you did not begrudge taking any trouble for your 
brother.” ‘ 

“Well, Miss Prosser always said begrudge, and I read it in a 
great many books and newspapers.” 

“ I’ve no doubt you do ; and if you were to converse with the 
wTiters of those books and papers you would hear a great many 
more equal vulgarisms ; but their using them don’t make them 
patent, for all that.” 

“Don’t you think,” said Miss Charity, addressing herself to 
Mrs. Pemble, “ that those clever, but intensely vulgar writers of 
the present day have done an immensity of harm in defacing the 
English language ?” 

“ I’m quite sure they have, as the grand struggle of their lives 
is to lewl upwards. Now, I would not so much mind their 
eternal crusades, or rather plushadest against flunkeys, their 
tirades against titles, and their bulls against birth, if they would 
not bring their own maid-of-alLwork antecedents to hear upon the 
language, and tattoo it with all their horrible * begrudges,' ' rides,* 
gentmls/ *partgs,* ^ goods,* * pleases,* * treats,^ and * suck lilces,^ 
Bishop Louth, nearly a hundred years ago, remarked that the 
energy, variety, richness, and elegance of the English language 
had been abundantly proved by numberless trials, in verse and 
prose, upon all subjects, and in every kind of (style ; but, in the 
same sentence, he «ko observes that whatever other improvements 
it might have received, it had made ho advances for the last two 
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hundred years in grammatical accuracy. What wuM he have 
thought of its retrogradings had he lived till now ? . I myself think 
it is a thousand pities that there should not he an English 
Academy, like the French one, where our native language might 
he leamt classically— a sort of verbal mint, in fact, from which no 
vrord should be issued till stamped with its special, legitimate, 
elact, and current value.’* 

** I quite agree with you,’* said Miss Charity ; " but I don’t 
think the present race of literary and political pigmies are likely to 
cstahiish such an institution, as they seem, for the most part, all 
and each, to be the feverish omnipresence of themselves, and not 
to have an idea or purj)ort beyond self ; so that all conversation, 
properly so called, is at an end, as it is invariably I and my book, 
or I and my speech, or I and my system ; but, in whatever depart^ 
ment, it is a rabid rushing after notoriety, a solemn pomposity 
about trifles, and an egotism, that would be ridiculous if it were 
not revolting.'* 

** So it is, indeed ; but don't you remember what Mrs, Montagu 
said, so truly, when speaking of her visit to Burke at Beaconsheld, 
where, after dramng such a glowing picture of that bright gem in 
his casket of private life, as the kind and indulgent master, the 
benevolent, zealous, and charitable neighbour, the w'ell-bred, affec- 
tionate, and attentive husband, and saying that the demons of 
ambition and party who hover about Westminster had not extended 
their baneful influence to his villa, she adds — ‘ A little mind is ever 
in a state of tracasserie, because it is moved by little things. I 
have always found that nothing is so gentle as the chief out of war, 
nor so serene as the statesman out of place ; if it were fit to name 
names and certify places, I could bring many examples to justify 
ray opinion. I so much delight in these working master-spirits in 
their holiday humour, that I had rather play at teetotum, or cross 
and pile, with Julius Csesar than w'ith Sard ana pal us ; for the ficst 
w'ould have the ease and carelessness which belongs to play, the 
other all the seriousness and anxiety which belongs to business.’ 
And as the present age can boast more retail and Brummagem 
Ssrdanapalitses than Caesars, the solemn nothings with which we 
are inundated are easily explained ; for pomposity is the first 
honaage that mediocrity pays to self.” 

True I" cried Sir Gregory. 

But it was evident that Miss Charity, though she had bent her 
ear very attentively the whole time Mrs.Pemhle was speaking,had 
only caught a word here and there, for all she said in reply was— 

Ah, yes, Burke 1 There were giants in days, I never 
saw Burke ; but my father had the enviable privilege of being one 
of hie intimates.” 

Here Gifbrd entered, and stooping down said in a low voice to 
bia Mr. Lethbridge has called, Sir Gregory, ojil| to see 
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you, as be says be fears it will be loo late to give Miss Egerton her 
rIebreW lesson this evening,” ^ 

By all means beg of him to walk in. He is/' continued Sir 
Gregory, addressing Mrs. Pemble as soon as Giflford bad left tbe 
room, young curate doing duty at Lyllisfern, a village three 
miles from this. I wish to goodness he was our curate at Baron’s 
Court, or even at Mold, for he is an excellent young mao and one 
of the cleverest fellows I know any where, and, they tell me, a first- 
rate Hebrew scholar; in which language he is good enough to give ; 
May lessons, and occasionally to play a game of chess with me.” ^ 

Mr, Lethbridge now entered, and Mrs. Pemble could not help l 
thinking, as she looked at this exceedingly gentleman-like, intellec- 
tuaMooking, and handsome young man, that, unless he wished to 
hate him for a relation, it was not very wise of Sir Gregory to give \ 
a beautiful girl of fifteen, like May, such a tutor; for Horace Lelh- ' 
bridge was not more than eight-and-twenty, with a profusion of 
the most luxuriant dark, soft, wavy (not curly) chestnut hair, a high y 
white forehead, low straight brows, and very long cut dark blue 
eyes with thickly fringed lashes. The nose and mouth were so C 
faultlessly and delicately chiselled that but for his very virile whis- 
kers, they might have given to bis face an air of effeminacy, more 
esjjeciaily as in that face, except the lips, which were very red, 
there was not a vestige of colour, and its expression in repose was < 
pensive, not to say melancholy, m the extreme ; but when he smiled 
nis whole face lighted up like a landscape steeped in a sudden flood 
of sunshine, and it would have been impossible to have seen any- 
where more beautiful or more beautifuliy-set teeth ; and, most rare 
perfection of all, there was none of that omnipresence of self 
about him of w'hich Miss Kempenfelt had been complaining. He 
ehook hands cordially with Sir Gregory, and quietly with Miss 
C/hanty and the two girls ; and upon Sir Gregory’s naming him to 
Mrs. remble, he bowed to her without any of the awkwardness of 
a bookworm, and then seating himself took the glass of claret Sir 
Gregory had poured out for him. Mrs. IVmble narrowly watched 
May at hi^ entrance, but she could perceive no change pass over 
the calm heaven of her face ; not so Miss Charity, she fluttered and 
minituded a little, or rather so much, that it vras easy to see that it 
only rested with the Rev. Horace Lethbridge to nave become a 
second, and a very irreverent, Lord Byron, had he so pleased. 

“Is Charley gone to bed asked Mr, Lethbridge, looking round 
and missing his little merry face. 

No/* said May “ he’s only gone for Fluff and Swiftpaws to shew 
them to Mrs. Pemble,** and as she spoke little fingers were heard 
drumming on the door, and through tbe key-hole came these 
worda*^ 

“ Linda, here’s me I where’s oo V* 

*“0h/’ laughed Linda, stopping to explain to Mrs, Pemble^ em 
tier wgy to tbf dpof^ Charley was only four years bii fa© 





went all tbrong^h the house looking for me, and crying out * Linda, 
here*8 me ! where’s oo ?’ And as we all laughed so much at thif, 
he now never says anylliing else when he wants a door opened or 
to call me/' 

It would he a pity that he should/^ said Mrs, Pemhle, for 
I'in always so sorry when children leave off speaking hi their own 
innocent way; as that me, and oo, and zoo are indispensable for 
petting/’ 

** Linda now opened the door, and Charley entered, leading in, 
in triumph ! — by a blue sash, once the property of Miss Charity 
herself, a very beautiful red and white setter, upon whose bacfc 
rode with a sybarite air of perfectly oriental apathy, a very large and 
spotlessly white Persian cat. This was the celebrated Mr. Huff, 
celebrated for his diplomatic astuteness in simulating death, to lure 
incautious mice to their destruction, and for his piscatory and 
epicurean habits in abstracting, with his own snowy paw, gold-fish 
out of glass-globes, whenever they came in his way, or he in theirs j 
but surely every grimalkin has a right to make a cat’s-paw of him^ 
self if he pleases. 

** Ho, ho ! enter an episode of the happy family,” said Sir 
Gregory. 

Here is Swiftpaws; is’nt he a nice dog? Kiss his head and 
feel his ears j they are much softer than velvet ; and see, what 
beautiful big black eyes he has. And here is Fluff; he won’t 
scratch you,” cried Charley, unceremoniously lifting that magni- 
ficent animal off of the dog’s back, and flinging him, or, as Linda 
called it, flumping him into Mrs. Pemble’s lap. And no sooner 
was poor Swiftpaws released from his compulsory servitude than 
he ran, bounding and barking and wagging his tail, up to Sir 
Gregory to welcome him home. 

He is, indeed, a beautiful dog,” said Mrs. Pemble, and I 
suppose,” added she, with a smile, ” you call him Swiftpaws because 
hoe so fat.” 

**No, I don’t; i’ts because he ran so fast when he was a pup; 
and so he does now when he’s out. But what do you think of 
fluff?” 

‘‘ Well, I think he really must he the very identical White Oat 
that the fairy-tale is called after, he’s so very magnificent/* 

** Oh, no I because that cat, you know, was a princess, and had 
to have its head and tail cut off ; and nobody shall ever cut off 
Fluff’s head. Pd kill them if they did.” 

“ But that would be very wicked of you ; and, besides, it would 
not bring poor Fluff back to life.” 

Well, if I mightn’t kill them, Fd beat and bite them, and stick 
pirn in them.** 

** Horrible I I'm afraid he’ll turn out a great moralist (in the way 
of i^uthorship) after all, he seems to have such precociously well- 
(lefined lim ^ ayoidiiig the capital punishment attached to imgibk 
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^1*4018$, and takitig them mt in the small chmga of petty torture,” 
aaU Sir Gregory, as he continued to twist Swiftpaw’s velvet ears 
round his fingers, while the dog’s head rested on nis knee, looking 
up, with its two great worlds of eyes full of loVe into his face, and 
following with intense interest' every word he uttered. 

'** Pray, master Charley, is this the way you treat your old 
friends f* said Mr. Lethbridge, bending forward and looking down 
the table at the place where he was standing, now doing the honors 
of Fluff’s head and paws.” 

” Oh !” cried Charley, breaking suddenly away, and with one 
hound jumping into Mr. Lethbridge's arms ; when did you come, 
and have you Brought me any paper boats 

** Pm sorry to say 1 have not, for I have been very busy all day.” 

Well, but make me some.” 

** I can’t, for I have, nothing here to make them with.” 

” Oh, but make something to make them with.” 

” One would really think, Miss Egerton,” said Mr. Lethbridge, 
holding both Charley’s militant hands within one of his, ** that he 
was paraphrasing our last lesson.” 

** What was that ?” asked Sir Gregory. 

'*t)n the Mosaic cosmogony, or rather a vindication of it, tending 
to prove the goodness of God from the lateness of the creation of 
our system, assuming that he had created no worlds or spirits 
before, and to shew that the term barah means to bring something 
into existence out of nothing, and not merely to farm out of pre- 
existing materials. The afiopipos or materials out of which the 
world was formed, were first created by Godj and, my little 
Charley, it is only God who can make things out of nothing.” 

Only God ?” repeated the child in a low voice, as he looked 
with earnest and inquiring eyes into the young curate’s kind and 
intelligent face, and then became perfectly silent j for to his young 
heart the mere name of God” had all the solemnity of a prayer, 
and he had been early taught that when he joined his little hands 
ill prayer, he was to commune with his own heart and be still. 

Good child !” said his grandfather, shaking one of his little 
feet, as it touched his knee under the table. 

‘'Any news, Mr. Lethbridge?” asked Miss JCenipenfelt, who 
despaired of benefiting by the general conversation ; and more- 
over^ as she always said that he had the handsomest eyes in the 
world, be must of necessity fix them on her when she specially ad- 
dressed him, 

“ By the bye !— how very remiss of me not to mention it before! 
-—a gentleman, or, perhaps I ought to say, a genius — ” 

” Right I as they are by no means synonymous,” put in Sir 

. 

”Has apived at Lyliisfern,” continued Mr. Lethbridge; ”and 
ivas iuquiripg about you, Miss Kempenfclt, yesterday evening, 
after a lecture he gave in the National School-room.” 



Tbis Sir <3re^ry pass^ on and repeated to his sister, as \m did 
in all that folloired, having the art, like those accustomed to jspmk 
to one particular deaf person, of making her hear. 

‘^Inquiring for me?’^ re-echoed Miss Charity; what is he,? 
Do 1 knovs^ him ? Does he know me?” 

Only by reputation, as being High Almoner, as it were to the 
ladies of Parnassus,'’ smiled Mr. Lethbridge, who always furbished, 
op his tropes when he conversed with Miss Charity. 

But who and what is he ? and what is he doing at Lyllisfern ?** 

** Who he is I don’t exactly know, only that be is called, or call* 
himself, Mr. Kewton Twitcher. What he is I know' still less, 
except that, as I understand, he has a rich father an4 mother ami 
an exceedingly comfortable home, in which he never remains four- 
and-twenty hours, but travels about the country, as he says, for 
quiet and leisure to study. I should say he was a gentlem^in 
creating difficulties under which to struggle.’* 

"And what has he written ?’* 

** Ah ! that is a secret as profound as his work, which he says is 
a rtiilosophical one.” 

"Tush 1” said Miss Charity, who, like ail sensible people, 
seemed to have no great faith in philosophy ; " and pray what was 
his lecture about?” 

"That is a question more easily asked than answered ; but as 
far as I could make it out, it appeared to me upon cheese and 
church-rates.” 

" Cheese and church-rates ! What a strange jumble V* 

" Well, exactly ; but don’t you know every one thinks it neces- 
sary to lecture now, not from any conviction upon any particular 
subject, but wholly and solely to thrust themselves into a little 
publicity, if it is only vid a paragraph in a provincial paper ; and 
the great thing is to have the subject of the lecture well christened 
with a taking name according to the prevailing wateb-word of the 
day or of the locale they happen to be in, so as to draw the crowd 
-—for thafs the main point; and as Mr. Newton Twitcher’s audi- 
ence was composed entirely, or nearly so, of farmers and Dissenters, 
he with great judgment selected cheese for the farmers and church- 
rates for the Dissenters.” 

"Absurd!” said Miss Kempenfelt, "I fully expect some day 
when I order the carriage to be told that I can’t have it, for that 
Price is gone to give a lecture, only that he would not know what 
to lecture about.” 

" Ob I upon Titus Oates to be sure (one of Sir Gregory’s horses 
%vas called Titus), and then with the aid of Tongue he might bruise 
his oats as much as he pleased.” 

"Ay6 1” said Sir Gregory, " and, in our present mligkimed . 
as it pleases us to call them, he’d only have to be as finished ; a 
scoundrel, first Anabaptist, then Jesuit, Protestant, plotter, pert, 
jurer, liar, traitor, and informer, and I'm quite sure ne’d fwe tt 
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wM nm ati Oaies 414 thmj and, Hke kirn, carry olT a twelve 
handred a*yeat pension, and any other little profits or hmors 

Here Gifford came to tHl Miss Kempenfelt that coffee was ready. 
Upon her rising to leave the room, the noise of the backing chairs 
set Swiftpaws barking, and as he was jumping and camoleing 
round hei*j in a manner perilous to the diophanic texture of her 
drapery, she stooped forward to beat him down with her handker- 
chief; but, like shortsighted mortals as we are, in avoiding a 
trMing evil she literally ran her head into a serious one, for off 
came one of her lappets, and with it a lock, such as, had it been 
attached to a head instead of to a lappet, a thousand Sir Plumes 
might have been found suffciently adventurous to have severed ; 
as it was, both gentlemen saw the catastrophe, and both rose 
simultaneonsly to pick up the truant lace ; but, though Sir Gregory 
was far too really well bred to let his sister be publicly annoyed, 
and was, therefore, the first to seize on the prize, in picking it up 
dexterously to conceal the stray ringlet, he could not resist his 
jest for all that, and so in presenting it to her, knowing very well 
that she could not hear a syllable of his harangue, he said with the 
most ludicrous gravity — “ Here, my dear Charity; for as Black- 
stone says, * so great is the regard of the law for private property 
that it will not authorize the least violation of it ; no, not even for 
the ^ncral good of the whole oommmity* ** 

He and Mr. Lethbridge did not remain long in the dining- 
room ; and, to crowm that, to Mary Penrhyn, nearly quite happy 
day, Sir Gregory, as was his wont, read prayers, and on this night 
Mr# Lethbridge helped him in the midst of his assembled house- 
hold to do so ; it was praying and not mere reading, and still less 
like the, alas ! usually monotonous mouthings of family prayers I 
for the deep harmonious tones of heart-feit piety of both the old 
man Who had known God’s mercies in the past, and of the young 
one who trusted to them for the future, as far — 

« outrang eartVs drowsy chime, 

As Heitven outshines the taper’s light ! ** 


CHAPTER X. 

AT HOME AND ABROAD; OR, PEACE AND WAR. 

Four mouths had glided away since Mrs. Penrhyn’s instalment at 
Bare^’s Court ; the news of the victory of the Alma had arrived 
in Engikhd ; Harcourt had not onlv escaped unscathed, but had 
been honbraWy mentioned in poor Lord Raglands despatches— for 
he it wak, whOn the ComiDander-in-Chief, looking at the difficulties 



114 ■fmv 

of tile pbsthniiii, bad asked if it would be poesible to ^et a couple of 
gutis to Imar oai the maseesi had Answered wttli an edaphatic yes/' 
and, dasbinpf through a heavy fire, had conveyed the query to two 
Anilery officers, who replied to It by bringing up those two 
metnorable guns, which fired with so much effect upon the Eussian 
squares ; for though the first shot missed, the next, and the next/' 
m Hr. Russell describes in his admirable letters; cut through the 
ranks so cleanly and so keenly that a clear lane could be seen 
for a moment through the square." Besides Sir Gregory, May and 
Linda were the only persons of the family cognizant of Mrs. Pen- 
rhyn's real name and position ; and when that glooiw October 
morning was made glad by the tidings of this hard-won battle, and 
the same post brought a few hurried lines from Harcoi^rt, scrawled 
upon one of the very cannons he had caused to be brought up, and 
which had done such good service, May it was who was the fipat 
to bring to her room, early in the morning, the letter and the news, 
hut all she said was — 

** He’s safe 1 I mean your son, and grandpapa says he has dis- 
tinguished himself." The mother of course tore open the letter 
first ; it was but a few lines ; which ran as follows : — 

On the Top of a Cannon. 

*‘My ow^n dear Motheb! 

Hurrali ! we've scattered the enemy like chaff before the wind I 
The French, (the finest fellows in the world — I don't mean only in 
the field,) after we bad routed the Bussians in all directions, turned 
the guns on the bill against their flying masses, which the cavalry 
in vain tried to cover, A few faint struggles from the scattered 
ipfantry, and a few rounds of cannon and musketry, and the enemy 
fied to the south-east, leaving three generals, three guns, about six 
or seven hundred prisoners, and, at a rough guess, about three or 
four thousand wounded behind them ; but if I had time and paper 
I would not fill either with these details, which vou will find all so 
much better and more correctly given in The Times, whose corre- 
spondent, Mr. Russell, is the prince of good fellows : we call him 
our Alma Pater for he fights our battles so nobly at home, while 
we are fighting theirs abroad. All the fellows are congratulating 
me, for an aid-de-camp has just told Wilmot of Our's, that Lora 
Raglan has made honorable mention of your son in this day’s 
despatch. But if so, don’t be prematurely vain, mother, for re- 
member that such mention is but an appeal from my country, to 
which I have yet to respond in a mapner worthy of it ; for in tiie 
face of an enemy every Englishman is but a fragment of England, 
lUid by the samples the whole fabric will be judged. 1 am so 
thirsty, that I think 1 could drain the Alma at a draught tp your 
health. Goii hlesS and watch over you, my own learest MotWl 
I aip almost as sleepy as I am thiii^ty j so hey for |h® pM 
invocatidn — ■ ' . ■ 
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* Bamne h^jie q^utm<iuam certisaima mortis im^o 
Oonsori^ Otxpio testa men esse tori 
AliltA <i«|ie8 1 o|)tata reni ; nam sic sine vita 
Virere qnam suavi esi, sic sine morte mori f 

which will shew you that I am a good boy, and in the midst of all 
this jolly work don’t forget my ‘ book/ And noir, good night ! 
and once more Goo bless you, tny own dear Mother I Eetnember 
that the Goo of Battles is also the God of Mothers ; so pray, that 
I may ever prove myself worthy of being 

Your grateftil and affectionate Son, 

*'Harcourt I^bnrhyn, 

** Heights of the Alma, Midnight, Sept 21, 1854.” 

The letter dropped from her hand, and in a paroxysm of teara 
she fell upon her knees to thank God for having spared her only 
child. 

May stood pale as a statue beside her while she prayed, and 
when she arose picked up the letter and gave it to her. 

** You may read it, love,” said Mrs. Fenrhyn, “ and you will see 
how muck I have to be grateful for.” 

When May had read the young soldier’s letter she threw her 
arms round his mother’s neck and wept too, but said not a word. 

Poor child,” thought the latter, *‘if she can so eympathiae 
with the feelings of others, how keen must be her own 1 Decidedly 
I must again caution Sir Gregory against Mr. Lethbridge, for I 
don’t see how it is possible he should avoid falling in love with 
her, and, on the other hand, she incurs quite as much danger from 
him.” 

lliat tnorniOg Mrs. Femble excused herself from going down to 
breakfast, that she mi^ht write to Harcourt by the first post, but 
told May she Would join them in the school-room immediately 
after. In an incredibly short time she had written him a volume, 
for when the pen is spurred on by the heart, it always ** gallops a- 

E ace j” but wnile, with a mother’s pride, she exulted in, the nigh- 
earted daring of her boy, with a mother’s fear she dreaded the 
rash courage of eighteen, and so she ended her letter with a quo- 
tation from a favourite French author of Harcourt’s : Rappel toi 
surtout que, ce n'est pas assez qua vous soyez brave dans les occas^ 
dons, it faui de ^lus que vous ayez de la conduite me bonne tifCt 
rM plus de sermee h fStat, que cent bras bien arm^s ; et un cap^ 
itaine experiment^, que milk soldats intrepides,** 

Phis letter sealed and despatched, she descended to the school- 
room, but before we enter it with her it may be as well briefly to 
chrOhmle the coup d*Mat she ha4 struck at Miss Prosser’s course 
of stultiflcatlon and /he educarional regime she had established* 
' 1*0 keffjn at the beginning ; beyond pieuding, and keeping their 
order, /Ifant’a perimnal attendance was entirely withdrawn 
flom May apd JUnd^i who at drat thought this extremely hatd» 



VERY «l7iiCK8SFtJt. 


m 

moffe especiiilly as to stay-lacing, boot-lacing, and “ doin^ their 
hmff' which were for a long time so many toilet problems ivhi A 
they almost despaired of solving, but which they at length coh*» 
<|uered ; neither did they at all like, when they returned home, 
tired Irom a long walk, having to add to their fatigue by folding up 
and putting away their own things, which heretofore Grant had 
fdways been in the habit of doing for them \ hut Mrs. FemblC had 
sutfered so severely in her own reverses from being deprived of 
personal attendance, that she saw the imperious necessity of early 
making everyone as independent of it as possible, as it is always 
easy, at a moment’s notice, to fall into idle and luxurious habits, 
hut extremely difficult, even in the course of months or years, to 
struggle out of them. Next, warm water was entirely banished, 
and, as a finale to all other ablutions, a cold douche substituted 
night and morning, which, with the plentiful friction of a sort 6f 
canvas moss Turkish towels, are not only infallible preservatives 
against cold, but the finest cosmetics in the whole world. Trayers 
and breakfast over, their first lesson was in the housekeeper’s room, 
to learn how to order all the dinners through the house, and, as 
the first rudiments of that indispensable art, how to choose meat, 
fish, poultry, vegetables, fruit, game, butter, &c., which may in- 
deed be called the grammar of the culinary art, as without it all 
the rest is faulty and uncertain. Next, three times a week, they 
made the pastry, jellies, meringues, chippolata puddings, Charlottes 
BMsset creams, custards, blanc- manges, &c., also occasionally salmis 
mpr^mes and coquilles devolaille; and into the whole chymistry of 
soups, vegetable and others, they were thoroughly initiated, —as 
also into the simple, but for all that rarely-achieved, perfections of 
good, un-floured, melted butter, smooth and creamy bread-sauce, 
and what Miss Charity used not inaptly to designate nyAf- 
mmded^* cofifee—that is, clear and strong, with an aroma that war- 
ranted it genuine^ and not merely concocted for appearance. But, 
as Mrs. Femble never failed to impress upon them that tliey might 
not always be able to command such an aristocratic cuisine as that 
of Baron’s Court, it was quite as important that they should master 
the equal, though different, merits of plain roasting and Smiting, 
and, above all, that higher and more rarely decently achieved 
branch of plain cooking — hr oiling and frying ; for if a plain 
mutton chop and beef steak be not blackened by the calumny of 
bad dressing, and hardened by the ignorant treatment they receive, 
they are by no means to be despisea i and though a filet of tole is 
unquestionably a better thing than certainly m iH-fried oh yet 
one that is well fried may find many amateurs. And this branch 
of the art they had ample opportunities of acquiring in Or^eflhg 
the servants' and Charley’s dinner; and as in war, so in canary 
affairs, the first thing is to collect the mcdMeh therefore the lityder 
wm always reviewed before a single dinner was ordered— fdr it 
one of Mrsi PemWe’s ruleSiin which all good houiekee^s will 
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agWi fhat^ with the extieption of cold, roast, and boiled beef,,tbere 
IS nothioif 80 wasteful as uncomfortable cold-meat dinners, and as 
loi^ a« there are vej^etables and bread in the world they need never 
l^e; and bones, which by bad managers are thrown away, with 
gdo^ ones play a prominent part in making good vegetable soups j 
and if a person had nothing but eggs toslive upon, as there are nfty 
different ways of dressing them, it would be as well to, in some 
little degree, vary their compulsory diet by being acquainted with 
these fifty waj's, instead, as is the case with so many ladies, not 
even knowing how to boil one properly ; and, as every one of any 
refinement eats, more or less, from their eye, another great secret 
in domestic economy is knowing how to send up things nicely-— 
for dishing is to food what dressing is to human henigs, tvhere 
taste is evinced in either case it enhances merit and conceals defects. 

as Mrs. Pemhie used to impress \ipon her pupils, there is 
nothing so truly vulgar as a bad cuisine and an ill-managed or ill- 
appointed house ; and among a certain class of “ British Females,** 
tnough without the cir Constance atfenuante of their having acquired 
any more intellectual species of knowledge, one never sees any- 
thing else, from the very refined, but, nevertheless, lamentable fact 
of their not knowing goat from goose, or crow from capon, and 
confidently relying upon their having ordered the latter and being 
made io pay for it. The dairy, the laundry, the bakehouse, and 
the poultry-yard, also contributed their several quotas of necessary 
knowledge to the two sisters ; and, besides clothes for the poor, 
they always made and kept a great store of lint, as, wdienever there 
were unfortunately any accidents in the village, it was Mrs. PembVs 
wish that they should not only see but learn how to dress wounds ; 
and for the more regular routine of a sick room (to which every 
woman ought to be habituated, and how few are 1 ) they had ample 
and good, sharp practice in the ea^eante, ultra*peculiarities of their 
Aunt Charity's hypochondriacal whims. With the National 
School Mrs. Pemble of course could not interfere, so it was left 
to the edifying information of those little books which inform young 
paupers that a cat has four legsf lest they Should be too intel- 
leetualiy vain of making that discovery all by themselves, while 
cwchei, catechism and coughing completed the rest of the foliage 
oii their tree of knowledge. But Sir Gregory had a Parochial 
school of his own, and from this Mrs. Pemble totally banished 
crochet, which was repla<*ed by plain work in all its branches, in- 
cluding mending ; their coup d'essai being upon their own and 
their parents’ .clothes, and when they could work well enough they 
WOT allowed to take in work and keep the money they earned by 
it To this school she bad got Sir Gregory to attach a large kitchen 
and laundry, in which they received every possible instruction in 
eac|ii deparitnent, being made to wash and get up their own and 
their parents* clothes, and to dress their own and their parents* 
dinners} knd if that dinner were only potatoes or oatemmeai, they 
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soon learnt Aat m long as there was sal| or an onion to be had, they 
inight be made palatable and nutritive, instead of insipid and the 
reyetse. The scrubbing and cleaning, which is also an art as well 
as any other to do it properly, was likewise done by the children 
alternately 5 and three times a week, for two hours of an evening, 
Mr* Lethbridge expounded, in the trm sense of the word, the 
Sciiptures to them j for the Eev. Jabez Jowl, the incumbent Of 
Baron's Court, to which he had been inducted by Sir Gregorjr's 
agent while he was in India, was exceedingly Low-church, and 
thought everything that could smooth or make cheerful the up-hill 
road of life to rich or poor was a deadly sin, always excepting the 
good things of the church, which his colossal hands seemed formed 
for the express purpose of grasping. His whole cry (or, more 
properly speaking, roar — for in the pulpit, especially when he 

f reached in Welsh, his voice was a perfect bellow) was '‘fakh! 

aith! Faith !” seemingly forgetting, as all those exclusive Faith- 
ites do, the grand Bible principle, that though we shall he justi^eih^ 
faUh, we shall be judged by works: and indeed if people had not a 
nominal faith, they would not be found inside a church. But to 
impress upon them that their hourly and daily conduct must be the 
evidence of that faith, in short — the inculcating of our blessed 
Lord^s promise, ** Insomuch as ye do it unto one of these, ye do it 
unto Me,** never entered his head. To come to church and to 
communicate, no matter how sin-laden or how sin-seeking, these 
were his only doctrines ; consequently he did not approve of Sir 
Gregory’s enlightening and amusing the people, and so stuck 
steadily to the Nationd School, and the orthodox episcopal little 
books, containing so correct and indisputable an inventory (always 
excepting in cases of Itisus natures) of the cat's legs, Mrs. and 
Miss Jowl were peculiar in their appearance, being what the 
natives called “ very Welshy," When tiiey walked, their beads 
and shoulders, and, in short, every other portion of their bodies, 
appeared to go much faster than their feet. Mrs. Jowl was very 
pale and evaporated-looking, like a dissipated ghost ,* but Miss 
dowl, who was not higher than a peony, was also as red, with a 
profusion of really beautiful chestnut hair, which she wote in a 
forest of ringlets. All the neighbourhood complained of tlie ex- 
tensive ignorance upon all subjects of both Mrs. and Miss Jowl ; 
blit this was unreasonable, as they forgot that both were so primed 
and loaded with texts that there could not possibly be room for 
another thing, though it had been no bigger than a midge’s egg or 
a grain of sand. But these texts exploded on all occasions, for it 
was with them they consoled affliction, relieved distress, fed the 
hungry- clothed the naked, healed wounds, and set limto; i® 
ahprt, the mrd was ©verythmg, except in the innumerable viMage 
alehouses, where the spirit, more especially among the Eev* Jabez 
Jowt&’Mpst constant cmnmunicanis, reigned suprme. In addition 
to his irl& add daughter^ the reirerend gentleman hi»| three m four 
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loiae, who were ^ne-looHpg y^iJog men, or WO0I4 have been so, 
htifr that their very youth and health appeared cottjpreased and 
dktorted into a sort of unnatural solemnity, as if to smile were 
sin— to laugh, perdition. Therefore, as there was no assistance to 
h® derived from the Rector of Baron's Court or his family, the 
tash of bestowing general information upon the children of Sir 
Gregory’s school devolved entirely upon his granddaughters and 
their governess ; but it must be confessed, to the eremt of these 
poor children, that if they were not taught upon scientific princi- 
ples that a cat had four legs, neither did any of them ever deserve 
to learn that it also sometimes had nine tails ! 

In the midst of all these reforms, as may be supposed, Charley 
was not overlooked : his fear of ghosts Mrs. Pemble had quite con- 
quered by telling him divers amusing ghost stories, and she had 
also utilized his talent for mischief by having him taught to hem 
handerchiefs, knit stockings, and sew on buttons, but not as a 
punishment and a thing to be laughed at, but as an especial privi- 
lege, of which he was deprived whenever he boasted of his charities 
or other good deeds. For his superfluous energy she had also 
found a safety-valve by getting Sir (Gregory to let him have a little 
carpenter’s shop fitted up, and the learning to make his own toys 
greatly enhanced his delight in playing with them, and bis largesses 
to his sisters and the maids, in the way of winders, and window 
w^edges, were untold. Mrs. Pemble never allowed them to inter- 
rupt their lessons by asking questions at the time ; but, in order 
both to exercise their memories and impress the subject more 
thoroughly on them, whatever they did not quite understand, or 
wished to know, wdiether in scripture, history, geography, botany, 
languages, natural history, or anything else, was to form the sub- 
ject of their evening’s conversation. 

What surprised Miss Charity most in the rapid progress of her 
nieces was, that though, from the course of domestic economy of 
which Mrs. Pemble was making them thoroughly mistress, they 
were oftener below stairs and brought into greater contact with the 
servants than ever they had been during the reign of the elegant — 
or, as herself would have phrased it, the Rented *" — Miss Prosser, 
jesk not only their manners, but their language, was so much im- 
proved ; but, as Mrs, Pemble told her, she pointed out to them 
that kitchen phraseology did not sound well in the mouths of 
young ladies, yet if they were actually bent upon cultivating it they 
could always do so by undergoing a course of modern popular 
English ana American Illiteratube, where, without a deal ”'of 
trouble, they would find “a many'* ^^genUel," rides,'* ** be- 
grudges,” and Vm mi going to's,** dofit intend id's," file you 

and such like t* 

But what more especially horrified the lip-worshipping Mr. Jowl 
lhat Lethbridge (whom he opineu had no business in Ms 
parish) had established at Barones (Sourt/m a field of Sir Oregory^s, 
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a Sunday evening Cricket Club for the working naeu, to which 
none wOre admitted but those who had attended clureh twice 5 and 
though these men were |>Toverbialiy the most sober and ilte b®il 
conducted in the parish^ the reverend gentleman never failed to 
impress upon them, even from the pulpit, that they were "bowling 
themselves headlong (query, footlong ?) to the devil while against 
"the publicans and sinners” not one word^for tAey were VEBt 
guocnssPUL! 


CHAPTER Xr. 

THE SCHOOn-KOOM. 

"Mbs, Pemble/* said May, one gloomy November day about 
three o’clock, when the rain was beating in torrents against the 
latticed window, and she, Linda, and Charley were all seated com- 
fortably at work round the school-room fire, Charley knitting a 
pair of lambswool stockings for old Tamar Lloyd, with Fluff* upUn 
his shoulder, and Swiftpaws at his feet. 

" What, love ?” replied Mrs. Pemble. 

“Do you know that there are a great many things in Shakespear* 
that I don’t understand ?” 

"I should hope so, ray dear; besides, I told you not to read 
Shakespear indiscriminately.” 

“Yes, but you said I might read * Hamlet,* and when I took it 
up I could not put it down ; but there is one thing which Ophelia 
says that I do not understand, though to be sure it is in her mad- 
ness, yet Shakespear is generally so true to nature that even in 
madness he would have kept some iink of truth on which to string 
her ravings.*’ 

“That is a very just remark of yours. May ; but what is the par- 
ticular passage you allude to, and which you say you do not underw 
gtand ?’* 

“ Why, where she says, * Some say the owl is a baker’s daughter.* 
Now, has that any latent meaning, or is it meant as an illustratioti 
of the total wandering of Ophelia’s mind V* 

“You are not the only one that passage has puzzled, and 
Dr. Johnson tried to elucidate it by a piece of cockney topography, 
telling us that hankers once lived at the sign of the Owl, in Lom- 
bard Street, and therefore he takes it fur granted that baker's 
daughter was a rais-print, and that Shakespear meant banker*® 
daughter; but a more recent, though nearly contemporary ciitic 
with Dr. Johnson, commenting upon this surmise of his, has, I 
think, hit upon the real meaning of it, by giving us an old fairy- 
tale, current in Herdbrdshire and Warwickshire up to the time m 
wrote (1804 but more especially so at the time of ShakespSat** 
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1 /foil V* exclaioied Obarky, laying down lits stocking and prick- 
ing up bis ears at the word fahry-taie, “ and do you know it ?’* 

“ Yes, I was going to tell it to you, when you interrupted me, 
^bkb you should never do anybody who is speaking, even if you 
know, or think you know; what they are going to say, — much less 
if you do not^ and wish to do so/^ 

“ Oh I beg 00* s pardon,” said he, putting up his little rosy lips 
to be kissed. “ Here’s me, now, quite quiet, and there’s oo ; so 
go on with the fairy-tale.” 

“Well, here it is: A certain fairy, disguised as a poor half- 
starved old woman, went to a baker’s shop and begged some 
dough from the baker’s daughter, who very grudgingly gave her a 
small piece ; but the old woman, without making any complaint of 
her niggardliness, further humbly requested to be allowed to bake 
hei* piece of dough in the baker’s oven ; but when it was baked it 
had swelled to such an enormous size, larger than any of the 
baker’s loaves, that the baker’s daughter refused to let her have it, 
hut flung her another small piece of dough, no bigger than the first, 
and said she might^bake that instead ; but this one also swelled in 
the oven, even larger than the first, so on it the baker’s daughter 
also seized, giving the poor old woman a little tiny scrap of dough, 
even smaller than the two former ones.” 

“ What a shame I” broke in Charley. 

“ But this one,” continued Mrs. Pemble, “ becoming the largest 
of all, shared the same fate as the other two, whereupon the 
disguised fairy, convinced of the avaricious, uncharitable disposi- 
tion of the baker’s daughter, could no longer restrain her indigna- 
tion 3 but, resuming her proper form, she struck the culprit with 
her hand, who immediately flew out of the window in the shape of 
an owl, leaving all her bread to burn, and kept up a melancholy 
hooting round her father’s house for ever after. Now, as Shake- 
spear has frequent allusions to these popular legends of all lands, 
unlike his more pedantic but less gifted contemporaries, Ben 
Jonson, and Beaumont and Fletcher, who disdained such trifles, it 
^ie doubtless this universal knowledge and happy adaptation of po- 
pular lore which always, and in each succeeding age, makes him 
strike home to the hearts of his cosmopolite readers.” 

“Thank you, dear Mrs. Pemble,” said May; “I’m sure that 
be the real solution of Ophelia’s ‘ baker’s daughter,” 

“pid Sntopear write any more fairy-tales P” inquired Charley, 
“Nonsense, Charley,” laughed Linda, “Shakespear was a 

but don’f poets write fairy-tales ?” 

“generally,” smiled Mrs, Pemble. 

“ Then> why, the other day, when I said Fd be a poet, to write a 
long poem much longer than Mother Hubbard, upon Fluflf and 
Swiftpaws, did you say that you hoped I would not ? Is it any 
harm to write poetry ?” 



VKUr 


m 


•‘ Ko, certaMy oh the contrary, it ought to he benefeiali-^ 
that i«, ennohliii^ both to tko^ who write itod IhOse Who rea^ It* 
But what I nieabt wan, that I hoped you would not he what i« 
called an author of any sort, by profcnaion/* 

But why ?” ; 

“You are rather too young to understand why ; but whatato 
c^ed literary men by profeasion have generally three vices that 
render their families and everybody belonging to them miserable ; I 
mean intense vanity, selfishness, and ambition ; and though there 
have been and are many bright exceptions to this rule, yet as a 
general one, it holds good,” 

“Then do poets and people who write fairy-tales never do 
any good V* 

“ !t*s to be hoped they often do, I told you you were too young 
to understand my meaning ; but Til tell you One very good thing 
of a poet, the Italian poet Metastasio.” 

“ Oh 1 but though May and Linda understand Italian [xietry, I 
don’t.” 

“ it is the poetry of Nature, Charley, and that every one can 
understand, even little children — when they have kind hearts and 
are good children like you. Once upon a time ” 

•* Oh, then, it’s a fairy-tale V* 

“Very like one, only that it really happened. Once upon a 
time, then, poor Metastasio was very poor indeed, and he was only 
known at Vienna, \Vhere he happehea to be staying, as an assist- 
ant-writer for the opera, under Apostolo Zeno, a person with 
whom he had contracted a great intimacy and friendship ; and this 
Zeno, dying after a short illness, and knowing Metastasio’s almost 
destitute circumstances, left him his whole fortune, amounting to 
fifteen thousand pounds sterling — a large sum to h man who had 
not as a certainty, wherewithal to get bread frOm one day to 
another. But Metastasio, hearing that Zeno had poor relations at 
Bologna, went there, and, having sought them out, told them 
that although, his deceased friend bad left him his whole fortune 
he could only suppose that he had done so in tr\jst till he corild* 
find out the most deserving of his kindred, in order to divide it 
equally amongst them, which he immediately did, without retain- 
ing a single fraction of it for himself,” 

“And were Zeno’s relations such wretches as to accept il uUf** 
exclaimed her three auditors at once. 

“ I'm sorry to say that they w^ere.” 

“ Poor Metastasio !” - " 

“Not $ 0 — rich Metastasio, with such a heart, more goldfcH thah 
his numbers. Besides Goo amply rewarded him ; for the cek- 
brated Gravina, who had taken him under his protection, wten ke 
diM, left Mm his whole estate, and afterwards Charles the Sixth 
invited him toViehha, and appdinted him Poet-I*aur^ate, abd the 
Empresk Maria Theresa bestowed on him magnificent presents, as 
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di4 pi^rdmaud tfce Sixtii of Bpam ; but whstt Wa« lUout ireiuarkable 
of all was, tkat ifom bis unblairiisbed private character and his 
cousEiumate tact he retained all this royaf favour for fifty years/’ 
But who was Metastasio, then,” asked Linda, '^that Gravina 
should have taken him under his protection ^ 

He was the son of a common soldier of the name of Trapassi, 
and Gravina it was who called him Metastasio, which is merely a 
translation of his own names into Greek; but he was only ten 
years old, three years older than you, Charley, when he began to 
show his poetical talents/’ 

What are poetical talents ?” 

‘f Why, the pfwer of writing poetry or verses.” 

“ Oh, such as I made on Fluff and Swiftpawa.” 

I don’t exactly remember what those were.” 

^*ril tell them to you;” and down went the stocking, and up 
jumped Charley, breaking down several times in his eagerness to 
repeat this wondrous composition, 

“ I don’t know about the poetical talent,” smiled Mrs. Pemble; 
but there can be no doubt, I think, about the poetical vanity.” 

” Oh ! now I know what they were. Listen May, listen Linda, 
listen all of you — 

' I love cats and dogs, I love a great many, 

But I love Fluff and Swiftpaws the best of any I ' ” 

The universal laugh that followed this effusion was joined in by 
the author himself, who did not doubt but it was unbounded 
applause that he was receiving; and in order to leave no doubt as 
to &at fact, he said, with an air of triumph, as soon as the laugh 
had subsided — 

“ Now isn’t that poetry V* 

Vm afraid not exactly ; there are rather too many feet, in the 
first place.” 

** Top many feet !” exclaimed the youthful bard, most manfully 
ssisting thysj criticism ; ** but dogs and cats have four feet.” 

*^My dear Charley,” laughed May, “one would really think 
ou had been to the National School to be thoroughly grounded 
i cate* paw^g by Mr. Jowl/’ 

“I don’t mean the dogs’ or cats’ feet, Charley,” said Mrs. 
^embla, “ but syllables in poetry are called feet, and one of your 
pea are longer than the otner.” 

“ Are they ?” said Charley with a look of crest-fallen and me* 
|ichoIy resignation, and, giving his shoulders a shake, he added 
Ith a sigh, “ 1 hope one of Tamor Lloyd’s feet are not longer than 
|e other, or I shall have to do all this stocking over again. Will 
lu look at it, if you please, Mrs. Pemble, to see if 1 have turned 
I'e hpel'prpperiy ?” 

p ” And how are poor old Tamar and Taffey Lloyd asked Mrs. 
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taking th« stocking and also taking up some stitches :tlbat 
CJliarley had dropped, **for you went with Jenkins to see theip 
this morning,” 

** Oh ! Taflfey was very well for he was out at work, out poor 
old Tamar’s eyes were quite sore with the smoke, for her cottage 
smokes sd terribly I was so sorry for her.’’ 

There is no use in being sorry for people, Charley, unless we 
look about us and consider what %ve can do to help them.*’ 

I did look in all my pockets, but I had no money, not even ipy 
lucky sixpence with the hole in it, for that I had given to a boy 
with a monkey and a hurdygurdy.” 

** I don’t mean money ; it is not always money that cap serve 
people, which is very fortunate, as those who have plenty of money 
aie seldom inclined to part with even a very small portion of it to 
serve their fellow-creatures. But don’t you remember the other 
day reading the fable of the lion and the mouse? — which shewed 
you how th^e smallest and most insignificant creatures may, with 
perseverance and a sincere wish to do so, sometimes serve the 
greatest ; and though you are a very little boy, and therefore not 
a very expert carpenter just yet, still, don’t you think if I were to 
put you in the way of making something, with all those nice ^ols 
you have got, that would free poor TaflPey Lloyd’s cottage entirety 
from smoke, that that would be a great deal better than all the 
toys you could make?” 

“Oh, yes i that it would!” ciied Charley, jumping on her lap 
and throwing his arms round her neck j “do tell me! and I’ll 
make it directly.” 

“ You cannot quite make it directly; but you may set about it 
directly, for the sooner you begin it the sooner it will be finished.” 

“ But it’s not a chimney, though; is it?” 

“ No ; for that is a bricklayer’s work, and you are only a jCar- 
penter,” 

“Oh!” said Charley, considerably relieved, as if he thought 
that anything under a chimney he might achieve. 

“Now I must tell you,” resumed Mrs. Pemble, “that the cause 
of chimneys smoking is from a vertical wind, or what some cajl an 
eddy-wind; but the eflPects of this wind are very easily counter- 
acted in the way I shall describe to you.” 

** What is counteracted ?” 

“ Prevented i if you were to eat a poisonous berry in the 
and Dr. Marsh gave you something that would hinder it from 
poisoning you, that would be to counteract the poison. Kw the 
way to prevent the smoke is, to put on the top of the chimney a 
box, in each of whose sides is a little door hanging on binge«> and 
kept open by a thin iron rod running from one side to the other, 
ana fastened by a ring in each end to a staple. When ther^e if no 
wind these doors remain at resti and each forms an angle oi Idrty- 



degrees, which is decreased oxi the windward side in proportion 
fe the force of the wind, and increased in the same ratio on what 
is called the leeward side. If the wind be very strong, the door 
opposed to the wind becomes close, while the opposite one is opened 
ai wide as it can be ; but if the wind strikes the corner of the box, it 
shuts two doors and opens the two opposite ones, I have never 
Known this plan to fail { so if you wilt send for George Davis, the 
-carpenter, I will explain it to him, and he will show you how to make 
it. But stay, first bring me that sheet of foolscap paper ofiP of the 
Writing-table, and Til make a little model of it, which will give 
Davis a better idea of it than any explanation.’' 

*‘Ohl thank you?” cried CWley, bounding off of her lap to 
go for the paper; “ but why,” asked he, as he gave it to her, do 
flicy call Inis paper fay such a funny name ? Is it because they 
make the fools* caps for dunces with it, such as I see on the 
children sometimes in the National School ?’* 

No ! You rerpember reading in your little History of England 
about poor King Charles the First, who had his head cut off?” 

Oh, yes I poor King Charles !*' 

Well, when he found his revenues — that is, his money — short, 
he granted certain privileges, amounting to monopolies. A mono^ 
poly is for one person or a small number of persons to seize upon 
anything and keep it all to themselves, letting no one else have 
any, just as if you and Linda were to seize upon a basket of 
cherries or grapes, and let no one else have any, which would be 
very selfish and very unjust; and such were the monopolies 
Charles the First granted to fill his exchequer with money* and 
which were among the causes which at last made him lose his 
head. But amid these monopolies was the manufacture of paper, 
the exclusive right of which was sold to certain persons, who grew 
rich and enriched the Government at the expense of those who 
were obliged to use paper. At that time all English paper bore in 
water-marks the royal arras ; the Parliament under Oliver Crom- 
well made jests of this law in every possible manner, and, among 
other indignities to the memory of Charles the First, it was ordered 
that the royal arms should be removed from the paper, and a fool’s 
cap and bells be put in the place of them. These in their turn 
were removed when Cromweirs Parliament was prorogued; but 
paper of this size, on which parliamentary journals are still 
Wntien, to this day is called foolscap ; and, all things considered, 
the nMe is perhaps more appropriate than ever/* 

‘^My dear Linda, in what a way you are sitting with your 
shouideis up to your ears,” said Mrs. Pemble, as soon as Charley 
kfe the room to send for the carpenter. 

’'*1 know I am,” laughed Linda; but it’s only over the 
sthbolfopm fire.” 

Only over the schoolroom fire 1 That onhf is a terrible word# 
Linda, being the traitor in the camp of conscience that lets in 
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everf etil. I am sorty you have io soon forgotten goo<i ol3 Laily 
Margaret Maynard's maxing that 1 told you : 

* SIT AS YOU wounn a® 

WALK A« YOU WOULD BE MET/ " 

** No, dear Mrs. Pemhle, I have not forgotten itj but I 
thinkin'r 

What were you thinking V* 

“ Why, I did not quite understand, when you were speaking to 
Charley just now about poets, your classing ambition with vamty 
and selfishness, and calling it a vice; because Miss Prosser was 
always telling us that we ought to have ambition, that we could do 
nothing without it, and that if we only stirred the fire, or lifted a 
ckewreen, we ought to have the ambition to do it well.*' 

** A what, Linda?” 

** A chewreenJ* 

** I presume you mean tureen, which is pronounced tereen.” 

“ Miss Prosser always called it chewreen'^ 

Well, but you told me Miss Prosser always called ctelinary 
eummryy as if it had two IFs, and inimical, in-im-my*cal, and 
misconstrue mis8-con-.v/reM?, and colleagues co -leagues, and in- 
decorous indeckerus — with a great many other words, all of which 
I have often told you was a vulgar, vicious, provincial pronun- 
dation ; and you nave just now also given a proof of the bad 
effects of not knowing the relative value and distinction of words, 
for when Miss Prosser told you you ought to have the ambition to 
do everything well, she was quite right in her theory, but wrong 
in her mode of expressing it, for she meant that you should have 
the emulation to do everything as well as it can be done. Now 
emulation is the virtue of the same (quality of which ambition j# ; 
^e vice ; for emulation has for its basis perseverance and humilUg^ 
and is never satisfied with its own achievements as long as they 
can be improved upon. This is both laudable in the person ex- 
ercising it, and beneficial to the commtinity at large, though it 
never traffics but with its own honest capital of energy and dili- 
gence* Whereas ambition is ever grasping at what belongs to 
others beyond its own legitimate sphere ; for ambition, in fact,j is 
nothing but an exaggerated pride which snatches the reins from 
reason, and assumes an arbitrary, supercilious air, looking down 
with contempt upon the rest of mankind as if tf, as centered, lu, 
the pronoun I, wei*e autocrat of the universe. It is the source ol 
envy, hatred, and detraction ; it gloats on revenge, and chafes if 
ail do not pay it homage. There is no crime before which an 
ambitious nature recedes. Blind, capricious, perfidious, cruel and 
uniinching, there is no deed, however dark, that ambition will qpt 
perpetrate — no web of wiles it will not weave. Offend it, ajid 
farewell ihefey and hope! Orpheus moved the rocks ana the 
woods; he could not have moted ambition, for no design Is too 





bj^<5k for it to harbour*— no attempt too saciilegious to deter iw 
ahd no person* or ty ng* too holy for it to profane. Such a two* 
edged passion is it, that it is at once a mnraerer and a martyr, for 
it is equally wicked and miserable; and, to sum up all its anti- 
thetici struggles in a single sentence, while it vaunts itself as, a 
soaring passion, it is in reality tie most grovelling „oae of the 
wiidie range,— for through what immund infamies will not am- 
bition wade 

“ I am very glad to know the difference between ambition and 
etpumtion/ said Linda; “and as for ambition, I shall despise it; 
and I think I shall always, for the rest of my life, have a dread of 
ambitious people, and take a deal of trouble to keep out of their 
way/* 

“ You cannot do better; only, if you please, dear Linda, say a 
great deal, instead of a deal, of trouble to keep out of their way, 
which is what Anne, the housemaid, or George, the groom, would 
say.” 

“ Miss Prosser ^always said a deal; and the other day I was 
reading the translation of a German tale, a great many of the 
scenes of which take place at the Court of the Empress Maria 
Iheresa ; and even she, the Empress, says to one of the characters, 
* I have taken a deal of trouble to find out where yon^were, and 
have thought of you a many times/ “ 

“ Well, my dear, that only proves that German, as well as French 
books may be, and are daily translated by vulgar people. Bfesidea» 
the idiom and genius of languages differ, and what are vulgamms 
in the idiom of one language, are not such in that of another ; in 
French, for instance, you address persons as * Mademoiselle* and 
‘ Monsieur,* and it would be mauvais to7t not to do so; whereas in 
English it is considered vulgar to ‘ Mias* and ‘ Sir* people. And 
herein condsts the great difference between a good and a bad 
translator— a bad one invariably translates literally, which fails to 
convey the sense of the author; a good one, who understands the 
genius of both languages, finds — as there are in all languages — 
equinalent proverbs or idioms, though expressed in different words; 
for instance, if you were translating pe/a cest tme jakrre dans mon 
jardm^ ydu would not render it ‘ that is a stone in my garden,’ 
because we have no such suyiny in English ; but we have the same 
idea and meaning, only we express it differently, by saying, Hhat 
is a cut at me/ So it is even with the ary at, or slang, of all nations ; 
it! purport, or the ideas it is meant to convey, are generally similar, 
but the wording of those ideas is almost invariably different 
Therefore, a thing being in print, or in a book, does not make it 
upon that account either right, or tme, for error is not precedent ; 
and the cuiious ijgfnorance of foreigners with regard to everything 
Epgiish, both historical and national, is a source of unfailing 
amusement to us. How «^ten have you laughed at the desciiptkm 
1 gave you of that play 1 saw at the Forte St. Antoine in Paiktthe 
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stene of was kid in the Tower of JbtO 

young Edward the Sixth, who had privately married, ag^ffiet 
Queen Elizabeth’s (!) consent, one Misse Jenny t, for which migde- 
meaimr the ruthless Bess orders him to be beheaded; but tf^e 
gaoler, who is also the executioner, and who has an amiable bJtu- 
patby for unfortunate lovers, and rejoices in the thoroughly English 
name of Tom Wood (pronounced, by the French actor, Tmm VutiBey 
k the confidant and bosom friend of the hapless Edward, who, oh 
the eve of his execution, confides his bride, the ^i-devant Jfme 
Jeany, to his chivalric care, to which he makes an appeal in the 
following matchless couplet : — 

* Taum Vaude! Taum Vaude ! rappelle toi ; 

Qu^^il coule dans ses veines le pins noble B$,n^ d'Angleterre, 

Son biflaieule a eti^ m^me <k'itxfois Lord Maire ! * 

Frederic le Maitre also, in his play of Edmund Kean, ^ brings 
all epochs of the reigns of George the Third and Fourth to a focus, 
in a most extraordinary and miraculous manner, making the Duchess 
of Devonshire in love with Kean, the Prince of Wales and Charles 
Fox being his rivals, and following the Duchess to his dressing 
room at Drury Lane, while George the Third and Queens Charlotte 
and Carol^e (I) are spectators at the play where Kean is to act, as 
soon as he can get rid of his little dilemmas in the green-room. I 
only wonder that, as they may read in any old newspaper of that 
day, that ‘The Right Hdnble. William Pitt dined yesterday, May 
Ifith, 1804, with the Grocers' Company, of which be is a member,* 
that some enterprising French dramatist has never pounced upon 
this incident as a fine subject for a drome, setting forth how this 
extraordinary young man, by the mere force of genius alone, rose, 
from being a grocer’s apprentice, to be Prime Minister of Engli^idl 
— only hinting at an unhappy attachment between him and 
lovely Queen Adelaide, begun in sugar, when she used to purchase 
her groceries from him, and ending in sorrow, when Geo^f the 
Fourth impeached them both before the House of Lords! , 
indeed, oo we fare a bit better in Germany, for a friend of ipine 
writes me word from Dresden that one Herr Karl Gutznow is com* 
pleting a five-act play, which is to be acted, in which John Keinbk i« 
introduced as the manager of Drury Lane Theatre, negotiating 
with Sir William Tal/oura, Esq.^ the clever barrister, author of Joa», 
for the production of a new pl^, called Dido ! — and while John 
Kemble is speaking of Victor Hugo, another, go-ahead character, 
not to be behindhand with him, makes honorable mention of the 
electric telegraph 1 So you see, my dear Linda, that all thing# 
printed, published, and even swallowed and believed, are not 
gospel/^ 

llie two sisters were still laughing at these French and 

romances of history ” when Omriey returned, towing in thecar- 
penttg# which he did greatly to the detriment of his own nails, by 
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tp^i^ at hm v^lvetmi jacket# as if he feared the giaat 
cacape' fic»ro bipi.' 

Itere is Oeorge Davis, .Mrs, Fembk''; bwt I can’t make him 
^d&stahd abjwt making a box to put the smoke in, and ^ot let 
tCcome.op^ff^;;,, ^ . ' ' !% 

/* I’m la^apM^Se^ at that, Charley,” smiled Mrs. Perobler ‘*fpr 
it Even the genias, yon know, could 

got ! Ait ; for don’t yon remember, in the Tales of the 

wheir the fisherman broke the vase, how all the smoke issued 
oiitf c jlut Fil see if I can’t make Davis understand the sort of 
thing we want for our chimney-top;” and accordingly she very 
soon did so ; but while she was still speaking to him, Gifford 
knocked at the door, and brought in a card which, she said, Sir 
Gregory had sent her hp. Without taking it off the salver, she 
reap inscribed on it'— 




■^ If you plekse, Madam,” said Gihbrd, ” there is something 
wntteO On the back of th6 card, which Sir Gregory will thank you 
to rfead;” 

Ani accordingly, taking it up, she read, written in pencil, Long 
threatening comes at laat 1 The owner of this card has just been 
forwarded to us in a note by Lethbridge, who has retreapd in the 
nMI shabby manner from the encounter; so pray come down 
that we tnav at least have equal forces. You and t against Charity 
and A© Fhflofoplier. The girls need not come.—- G. K.” 

' Sir Gregory I’ll be down directly,” said Mrs. Pemble, 
the earn into the fire ; and, as Charley sot off full gallop 
wllli the carpenter, she said to May and Linda^ ” You had netter 
till t come back, for iFs too glooni^ to see to draw or,* 
WOl'k i 4»d you know, dear Ma 5 % yonr grandpapawiahed you both 
t^letothat UiotOI^^ ,Of Falestriim’s, * I will praise 'Thy name.”* 
Hut tts ahe eldsed the door, after a slight preluding ahe heard May 
singiog, in her clear, belWike, but toucliing, contralto voice, that 
Oharming madrigal of'Calcott’s, 

’ /• ' ' ^ ' " ' ' white hours for ded V* 
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Upon etitming the dranriiig-rooiB Mr«. 
jitaadinf with his hack to the and Hlee 
em$ewtff OH one side of it ; bit on the other hiiE of the I 
m A sort of rubicotj, she had plained a few irolumes of Shli 
and other harmleea and washy poets, so that there was no Seater 
approach to her than by a chmr at the farther end of this settee, 
upon which now sat a very tall, lanky individnid of the sniierior 
sex, as was evidenced by his paletSt and pantaloons, which latter, 
^ the bye, were of a faint, faded, blotting-paper htie and text Ate. 
'Dieir wearer appeared to be labouring under two antipodteal 
embarrassments, to wit — the extreme length of Ms legs, and the 
extreme shortness of the feeble dust-coloured stubble thinly scat- 
tered over Ms cheeks and upper lip, and intended as a representa- 
tion of whiskers and moustachios. However, ail philosopher 
though he was (for this was no less a personage than Mr. Newtdn 
Twitcher), he did not appear by any means inclined, though pre- 
pared to do so (at least by nature), to go all lengths, as his nAther 
limbs seemed by far the most refractory of Ms two dilemmas, for 
when poked under his chair they would not remain there, or when 
out with a sudden motion as if about to swim to the other 
end of the room, neither would they persevere in that onward 
course, but kept continually returning to tbeir former retird under 
the chair, with a sort of sudden jerky Jadc4n-the^box jiiovAin«mt, 
which, for a man of sedentary habits, was a providential disputa- 
tion that must have completely supplied the place id owknary 
whlkibg^xcmsc. His capillary conundrums he managed better 
AS he wiPiontinually clutebing their visionary vastness, HA Mhcbeth 
does the phantom dagger. H^is face was long, sqtmre, and iaibw, 
with the exception of two high cheek-bones, which, Mkh 
were very deep re(a)<il, though, unlike his manners, whre dt^OWely 

K ished. Bis eyes, thouj^ black, bad no morC lustre ihsm that 
^-and^easy fruit for the million called bhckberrlei, heihg iibiiitt 
AS round and not ipuch larger. But of what use is an eye whlulut 
♦a hook ? And that dneqm non was supplied by his noAe, w^y 
Khaf it hooked upmtirds, and, being exceedingly small and 
looked like some poor solitary motb that had lost its way In ihlit 
VAtt desert of face. Bis hair was of the same dark, dusty IteOim 
Atnlie stubble OB his cheeks and upper lip, but stood strai^l up, 
gathered to a imint, like the choke of an artichoke^ ilisl^Ah«Ad 
WAS high, but retreatii!«i his efobrows Am aa4 fagged, ^nddcli. 
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added to Ilk immeoee height atid extreme thinnese* gave him the 
a^pearaiHse of a |pirt of xoophite asparagus run to seed. As be 
wore spe4f^f,j8d fiad a trick of Dending down his head while 
he raked this gave 4he latter, when seen above the horizon 

of bie^ appearanpp of a pair of small twin moons in 

ec!lpae/’®tll'^ice"was squeafe, and conveyed the idea of being 
an alFected or assumed voice, iM this gave an additional weakness 
10 bis woicds* (for had Socrat<Wlftad such a voice his wisest sayings 
could not have escaped bein^ mistaken for foolish soPie«t) more 
ospecially as it was accompnied by a real or affected hesitation. 

Mr/ Newton Twitcher,~-Mrs. Pemble/’ said Sir Gregory as 
sh* entered, when up rose Mr. Twitcher like a waterspout, and 
hairing liowed, or rather butted forward, fell down again upon the 
other side into his chair. 

** Mr. Twitcher,” resumed Sir Gregory, as if kindly to call him 
off from poor Miss Charity, who was vwnly holding her hand to 
her ear trying to catch the very elaborate account he was giving 
her of hk book, himself, his attributes, habits, pleasures, piuns, 
and aspirations, or rather aisuranoes, which he seemed to think 
was a topic of world-wide and all absorbing interest. 

Mr. Twitcher,” resumed Sir Gregory, addressing himself to 
Mrs. Pemble, hat been in our part of the world before, about 
three or fouy months ago/* 

” Ah I ye — yes ; abl I— a— intended then to— a— a— 'ar- 
liave paid my respects to Miss Kempenfelt, hearing she wes so 
very litermry ; but — a — a^ — my mother is always foolishly aWmed 
when I leave home without letting her know where I am, which I 
do to write more quietly, and — a— -also to give lectures which— a 
— onek owu family don't — a — a — appreciate. An excellent person 
my mother, but not sufficiently intellectual for ipc ; a— in fact 
onek own family never knows whatk in one, and are always sur- 
prised at one's success in the world.” 

I wonder,” put in Sir Gregory with imperturbaWe gravity, 

^ that yottr's should be surprised at anything you do.” 9 

” You are very good 1” bowed Mr. Twitcner, raising hk eyes in 
eclipse over his spectacles, as he thought he had received a justly- 
merited compliments for his vanity was of the same tough and 
oomprsbensive kind as the pouch of the peBcau, for there was 
siithiing it could not swallow or contain. ” Ah I ah i but» as I was 
ahuut to say, I should at that time have sought an interview with 
Miss Eempenfelt, thinking she would have appreciated me and 
pmpreheuded the drift of my great work, but that the very day 
Mr. Ikjthbridge had promised me a note of introduction I received 
a ieiler from my father (forwarded through my publisher, the only 
|iers«mT-^a**--**a--“i ever let know my movements), saying — a*-^that 
' Mother was dangerously ill, and bcggiiig roe to— u— re- 

turn house t and { thought if-^t^auythliig happened to her, nope ^ 
of them would be capable of writing a proper paragraph for the 

» • rt 
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eoisiEty paper» and tlieralore I had better retpm, as the edihM of 
all papers, I find, never refuse to put , in anything ! send tnem ; 
and besides, as I sometimes relieve the abstruseness of profounder 
study by qua^ng a enp of Hippoerene, in other wordSt-^a-^ — 
a-“^flifting with the Muses, I had prepared an elegy-^r — 

pray,” interrupted Sir Gregoryt with great blnntnesa pd 
undisguised disgust, " did the poor ladj’’ die ? ” , , , >; 

*‘My mother? Oh!-~a— a— no; but,-~^-^with a very sMfht 
alteration, I can convert the lines into somMhing else, for I ha^p 
immense facility in every species of composition/' , . 

To this modest announcement Sir Gregory made no repljr, but 
merely exchanged looks with Mrs. Pemble, which said, almost ^ 
plainly as words could have spoken it, “ Did you in all your ;hfe 
ever see or hear so conceited, shallow-pated, and shallow-hepbi^ 
gn ass ?" 

While |)oor Miss Charity, having lost all this intermediate tirade, 
and seeing there was now a pause in the conversation, again put 
her hand to her ear, and said, addressing Mr. Newton Twitchet-^^ 

** I beg your pardon, hut I did not catch the name of the woi;k 
that vou are about to publish/' 

“ Ahem !” replied Mr. Twitcher, clearing his voice, and getting 
his squeak, if possible, more in alto than usual, that such an 
important piece of information might not a second time escape her, 
*^ahem I ‘ Man in Paradise and Man in Parliament / 

* Mm in Petticoats and Man in Peppermint /' ” repeated 
Miss Charity, starting back, ‘^What a strange title!" . 

Mr. Twitcher corrected her mistake, by again screaming out 
the right title, and adding, as he flung up two pantomimic notei^of 
admiration in the air with the index and second finger of his ri^t 
hand, You perceive the depth and subtlety of my meaning ?” 

** Meaning!'^ echoed Miss Charity, catching the last wcp-fl, 

Ko ! I can't perceive any meaning in it 1 What on earth gas 
Paradise to do with Parliament?” 

''Ah^llpst so, that is the beauty of it. To the superSoial 
reader this title is a dead letter, absolute Chingalee to a laplap^er ; 
but the philosophical mind immediately begins to enquire what 
is the difference between man in Paradise ano man in Parliament 

Here Mr. Twitcher paused, and looked alternately at his 
auditors, as much as to say, Knowing your capacities VjrilJ 
reanh it, 111 kindly appear to give you a chance of finding it ogt^" 
J3ut Miss Charity, who had not heard the ipiery, but only s^w tfiq 
querist's look of importance and superiority, tossed her fiefid ^ 
while Mrs. Femble, who had both heard the one and s^ejg tfee 
other, turned away hers, to laugh ; cons^uenily, there w^ lio qne 
lef| to , reply but Sir Gregory, who did so by SJ^ySng, *' Why^ 
between two such e^^tremes, 1 suppose the only vvay to ariciye 
the naW truth is ta foturn to first principles and ^top at/mp p 
Paradise." ' . - . ' 
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' stop at/* itiiterposcd the literal Mr. Twiteher. ** I never 
at anything.*’ 

* • So I sbouM Biippoee/’ sotto eoced Sir Grcgoty. 

to return, and begin with man in raradise yes/’ 
continued Mr. Twitcher, "and thtn I proceed with the deyiFs 
Miuenee, as first exercised in Paradise, and still exercised in 
Parliament.’’ 

M^nd once more Mr. Twitchcr paused, and looked round for 
<wr#n{ler and admiration; so finding he was again expected to 
speak, Sir Gregory said : 

‘ " Ah ! those two sections of your work I suppose for brevity’s 
^ke, you entitle * How ’ and ‘ What ?’ ” 

* Tit was now Mr. Twitcher’s turn to be at fault, and with a noble 
nandour he confessed that he did not understand. 

" Why, * How,’ would exemplify how the Devil tempted Man 
in Paradise. As that is now a matter of history it would merely 
require to be recapitulated ; but Man in Parliament, at least most 
men now in it, are still a mystery; — so then would come the 
an^yxation of the ‘ what ’ the Devil they do there ? 

" Some of them ; but there again, don’t you think we literati 
shine pre-eminently ?” 

" Pm sorry to differ from you ; but I do not think in all 
♦qt. Stephen’s booth (which far exceeds Richardson’s for buffoon- 
ery,) that there are to be found such thoroughly unprincipled, and 
titterly ridiculous political mountebanks as your lAtt&atmrs by 
profession/* 

Oh! oh !” protested the literary Mr. Twitcher, who felt that 
the Vhide republic of letters was insulted, and that that republic 
fat. 

" Sir,” persisted Sir Gregory, " if it is not ridiculous for 
one ^ distinguished author/ as they call themselves, to assume 
the honest vehemence of sincerity upon awu question, after having 
forsworn himself upon all for a quarter or a century upon every 
hustings in the kingdom, and to suck as many orahgdpduring a 
I dehaf^ as would furnish a stock-in-trade for a doaen Jew-boys, or 
t a dessert for ‘ a whole wilderness of monkeys,’ I don’t know what 
: k ; knd if it is not also the very tie plus ultra of the ridiculoos for 
f k literary gentleman, because he has carefully crammed and 
I cbddied a speech upon some particular motion, for six weeks prior 
: to that expected motioii s when la ! the politicid urind changes, and 
; thb motion is vdthdrawn, to insist upon letring oflT the aforesaid 
si^ech upon the unhappy House, which has already been speechi- 
fied into a perfect state of catalepsy/’ 

‘ Bpf Mr. Kewton Ywitcher, who could so thoroughly enter into 
j the wbng of not letting an individual or collective audience ©scape 
foh any terms or under any circumstances, however h profos 
f dfe Seffea, from an iota of his own lueuhratidns, entirely waived 
I t&ut phase of the subject, and setting two of his long, lean. 
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gr0?li0iiiid-fiDgers to httnt hmr m M« Up, merely 

said-— 

‘*But dott^t you tMok it very possible fdi* «i Mkti to ^bange bis 
politics from conviction, and therefore to V yery sincere in that 
fcbangft — in fact, to do so from patriotism * 

From what ?*’ 

from patnotisni and again Mr. Twitcher’s fingyrs hunted, 
without disappearing, among the stubble, 

** ! hape beard the word before, and re^d of the thing, but I 
don’t think it is to be found now-a-days; but that which does 
duty for such, is nothing more than a sort of m 0 ie cocagne 
clambering up the slippery pole of popularity for wh^t is to be 
got by it.” 

Ah ! Popularity 5— good subject I I have lectured upon it, and 
think of writing an ode upon it.^* 

** I suppose you know Cumberland’s Ode to Popularity V* 

** Mo, — a — a — no, I do not, for I — a — a— have so little time— a— 
that I seldom read any poetry but my own ; but I — a — ^have no 
obkction to — a — ^hear it, A — sometimes one — a — picks up ideas.” 

I^cks out ideas would have been nearer the truth, as Mr. 1 witcher, 
considering himself a sort of Parnassian bee, helped himself libe- 
rally to whatever came in his way, convinced that lie could only 
improve what he took. Sir Gregory, not desiring better than to 
have a sort of interlude to Mr, Twitchcr’s egotistical gabblci and 
at the same time to hear his own opinions so well expressed, witb^ 
out further solicitation repeated Cumberland’s admirable ode 

** O PortfLARiTT I thou giddy thing ! 

What grace or profit dost thou bring ? 

^hou art not honesty, thou art not fame : 

I cannot call thee by a worthy namCf 
To say 1 hate thee were not true,r— 

Contempt ts properly thy due ; 

. ^1 c annot lore thee and despiae thee too. 
art 9 h 0 patriot but the veriest cheat 
That ever tra#ck'd in deceit ; 

A state empiric bellowing loud 
freedom and frenzy to the mobbing crowd ; 

And what carist thou if thou canet raise 
BluminaUons and huzzas} 

Tho* half the c% sink in one vast blaze ? 

A patriot 1 no ; for thou dost hold in hate 
%e Very peace and welfare of the ^i^ate . 
when anarchy assaults the Sovereign's throne, 
s%m is the day— the night— thine pw» I 
Then is thy triuinnh when the foe, 
iMtelZ some dark insldlotit blew, 

^ strimg rebellion lajm thy codntiy low, 

T}te riinst^ect husn^dty, to hide 
deep device of momtr&m pride ; 
i^dhhi^y pretend 
for eompfMfliiig some piltate end ^ 
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And in oowenikle Ganiing nate 
, ^ng ,S^ptjinre paiwages'-^iiaift qnot« > 
wlien |»fewiccution tankles in tlxrnat. 

mat m aense ©f nature at tfey l^eart ; 

No ear for Sconce, an|, no eye for art 
Tet donfidenllit dott dfeeide at om^ 
fm noan^a a wit and a dunce j 
And (gtrange to tell), liowe*er unjust, 

, We lake tty dictates upon trust ; 

For if the World he deceived it mvM, 

In truth and justice thou hast no delight j 
i Virttt® thOu dost not know hy sight i 

‘ But as the chetnist by ids skill 

FrOto dross and dregs a spirit can distil. 

So from the prisons or the stews, 

Bullies, blasphemers, cheats, or JeWO, 

Shall turn to heroes if they serve thy views. 

Thou dost but make a ladder of the mob. 

Whereby to climb into some courtly job ; 

There, safe reposing, warm and snug, 

Thou answerest with a patient shrug : 

* Hiscreants, begone 1 who cares for you ? 

Te base-born, bawling, clamorous crew. 

You've Sbnred my turn : now vagabonds, adieu ! ' " 

/'And thes© last lines are more espeerally applicable to ymt 
Hterary-politico adventurers in the House of Cbmmofia,'^ concluded 
Sir OVoiory. 

Ab f well, — a— ‘W® must allow them cleveraciis, I think/* said 
Mr. Twiicher,— -which, by the bye, i the Angio-Baxon vamisk for 
allinkulty* 

'* Ohl decidedly, for whoever denied it to their prototype, the 
devil.'" 

“ Who are you talking of, Gregory asked Miss Charity. 

Approaching her eai* he named the political and literary charla- 
tans he had more especially in view. 

** Oh, the horrors I" exclaimed she, throwing up her hands, ** I 
only wonder his Satanic Majesty should leave them so legig out on 
mortgage; for I am mm they must be a lots to his dotninions.” 

“ My dear Charity, why ahould he hurry th^m, t^en he tees 
they are going to him m/ast os they mn t* 

Mr. Twitcher had not heard a syllahle of all this, as he had been 
revolving in hit own mind that philosophy was evidently beyond 
the capacity of the baronet and hk deaf «sttr, and that, con- 
, s^uetitly, it was throwing pearls before Swine— to talk to f Iw of 
I his peat work, MAjf m paiu©i««, and maw in PAfti^fAMBNT.’* 
^ Bo he resolved to change the eenae, and daazle them with his ver- 
satility j therefore, without anything leading to that interesting 
tommmmdou, he suddenly informMi them that-<-lfew pa-sons 
i i^re aware of the innumerable phases in his chavicter, or how 
nWy the pmetic^ balahead the ideal, ^ In dbort,f mM he, at 
im very ui enptinumi toy gml Woih, i am tototeto|>lat* 
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work of fiction — a mere novel in fact} bat I ghaU no^ 
it till the week before Pheeie, itjy publislie^f* intendi brlrigihg ,it 
ottt, for 1 write ipameoi^y faet /Woftt is waoual Jabotix to jiibsi 
persons, is almost volition with me*” ' ' 

“ As you talk of publishing a novel, I take it for granted tbiat you 
have taken the necessary preliroinaries of being well afad 

%vitb the clique ?*’ said Sir Gregory. 

‘'What clique?" innocently, not to say ignorantly, ini(|ntred 
Mr. Twitcher. 

“ Why the Gore House clique, to be sure. It is true the High 
Priestess of that Temple of universal humbug is no more; but all 
its votaries remain in full force, and as an organised band oonsider 
themselves (Heaven forgive me for so profaning that noble line of 
Lucan’s!) 

' Eripuifc coelo fulmen, sceptnimque iyrannis 

which in Scotland would be simplified into the ‘ ^Scratch me, and 
ril scratch you, cli<}ue ;* and of this clique, which constitutes at 
once a literary sinking fund and swimming school, Fudgester of 
‘the Excrutiater/ is the old, that is to say the oldest seraph. 
Whatever trash this inquisitorial clique puffs is sure to swim, and 
whatever works it lapidates are sure to sink/' 

“Fudgester; who is Fudgester?" interrogated Mr. Twitcher, , 

“ That is not so easy to tell you ; but ff you ask me what he is, 
I should answer, 1 should tell you, to that especial clique and to 
every ready-made celebrity, be is what ‘ Don Juan * was to ‘ Oil 
Macassar i what ‘ Lord Aldborough * was to ‘ Holloway’s Pills 
and what ‘The Dowager Countess of Castle Stewart’ u to 
‘Du Barry’s Revalenta Arabics ’-—a providence and a puff, an 
endorser of miraculous effects ; in short, a backer of bills drawn to 
any amount on public credulity. But after you have had the hap^ 
piness to obtain an introduction to Fudgester, the best of 
insuring bis puffage and pilotage is to exhume some standard, 
lucky dog of a book which has had its day, and consequently is 
completely forgotten, like every other popular idoL This doue^ 
re«mould it, by casting it into a modern form. You may keep 
precisely the same dramatis persona^ only be sure to re^Christep 
them. The same incidents and the same aialogiie will do, without 
changing a letter, and of course the same jokes, for we all fkimw 
the tough longevity of jests; and the gipsey jesters that hav e kidr 
napped them in all ages, from the of ^fiiKuocE.u#, and 

all the intermediate fenerations of Rabelais, Ben Jonsop, Joe 
Miller, Fwte, ftuin, Garrick, Lord Chesterfield, George 
^d Sheridan, down to Sydney Smith and Lord Alvealy, pfnoPff 
the latter-day iritf.” , . 

objected and enggested Mr. 
evtde»%frq«idiig al th^ ide% I-^ar^ehoidd be efraW 



feaderif, ,at aH eveBl^.anK^ttg, the • 

aehdiince 80 a plamriam.*' .1 ^ t , 

i*, <»w* «iiai^|©rate the profound and 

extensive ignorance of the noveWeadinglBritish public, nor over^ 
imte the venaiity of the critics of that crujue and their 

brgrnis, such as the ^AsinsBum/ ‘My Grandmother’s Magazine, 
the Literary/ the ‘ J ackass,’ and the ‘ Kew Quarterly/ for instance.’’ 
t llie ‘ New Quarterly I never heard of that/' 

Ah 1 there are many persons in the same predicament. It is a 
vplghr, iil-written catch^penny, published by a Scotchman of the 
dame of Snobworth, or Jobwonh, or some such name, and estab- 
iulhed by the clique for the express purpose of puffing themselves 
and Mr^ Dickens's nauseous imitators, and doing their dirty work 
by heaping the grossest and most clumsy abuse on their marked 
victims.” 

“ By the bye, what do you think of BJekens ? Surely he is an 
original writer?” 

** Too original by half, and by far too economical a one.” 

“ I don't understand/* rejoined Mr. Twitclier. “ How can a 
wrHer be too original And as for his being an economical writer, 
I thiiik him a most voluminous one.*' 

« Why, I call an author w'ho never steals but from himself too 
original, and one who is always repeating himself too economical. 
And w^ben you have read me of Mr. Dickens’s encyclopaedias of 
pot-hohse pleasantries, you have read all j for, with ne# names, 
the characters and situations are, in one and all, exactly the same,** 

’ WeH, they certainly are. But to return to what you were 
saying about re-writing other people’s books, I— a — really— a-*- 
should fear — a~~that— a — as I said before, the — a — plagiary — ” 

“Tu^hl you surely do not dread the classical anathemas of 
the poetical ancient who believed in conscience-stricken authors 
being haunted by the accusing phantoms of their thefts, and so set 
up the plagiaristie scarecrow of 

‘ Stat contra, dicitque tlhi, tua psgma Fares V 

'Thai might have been all very well in ki$ golden age, when 
authotn had consciences j but now-a-days they have no such clog 
Wpon their flights. ” 

I no, no !” said Mr. Twitcher, repudiating the puerile idea 
of‘ the stolen page haunting him individually ; ‘*bitt— a— a*^the 
i^yleWers— 

•^Ahl I perceive you arc afraid of their crying ‘stop thief f 
l^4t tt' hit of it, provided you first arrange your mftm with the 
and then they’ll emm' that every jackdaw you bring down 
IS'^ipheasant, and every polecat you course is a hare f and, better 
still* the Jgp confiding British public will take Jfftefr word for the 
swillW'tbem with as. much fuafo as if they' really 
Only pseudo^ barb and pheiiant/* ^ 
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trould yotji advi«e '?*# to 

Twitcyiier senpttsly. * ■''■■'::} n- 

Wiiat, tomsk^ ycmt own - - *• ■ ^ '' 

** Ye— “yes/' faintly murnaured that gentleman, aomewhat ehoOlW 
at this coarse way of calling a Ut^rai^ liciemf& by so eomnM?*o^|)lace 
and nickpocket an epithet. 

Let me see. You must not take * Tristram Shandy* 
that has just been done and swallowed by the public, plastet^d by 
the critics (?}, puffed by fcbe publisher ; and when one solitary re- 
iriewer had at length the honesty and temerity tp pity LawreW 
Sterne for this poathumous burglary committed upon his Wains, 
of course there was instantly a Fudgestcr to the rescue, whph the 
said Fttdgester once more * gave the world assurance* that |bo can 
lie himself, or his gang, into or out of anything— a fact as notm* 
riousiy plmn as the msf (?) on Fudgester’s very hideous face, jBiit 
everyone is neither Fudgestei-read nor Fudgester-ridden, There 
is still ‘The Sentimental Journey,* ‘ Roderick Random,* ‘Feregrlne 
Fickle,* * The Vicar of Wakefield/ ‘Torn Jones,* ‘ Amelia,* ‘ Jfoseph 
Andrews,* ‘ Humphrey Clinker / or, if you like to go by long s^ 
down to posterity there are all Richardson’s novels still unW^hep 
into. But whichever you take, the great art consists in impressing 
upon the British public that tWre is only one merit you claim for 
the work with which you then present them ; and that is, its strik- 
ing and startling originctJlity, because, when you have asserted, filif 
really and trirfy most original fiction, your literary gaug will swe^ 
it, and there is not a Miss, from Malvern to Manchester, who will 
not echo it et voila comme onfabrigue Us /’* 

Mr. Twitcher appeared perfectly convinced and resolved by tbii 
insight into popular authorship, merely remarking that W de- 
precated the low-life mania there was in literature at present t “ for 
though/* added he, “ I have sprung from trade myself, still the 
bent of my mind and tone of my feelings are decidedly aristocratic 5 
and I regret, therefore, that Dickens and Carlyle— they were for- 
merly of different cliques, but are now fused — should ride *thetr 
hobbey of anti-fiunkeyism to death/* 

** Ah ! there would be only one way of effectually stopping ld|c^ 
on that point” 

“Do you think anything could do so ?** 1 - 

“ Doctdedly/* . 

“ What ? for I am really curious to know/* 

“"Why, making Mr. Dickens, Lori Bleedingheartcourt^ JLiprii 
l|eufoitch, Lord Froth de Pewter, or eocu be(k)fii|^tfog him j and # 
idif lame time creating Mr. Thomas Carlyle, Baron Oothecaut l^d 
Drsa Major, Lord Fit* Flunkey,' or 
p^d uifoP it Wf shbula Men have no more noundings of 
nof ft4pfll$dfohs Aininst fiuukeys, for M 

lorptfo, fo tltf tpotto of ihe vrbdfo pSE* ^ 

“But,** iuforpot^d me morally, as well as phymi^y, short- 



vp»T, 




ibhted Mr, Twitch^r# "I tfaini^ we mwst do them tbe jiiefice to 
ipftitr l^ey eom^ioios gi%atly praj^% i»ot lo 8«f puf^ 
which are mt written hy one of their own clique/* 

^ ** Name even one, for Heaveii*e sake, ae I ana always curious to 
hear what t never heard before/* 

*' Why,. * iane Eyre,* for instance/* 

Thank you, dedicated to one of the fleet Street oligarchy, in 
#(o hrst iiiSlanCe/* 


^ *'* But a very deyer book, do you not think ?** 

J^/Most decidedly 80, but an exceedingly coarse, and not over 
isroyer one as to morai” 

■ How so? I do not remember anything coarse or immoral in it/* 
^^Had It been ten times more so, the intense man^worship 
ri^rouahoiit it, by pandering to their passions and liabits could not 
have failed (as it did) to propitiate /Ac clique, who so puffed it. 
Iihprimis, Jane Eyre becomes governess to Mr. Rochester's natu- 
ral child; thereby fully establishing the perfect matter of course 
that gentlemen should have those little appendages. Next, she 
foils m love with Mr. Rochester and he with her, she at first 
ignoring that be has the little ami-rnatrimonial impediment in the 
way of a living wife, though a mad one ; ke, of Course, comme ^eh H 
pratique parmi ^es messieurs — ^not looking upon this as any obstacle 
at all. And even Jane Eyre, when she discovered it, philosophises 
upon the horrors of a man being so situated ; but, of course; were 
a woman aflhcted with a mad brute of a husband Who added active 


persecution to all the other tortures he inflicted upon her, there 
Would not be even a human feeling of compassion for her nnd^ 
similar circumstances; however, pefa n*empiche pas les sentimens, 
and JaUe Eyre continues her grande passion for Mr, Rochester, 
who by the wav is as great a brute as most of Miss Bronte’s 
heroes ; and malcing them all such hoggishly, selfish, sensual mon- 
sters, as she has done in another ovation to our sex ; the moral 
being, that the more loathsome and worthless a man is, the more 
devoted and submissive women should be to him, Mng mere 
echoes and shadows of their solidity, and only unfeminindy, and 
very improperly, in my old-fashioned opinion, taking the initiaUv© 
m proclaiming their love and making all the advances. But ihis 
hemg pother sop to that Cerberus, masculine vanity, instead of 
being disguited at it men are delighted with it. With regard to 
; the other portion of ‘Jane Eyre,* when I talked of its coameness, 

^ I Should have said grossness — as I think the scenes between her aha 
g clergyniai}, the future missionary, among the very gross-* 

g sr tMd, and certainly that a woman ever penned. AS for 
it has no* even devemess to redeem it, and is, without 
i,^ not only one of foe most vulgar, but nn© of the must 
i I ever read, (unless indeed I except The 

Igbidghis, ) for in Shirley foe yonag ladies slilJ contiiiiiie 

v Sii foe advamCes. ami da hll thm in trifo 
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Fmak* style; and w^Il one of the ditf listing Iter##/ 
(I fotget las name) jilts one of t%e heroines in the most 
and mercenary manner, for a person whom he things h^ fiM^ 
money# and, ultimately finding his mistake, and making the 
covery that in reality his first love has the money, he returns 
lier— s4e, in the most manner fiies into his arms hefpf?e 

he has even time to ask her to do so, only too happy to regatp, 
such a treasure ; the moral of which is, that a»|f man, no matter 
what he is, or how he behaves to her, is conferring an honor ofi 
any woman in marrying her. For a* that, and a* imt, with J^UI! 
regular genuine ‘British FemaW Hnshmd' s the thing 

that, ‘Vilette* I have not read, so know nothing about it; hpt 
indeed, considering the unprincipled profligacy of some of our 
leading literati, the low ebb of even our theoretical morals, an4 
the indefatigable pains a certain clique take to lower and de^o4o 
woman, both as morally responsible and intellectual! v recipient 
beings, it is a pity they should ever come in contact with any, even 
the shadow of a shade superior to the Mrs. Caudles, Mrs. Smiths, 
and Martha Struggleses, of their own creation, which certainly are 
the most appropriate ^females' for such males.’* 

“ Well, hut surely,^’ said Mr. Twiteber, who piqued himself 
upon his nationality, and consequently devoutly believed that 
England and the English had not left a single virtue for tlie use 
of any other country, but had saddled themselves with them Ai.i.i 
as part of the National Debt; “surely you think us a moral 
people }** 

“ Ob ! verg remarkably, or rather, peculiarly so I Our state of 
society, our laws, politics, literature, and, above all, our criminal 
statistics and police reports, prove us to be eminently such !’* 

“And yet,” resumed Mr. Twiicher, who never could for five 
minutes together keep from floundering about amid the verdaiit 
duck -weed of his much-loved literary goose^pond, “ you aee,.liiai4 
Byron, with ail his genius, was rmt tolerated in England/* . ^ 

** I dry you mercy ? rayez gda de vos papiers, lord Byrondwiis 
not tolerated in England from his folly, not on account of bis 
^ces, the greatest of which was hie having the had taste to ejt- 
aggerate them, instead of having the hypocrisy to drape them with 
their opposite virtues — ^at least in print; but, however gfeat a 
genius may be, he cannot be qaite universal, and grasp all things, 
but invariahiy leaves some apparently small hiatus for his far legs 
gifted successors to fill up, and winch solitary addition at louce 
revolutionises and rivets the great scheme that had preosd^d If. 
Thus the electric fluid was barely mentioned at the end of Hew|oa?s 
^ Dprics/ and it was reserved for Franklin to investigate iw won- 
droti^ properties, so of that branch of science he ini^ falrj^bc 
constdered the fetber. Theory was advanced to practice and 
utility by the invention of the conductor, mid evoMd into a 
ubiquitous wiaard by the invention of the electric telegraph; and 
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tHlJal • fclectricilf k to sdifence^ l^crisy is to vioe-^at onto Its 
attd its slave. Bot this great ^wer, Lor<l Byron, if he 
did not ighOre, neglected and disdained; and so, instead of a 
magnate, he became a martyr to the verM morality of England. 
Btit what Franklin wm, after Newton, to electricity, $o Fudgester 
lihd Ms clique have been after Byron in the utilization of bypo- 
dHsy info ati omnipotence; and had poor Lord Byron had the 
a^aatage of being enrolled in that clique, he would never have 
h^n so silly as to leave the country; but, above all, be never 
wbhid have been so idiotitsally humane as to leave his wife her 
child, or so Insahely honorable as to leave her her whole fortune; 
on the contrary, nis very first move would have been to have 
turned his vvife out of her home to make way for his mistresses—' 
to’ have taken her child from her, and, if it had survived the 
murderous neglect of its early years, to have perverted it into an 
unnatural monster towards its mother; next, to have robbed her 
of every shilling of her own fortune, and to have made her some 
swindling allowance of a beggarly pittance, from which he even 
deducted the Income Tax! He would, further, have hunted her 
with eternal conspiracies till he had reduced even that pauper 
dole to the lowest possible ebb ; while for his spies, and to write 
anonymous letters and defamatory paragraphs, he would have em- 
ployed such honorable tools as his cast-off mistresses and the 
lower fry of his literary jackals to do this dirty work, he playing 
the CrVand Sei^fneur to his worthy literary clique, giving them 
private theatricals, and bracelets to actresses, Ivhile his wife and 
Ohild wanted the commonest necessaries, according to their sphere 
of life. Had Lord Byron been such a loathsome monster as this, 
leaving no vice unexhausted and no virtue unassumed, then 
Ate also would have become an incarnate puff— an ambulating 
tviunjphi — maudled over by admiring Misses, dedicated to by 
fUaftosuvring Mrs.’s, lied through everything by the Press in 
general, and through a stone wall, when need had been, by 
Fudgester and €o. in particular. He had been also the rallying 
point and pabron sinner of all the male and female profiigates of 
London, and, to crown all this long ^ homage to virtue’ (since that 
ik What hypocrisy^ is called), I have no doubt, when age bei^n 
to exchange his rampant vices for those ugly grave- weeiS^ — 
W^kies and pey hairs*— the gifted Janus might have wound up 
by being made professor of Moral Philosophy to the Maide 
Bosior, or tJsher of the Black Rod to some of those solemn 
ipoei^ humbugs, which, being a moral people, stand us iq lieu of 
ieViVy gospel grace and of every (Christian virtue.” 

» j Well, you astonish me!” responded Mr. Twitcher— ^ fact 
Whieh he illustrated by a pantomimic clutch at hia visionary 

c ^ ;i ; i H Hypocrisy i».th« homage idee pays to virtue,” ' ' ' : 
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Stubble, ‘^for | thoiigbt our beiug a moral nation wbat we 
cfepewly plumed onrselve$ wpbb/* 

That is mibtber affabr* It is soperfltiou^i to bOast of wEat wt 
rfeaiiy possess, for which i^ason It is that cowirds generally iraOitt 
their toiirage, bnd heroes neoer; and misers brag of their 
ri^ty while the lavishly open-handed always nave etosbd mcmlha.' 
Skit We are wof a moral people, and under Otir present system it id 
impossible that we should be such 5— WS are too pre-emihen^y d 
poutjical and public-life people to lay any store by those tame 
realities, private virtues. It is true we esr 5 ii% unite Church and 
State lor the support and better seOurity of the latter 1 but lits 
rhartiage, like our individual ones^ is purely mundane and tnattnal f 
there is nothing spiritual, holy, nor equal in both being, ad 
to rights and immunities, for the estcluslve benefit of the stronger 
party—the State in the one instance, the husband in the other }--* 
thus realizing the order of things in La Fontaine’s fable of 
'La Grenouille et le Rat:’ 

' Ita geenonille et Je lion 
Tottt en fat ; taut et ri hkn, 

Qae de cette doable prole, 

Vokeau 66 donneau coeur joie, 

Ayant de cette favon, 

A Bouper chere et poiason/ 

" it is true that from this raimn des plus fori arrangement* ai 
regards individual marriages, Nemesis sometimes ordains that the 
rest of the fable shuuld also be enacted, and that — 

' La rase la mieox oardie, 

* Peut noire d son inTentear ; 

£t souvelit la perfidie 
Betourne eor son auteur.' 

But look to our public schools ; and let us impartially aA: 
ourselves what are the fruits likely to spring up from the seed sowU 
by what is called a classical education 1 Let us takCj for instaned^ 
a Westminster play. We are told the purport of them is to give 
boys confidence (surely a work of supererogation at Westminster 
or any other public school), and to teach them the art of speafemgi 
l^t for this purpose, it cannot be necessary that they shouM ai^ 
the plays of Terence,*^ Sophocles, and Euripides} and, as a tnaUer 

, % We do not need to he reminded that Philip H^ancthen lectured, at 
Jiildggea, imon Virgil and tcrence, and that the test of the Ifilfor 
beihk actualbr nritited in prose at that time, he was alao the first to point 
<m m ^bo students the diversified Iambic measure, and, with great kr 
hour, lo the whole to its primal metrical arrangement* But, In 
'first Melancthon was then only serenteeii ; in the neat, 
^fWPWlft’;iS^v.fiiles, though they prove them; and, moreover,, wheifirer 
Oou intahdi,‘!fo make an ;bdtriaaal an Instrument of, good 4o mahkm4 
Be is never fil a loss not only in spite of, but out of the mo»t adye*s« 
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of edueetioMl traming, it surelj oaomt W defended that bop at 
aoliocd/alimiid allowed publicly and with applause to repeat 
seaifciiliepta aiid descriptioos before m audience of tbeir senior# 
(and tbo#e some of tbe gravest and most sacred character# in ^e 
kkiiidoiu, aucb as Eeverend and Bight BeVerend j^elates), and 
(hlate u^on ippiinties of the grossest kind, which, if thoy were not 
cdolbid in LmIh^ It wppld be mpomUefnr tkm to eatress — though 
boA by them and by their bearers they are Quite as well understood 
a^d convey pp<asely the same ideas as if uttered in plain English. 
Hdw i^aipst this deep and thorough immersion in these classicid 
iplpurities, not only countenanced, but inculcated, by the ministers 
oi Christ, ala# 1 the few pure sprinklings from the baptismal font 
have, etid can have, but fettle counteracting power ^ and after such 
a Jinmekticm for a wmral superstructure, no wonder that yoPng 
gentlemen look ^on vice as merely part of their elective franchise, 
and Church and State as merely a convenient and salut?u 7 working 
schedule in jtlie political charter; but as for any vitality or spirit- 
uality in their nominal religious creed, that, their common sense 
tells them, is all a farce, so long as there is no earthly necessity. 
for their lives and conduct corresponding with it. And, indeed, 
if a boy has good feelings and pure principles, he is generally 
sneered out of the one and laughea out of the other at an English 
publu? achpol j while smoking the governor, or damp the maternal 
ojut of the supplies, are the only parental reminiscences not pul- 
verized by ridicule, or scolPed at as sentimentality. And to snow 
you how the virus circulates through the arteries of the national 
heart, it was only the other day that I read, in a paper professedly 
devoted to the improvement of youth, that it was a dever — not 
dodgCy but a word to that effect— of Eouis Napoleon making a ro- 
mance of his mother’s composition, the National air of France 
filial affection being one of the peculiar sentimentalities cf the 
French r Even so a man no matter how high or how low, who 
despised, nedected, or behaved unnaturally to his mother, would 
be hooted in France, neither more nor less j but in moral England, 
90 long as he was a good classical scholar or got on in lainpuhUe 
career, if people troubled their heads about so insignidcaut an affair 
as A woman’s feelings, in any relationship of life, he would oidy he 
wwaght the more ^ manly, ^ and a * deuced clever fellow/ for not 

mean# to qualify them for the work. But we do say, and wiE malntam , 
thw metv jearmng, and mere espericdly chgidcal lore, wHhoiifc a superior 
mnaence of Ihvixie grace, is hut a dangerous meteor, a 
wndmug ^ar, to mislead, with false light, the souls of men, and that for 
^ -r®® Erasmus, or <EooIainpadius thiit mere learning can 

pro^ee, it vdll engender thousands of Lords Hfecons, Burlfet^s and 
t/tanmers, AriStotles, Almericuses, and Abelards--ina word, itUtellectual 
ephhges, who have imMhed all knowledge sate the knowledge of noon, 
***i?^*^ whose doomed lupremacy is poured the hitt^ curiwi that came 
On m^z for they focfht app, •ihi# 
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tb ttibh ptteriiities. If:li hkn 
to be fiattered or cajoled out of, thm, indeed, it ie %uil^s 
atkllr 1 “ for,, however you may 'lidioOifi and deipise bei^,' aiid-^'bi^ver 
just eause 3 rod niay have to do so, or even if you 1b sUeli ad di- 
natUral brute as to use personal violence to nfer, yet ydu brtUt 
always adulate and toady her in public and in print, 
you (especially if you si^cure the * dirty acres’ by the dirtiest itiikns) 
will in your turn be puflfed and nron? as thC' paragon of soni# I Ibe 
model wrap^rascal of filial piety I The MarciUis de BouiHdj, ilt^fels 
Memoirs, cites a great critic on the French Eevolurion, whb calk 
that sanguinary juggle ’ /typocrisy of liberty ;* but in Opr time 
we have the hypocrisy of philanthropy and progress^ and, #itll^Oir 
accursed system of pro bom pubUeo shams, from drst to kftty^I 
don^t see what else we can expect hypocrisy in all things^ Sinde 
in all things with ua to seem is everything, to be nothing/’ ' 
b Ah, well V* hummed and ha’d Mr. Twitcher, Who never for % 
moment wandered from his first, and last, and only love-^himaalf, 
and who moreover always stood up for his order, and, likembet 
geniuses of his calibre, drawing his deductions ftrom himself, had 
the most exalted ideas of masculine superiority, and the most Ex- 
aggerated ones of masculine supremacy ; ** you — a — see— -a — ^the^ 
a— fact is — a— that women not having the— a — capacity to under- 
stand us, and enter into our intellectual pursuits, have nO ambi- 
tion^ and— a — therefore interfere so terribly— a— With our— 
public career, and— a — that is the reason— — that-^We— h 
certain degree avoid the-^a— a--^of our own family lor-^ 
a—as you truly say — public life is everything in England. I^dw 
I— a— know by myself, I— a — ^am obliged, positively obliged, to 
shirk ray mother as much as possible, for just as I am on the pilltl 
of crying Eureka ! roy mother will set everything to flight with 
’ tea is ready or eke, when I am chasing the sample Man 
through the thickets of Paradise, and counting from his hirsute 
glories the germs of future peoples, the mob of Nations is dis- 
persed with * Newton, did you know that two of our pigs were 
pounded again yesterday V But the worst of all is tlie total want 
of sympathy with onek aspirations and pride in one’s achieve- 
ments, for 1 shall never forget my mother’s looks of wondey, nay, 
almost of terror, the first time she heard I had given a lectiire bn 
hydropathy In the Baptist Chapel in our village, which I had bli^ 
for the occasion ; and as I thought I might one day stand for bi^ 
town, I had also hired mUnibuses to bring all the old wof^ tb 
the lecture ; and ray mother’s surprise, and it was mly 
was disheartening in the extreme.” 

Aye !' muttered Sir Gregory, 

^ ^ Primi in omnifous prajlys ocuU vinouiitur aares/ / 

and then added alondi J ^ujppose as yopr lecture waif npn 



your inotber poagfet pe was only keeping the 
^titiee by throwing cold abater u^n it,” ^ 

, , Bgt Mr. '^f^wikher was too f^ilofsopbical not to be pnn-proof ; 
apd, therefore, paying no moi^ attention to it than if it had been 
another of his mother's pigs in the pound, he returned to the 
charge with : 

. You— ra4-~were saying just now something about the sort of 
,pieface I ought to write, if I took one of Fielding’s or Sterne’s or 
Smoli^t’s novels, and — a— 

;i ’ > piCnovatad it, as the Israelites do old coats,” put ip Sir 
.ff regory. Well, in that case you must continue to , do as the 

rj[ewa do, and swear that it is spick-and-span new, and that nothing 
dike it has ever been seen before. But, now I think of it, the very 
be^t preface that a modern popular author could tskQ would be one 
that is in a very old periodical called ‘ The Projector,* conteippo- 
rarjr, by the bye, with Sterne, Fielding and Smollett. Ill send for 
bbPk aiwl read it to you,” and he rang the bell, and as spon as 
Gilbrd appeared, he said — 

: ‘^Tell vlayton to give you an old shabby-looking book, in a 
biowp leather binding, that he wtU find on the writing4:able in my 
d^ssing-room ; and liave the goodness to bring it here,” 

“ I’m sorry to hear,” said Mr, Twitcher, “ that your rector, Mr. 
.fowl, is not only at loggerheads with Mr, Lethbridge, but also with 
his own curate, Mr. Meek, whose miserable stipend he wants still 
further to curtail, which, I must say, is a very great shame, consi- 

dcfing that through his patron, the Bishop of , he is for ever 

adding not only feathers, but down to his own nest,” 

That is it 1” replied Sir Gregory, “ and how often one has oc- 
casion to exElaim with Peter Pindar — 

^ ‘ What pity ^tis, in this our goodly land, 

That 'mongst the apostolic band, 

8o ill diviiM are the loares and iishes I 
Archbishims, Bishops, Deans, Archdeacons, 

With ruddy faces, blazing just like beacons, 

, Shall daily cram upon a dozen dishes : 

, Whilst half the infeiior cassocks thinK it well 
Of beef and pudding e’en to get the smell.' ** 

( .Gifthrd here returned with the book, and while Sir Gregory was 
wer the leaves m search of the preface he had mentioned, 
Twitcher inouired, with feverish anxiety, whether he teaUy 
tlmiighli A Sfccono person adopting the plan of stewing a whole 
popk would succeed ? 

” Well,” smiled Sir Gregory, it wilj or it wdll not* 

* 0 baertiade J quicquid dicam, aut crit aut non/ 

— Ah 1 here it is ,* and, in my opinion, it is a model of candour 
and explicitness that would save a fifty*-t|to«8and horses or 
of puihtT if ftdpjited by t^rtoin individuals. 
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' ’ pbwoation: 

‘ VTkkh muy $ 0 %e almost for evsty bookf «ifi«r m pP&s4 ®f ^l§r 
fh^t has i«m, is, or shall he puhlMsd. 

‘THB AUTHOK TO KISlKBl^P* 

* Most Honored Sir, — 

* These labonrs, upm mmj considerations, so pro- 
perly belong to none as to yon— Urst, beeanse it was your inost 
earnest desire alone that could prevail upon me to make them 
pi|blic; next, because I am secure (from tnat con^fiuat indulfenpf 
ynn have ever shown to all that is mine) tha|^ no ohe wiE eo riw^y 
take them under thek protection, or so asealoosly defend thisiii an, 
you. Moreover, there is no one who can so soon discover thfif 
beauties $ and there are some pmrts which it Is posmble 'f/syty 
Insides yourself are eapable of understanding. Sir, the 
aiection and value 1 have for you are beyond expression, and fS, 
g^t, t am sure, or rather far greater, than any one else has ^ 
you. As for any defects, which others may pretend to discover in 
yon, I do faithfully declare I was never able to perceive them» and 
doubt not but those persons are actuated by a spirit of mahee or 
envy, the inseparable attendants upon distinguished talents and: 
matchless merit (1) such as I have always maintained yours Ip be, 
It may, perhaps, be looked upon as a violation of mooesty to say 
this to you pmlicly ; but you may believe me, that it is no iporo 
than I never cease to think of you in private. Might 1 follow the 
impulse of my inclmation, there is no subject which I could expatiate 
upon with half so much pleasure as your praises*, but since 
something is due to modesty, let me conclude by teEing you that, 
there is nothing I so much desire as to see every one entertain thp 
same exalted opinion of you that I do; or nothing that a*ou)4 
adford me more sincere pleasure than to render yon some signal 
service ; in fact, to place you at that pinnacle of earthly greatness 
which I think your transcendent merits entitle you to. At all 
events I shall ever continue, 

^ My dearest Sir, 

‘ Your most devoted friend, 

* And the greatest of your admkeiff** ’* 
As Sir Gregory concluded this model dedication the first dliinev* 
bell tpag, and he was too hospitable not to ask Mr, Twiteher to 
stay and dine | but, luckily for his wishes, which, for the nonces 
ran counter to his hospitality, that gentleman began to snapfst 
that he had gained no votaries at Baron's Court, or, as he himi^ 
lyould have expressed it, that its inmates, poor people 1 were Inca* 
pabie of appreciating genius. So he declined the invitatbo, andi 
to the great relief of all, took his leave, fully convinced in his own 
mind that phQosophers, Eke pre^hets, have no honor in thek Wwii 
country, imd ^1 Sir Gregoiy Kempenfelfs pre%»s were lid 
better than his mother’s pigs] for it s a they hme among 
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geninm always to sttpl^oae they have been throwiog pearls before 
swioe* whenever, howfetcr, and wherever it mis out that they have 
i|el Wn rnuY ^vc^mnmh l 


CttAnmtUt 

,r. ST. PAUL VUmVB THE lt«V. JABEZ JOWI^i 

a fortnltlit hai elapsed since Mr. T^tcb«/ai Visitsilion, 
hhd Mr. Jfo#f s aenunbiations frhm the pplpit a^aln^ wor^ in 
and Mr. Lethbridge*s jjood wolhs itt Mttic«t|ar* had 
Bebbme so outraffcous and so personal that, in to reply to 
tWeta, the latter had cohvcned a meetidg id the Barones 
sdhQOl-house, that beirig the d«% portion of the Rev. Jane* 

parochial territonea with which he eWr interfered, and 
that Only kt $ir Gregory Kempenfelt’s particular request, as 
tfiat school, though «*ce to all to attend who chose to do so, 
d^S his Own especial add private property. But If the perfec- 
tion of logic consists in extracting arguments jfor ah hypothesis 
froth the very points which apparently make against it, then was 
the Rev. Jabea Jowl a profound logician; for, after expatiating 
hpOn the impious arrogance of man, in eveh attempting good 
works, he told bis congregation that the strongest proof «|i the 
futility and profanity of works was, that when we arrived at a 
khOwiedgeabie time of life, in the ceremony of confirmation we 
renewed our baptismal vows fo renounce the Devil |ind all his 
and one of the DeViPs chief works was putting into ihen^s 
Beads that they could do any good things. Such deeds, he said, 
might indeed ihake them popular among their fellow-men, but 
iTOiild avail them nothing with God, with whom the blood of 
Christ, Sprinkled on the dbor^'posts of their hearts (or, as he 
call^ it, *drfs% could alone insure them salvation and acceptance, 
and cause the destroying angel to pass them over unscathed; 
therefore let them, one and all, beware of the wolf in sheep’s 
clothing who was then amongst them, and whose gifts were gifts 
unto perdition. Now, poor Mr. Lethbridge being the wolf 
alluded to Sabbath alter Sabbath, thought the leakt he could do 
ym$ to give an answering howl* and conscqueaatly bad announced 
bis intention to have a meeting in the school-roOm, and there to 
expkin the iniquities of which he had been accused, and defeqd 
hlinself, to the best of his power, against the charge, or rathir 
charge^ the rector had made against him. tJpon the morning 
preceding the evening that this meeting was to he held, Mrs. 
Pamble had experienced a great pmn and a great pleasure : the 
former esn^s^d in her having again lost the brooch containing 
Harcourt’s miniature. ®hey all tried to f ereuade her that it Voula 
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not really bt tot ; bi# wto iba feared was^ tliat ebe bad difCiipad 
it lia some deJd» and that* if so, fbe dew n%bt enttoly 
if before it was restored to her 5 tbongb, baring offered a rewSrdi 
of £W{g>T it» a» El Borado in a Welsh village, she was stir© 
literally m stone wonld be left unturned to find it* It is time*" 
said she to May, **that 1 could paint another almost as Itke^ I, 
thto, from memory i but then, poor fellow 1 He sat to me toftbat 
one, and bis eps have looked on it, and that gives it an additkih^^ 
value in mine. - >? m» 

Depend upon it, dear Mrs. Femble,*' cried May, tbrowing her 
arms round her neck and kissing her, ** you will find It ai?a|n/^S n 
; ** Why, May, how radiapt you lookl One would almost tbkk 
you had found it for me; but, dear child, your cheek is very het^” 
** la it?” said putting up her own hand to it. 

** I think,” said Mrs. Perable, “you had better not go to Mr? 
l^ethbridge-s meeting this evening; it is so very damp and Cold, 
and I have no doubt there will be a great crowd there;” and 
whde she spoke she scrutinized the younjf girrs beautiful face, as 
if she had been making a chymical analysis of it, but the flushed 
oheak neither grew redder nor paler, and the large deep violet ayes 
were raised openly and calmly to hers as May replied— 

“Just as you ptose, dear; but will you tell Mr. Eethhridgc 
that he owes me two Hebrew lessons ? I cannot think what haf 
come to him; he used to be punctuality itself.” 

“To tell you the truth, dear May, I think you would get on 
much better with some steady old Rabbi, for he seems to me richer 
a distrait teacher. As I often remark, you have to ask luf|i n 
question twice before he answers you, and then I have more than 
once heard him tell you wrong, and so he has had to correct him-' 
self and go all over the ground again ; and though Hebrew has to 
be read backwards, I am not aware that it ought to be learnt.^/? 

^*Oh!” laughed May, “he used not to be so absent; 1 
think Mr. Jowl worries him to death, and gives him more 
In circumventing his ceaseless annoyances, than he can dp ; for ha 
used to be always here, and now he scarcely ever has time to stay 
and dine, or to come of an evening to play at chess with grandpapa.” 

Mrs. Femble did not think his increased occupations were to 
cause of his prolonged absences from Baron’s Court. Hoiw^ver, 
she kept her thoughts to herself, only determining that very i|ipr|it 
ing to «P®®k to Sir Gregory, and warn Mm about the ri^ 
he w'as ruuning in allowing so handsome and $0 attractive a yuuqg 

f n to be to preceptor of such a Mvely girl as May; but while 
this w-as revolving in her mind, Linda burst into the Voo|% 
wijdi her right band in a little sable muff, god walking 
to'hiersaid— ^ V 

“ I have4p|^:|j^ 

this 'toff ’Vi 

<)h# to Wrs. Femble, , 







|»||| ^py l0 ^y |t>|| itof yo»r Woclu Well, m ycm 
^iftss, let you and May draw lote for it* atid wfeoaver fete it 
it tliey doii*t earo aWut it shall ^ive it op to the other. Take' two 
May, of the maotel-pieee ; let Mrs. Parable hold them, 
aad whichever draws the longest shall have the fine thing that is 

\k this moflf/'’ ' 

j What a silly child you are, Iiinda,” smiled May," handing the 
f^ilk to Mrs. Femble 5 why can’t yoO give it to whoever it 
belongs at once, without all this trouble?” 

Men seins peine ma belle,** laughed linda, retreating with her 
mutf while the lottery was drawing. 

‘ May, you are the favourite of Fortune, for you have the longest 

spin.*’ 

“ Well, whatever it is, I promise to share at with you if it is 
(liiddahle/’ said May. 

; 4 f Wlll you both make another promise?” laughed the giddy 
liihda. 

: “ Not, at all events, tEl we hear what the promise is,” said Mrs. 
i^mble. 

V Why, that you will both kiss the person who sent it the first 
time you see them ?” 

Wo, we win not promise /” rejoined Mrs. Pemble, '‘having 
a whcde^me fear of your mauvaises plaumtries, Miss linda ; and 
it is just possible that the migiity treasure you have got there may 
hh Mr^ Twitcher’s book, and I can answer for myself, and ! think 
for May, not having the least fancy for kissing any man in or out 
of Paradise,” 

“ Oh I then you mean to say that you don’t care to have what I 
hliVe got here ?” 

“I^ot knowing what it is, I can’t say that I do; besides, the 
chances are against me, as May it was who drew the prize.” 

**Then allow me,’ Miss Egerton,” said Linda, in an aflPected voice, 
advapciOg with a sort of minuet pas, and withdrawing from the 
mufiP, with a circular flourish of her band, a ship letter, “ to present 
yea with this letter, as Mrs. Pemble does not care for it.” 

l%e letter was from Harcourt ; “ Balaklava” was on the post- 
mark. 

‘ •‘‘ You silly child,** said May, as with a tremulous motion she 
handed the letter to Mrs, Pemble, '' you should have no frolics 
ifeout these letters when you know how anxious Mrs, Pemble is 
fbl^them.’* 

' ^ Oh, thank Go I” exclaimed the latter, and eagerly broke the 
^ili ' Itwks^along and most cheerfully- written letter, but began 
hid Wded with a scolding td his mother for having sent h m such 
a, perfect Noah’s ark of good things for both the outer and inner 
iMahjial he had just received by the " Thetis,** Captain Sykes. 
Mrs. Pemble read the whole letter out, Linda sitting at her feet 
and looking up in her face lo see as well as Usten to every word, 



Mtf bi^Hg |}»« back ¥ cliair liit^iiWf to ft in mtkct 

0mmt $ni3 liatiiog h$t eh$^ npoa ber iij^es 

tb^ ttpo<o the |>ap©r as they were reai mV . ^ At 

'^Wif, 1 never sent him anything T’ said Mre* remh^ *‘ it 
M«l he 4«far, good Mr. FUfp^n i and it’e now my tgt^n 'If 
s^oidt and I will do so too by to-day s post, because | feelashah*^ 
to he stmh a tax upon bim as ail that. I tell you what, Jdaf, w 
jUusi work that dear, kind old man, a round-robin of aiooi^mili’ 
and a pair of slippers for Cbrktmas j and we hare not more 
Ihree weeks to do them la*'* 

Never mind I I'll work all day and all night too at them**^ esifl 
linda, jumping up and clapping her hands» / 

**And youll help us, will you not, May, love ?** said 
Femble, putting bapk hOr head to look up at her s hut May Was 
gone. ' 4 

** I know why May went/* said Linda 5 ** she always thiiiks of 
everything, ana I’m sure she thought yon would like to haye k 
good cry over that letter, without so many eyes staring at ybuj 
and I'm going too, as I promised to make some quince tea for 
Aunt Charity. 

No, darling, Pm not going to cry this time*” said she, strainin^t 
the adectlonate little girl to her heart, and at the same time delug- 
ing her face with tears, for Pm going down to speak to Sir 
Gregory, if he is alone and disengaged and will see me ; sd go and 
ask Mm, dear, if he will.” 

** Oil, dear, no I she*s not going to cry,** said Linda, holding uji 
her finger archly ; nevertheless, I shall tell grandpapa to be sUre 
and put up bis umbrella, unless he wants to get as wet as J have 
done.’* 

But when left alone she did mt weep — she prayed, as those only 
can pray whose heavy load of fear and sorrow Gon has lifted witu 
a mercy and a hope ; and as she rose up, involuntarily, like to the 
solemn tones of an anthem, these beautiful lines vibrated through 
her memory 

Kofc at his ^ave, bereaved mother, weep ; 

Be is not here ! 

First wipe away each tear. 

And faith shall shew thy clearer eyes 
A star to amide thee, where thy young son bes, 

As watt'd by Heaven, and dear 
As when thou smiledst on him in his rfieep/' 

^‘ Grandpapa is atone in the library, and will be very glad to^^e 
yph I and he’s so glad you have haa another letter/* said 
jlMtmg byt* bead in at the door, and then ' running away as g| 
she eould, to answer in person one of Charley's oft^repeami 
" pile's l«e*s^ apd where’s oo*s ? ** 

^• My <tear, rnj retyglad to Iwar you have «ot another latter, ’* 
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; *^114 swjfi miice lo% one?’* tiepli^ pHttinijr it into his 

K tifi:** v^ritten in fighuet giRl that diiar^ good, old 

that I have so often *tQld you about, hae been 
l^pdluglhlft ult sbJrts of good thin||8, and poor Har<^urt thinks it 
W% thiem, and* so scolds his extravagant mother 

^|epr<|ihgly/* , ' 

" ** Come, nothing can he better than that 5 ” said he, sw soon as 
he h^ TOad and returned her the letter. What^ I hke about that 
foxing fellow is, Aat he seems all rightly put together, for there is 
a|Lthe geperous impetus ahd fire of youth pfeout him, vdthout any 
oftft arrogance and self-sudiciency.^^ i 

An, my dear Sir Gregory I when Gob has gix>'en us but oprg 
tender plant to cultivate *^nd lo wptch pver, it would ho in<^oed 
phpardonahle }f ive let even one solitary weed choke up its healthy 
bafh ; and I do not thinks in His beautiful system of compensa- 
Upns^ that He generally makes those children of sorrow — widowed 
mothers’ only sons, who have ‘Bknoni’ early written on their 
hrpw— 'also the Barnabas* of their ebbing years/^ 

♦''As ye sow so shall ye reap;* anef good mothers invariably 
plpt good seed, and therefore, deserve a golden harvest," rejoined 
Sir (Gregory. 

" I tried to do so at least, as I always endeavoured to incglcaih 
in the prosaic action of ordinary every-day life that golden rule 
froip that exquisite httle book of GoSpel gems, of Joseph Bnow^s, 
entitled ‘ Churcli^aifd Noughts/ that — 

* None can be good too soon. Give lifers young mom, 

3?hy best firet fruit®, to Gon, and not the lees ; 
the orient peaH, of xiioming deiv u bom : 

Who would have manna at the dawn must seize. 

Whene'er, whatever the call, to live or die, 

Bay, with obedient Samuel, ' hsek am i .* ’ 

But I must not go on talking of myself once removed in this way, 
as i came to speak to you about dear May ; and I must again 
warn you, my dear Sir Gregory, that I think it very imprudent 
and unfair towards both of thaipi unless, indapd, yon would like 
the match, that Mr. Lethbridge should ipenr all the proverbial 
perils of propinquity by being the preceptor of so beautiful and 
charming a girl as May, who tells me that he is now beginning to 
absent himself in a manner that he never did before, which con- 
Vihqft me that there is an honcwabft struggle going on in this 
: yhuhg man’s mind, and that he would npt mr &e world either 
her into a dawdestine eng^epaent or offer her the priva^ 
; Of a country curacy." 

"I don’t think so,^’ said Sir Gregory; "I think Lethbridge 

* Bsmbft meahs son of coniolation/* 
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■Wciiiiae, ' lfea»iMr’ W tijitt ' 

lltet! )»tg'Ot» fdw^l, k'PeHoH ti|ioii'08$a • 

tl)at jbe^sm ^cbi^ely mike, much Icirs fiiwi, time to get tlifOUffn. 
AulJ my inu belief &, that he looks upon May a» a p^mct 
diili; a»d one thoug^bt of love, with regard to her, has^ hW^r 
croeeed his brain, or entered his heart, beyond the love he feell fb 
eomtpon for liioda and €harley- But were it otherwise, iieth|n^ 
would give me greater satisfaction, for I know not the man li^vlig 
that 1 have a higher esteem for, both morally arid intelleetttally, 
than I have for liorace l^thbridge ; and, even in a worldly point 
of vien^ his prospects are by no means despicable, aS he is M¥ 
presumptive to a peerage, and from twenty to five-and-twfJiit*^ 
thousand a year. And although his cousin, my Lord Arorrby^ 
will not do the least thing to interfere between him and statnm^n 
now, were starvbtion inclined to pay him a visit? yet as hb 
eixtyreight, and can neither live for ever, nor take his title dtia 
estates with him when he dies, nor keep Lethbridge out of them/ 
I don^ see, (considering the rare superiority of the man himself,) 
if 1 were to turn match-maker, (which Heaven forbid I) that I 
could do better for May. But if you think s/ie likes him, fha( 
another affair, for I would not for worlds let her incur the risk of 
making shipwreck of her affections upon one who did not, or could 
not return them ; so, tell me, do you think she has any lateht 
liking for him : 

Well, really, that is what I cannot tell. I think May is mucli 
too high and too pure-minded to ‘ unsought lie won and 1 hkve 
no means of even making a guess at the nature of her feelings on 
that subject, if, indeed, they are quite awakened, as I studiously 
avoid lowering their moral tone as women, and vulgarising them 
as gentlewomen, by ever talking to them of lovers, flirtations, * and 
getting married,’ as the servant-maids phrase it; and as for a real 
and deep love, I think it too sacred and serious — not to say ofl^W^ 
too fatal and inevitable a crisis in a woman’s existence — to touch 
upon the solemn mystery till nature and fate have taken the initia- 
tive in it.’* 

You are right, my dear Mary, and I know not which most to 
respecti — your real delicacy or your sound sense.” 

Ahl my dear Sir Gregory,” sighed she, •* you know thcre^ ls^ 
no experience so sound as that which has been dearly bought wUh 
personal saciifice, but you have greatly relived my nund by wing' 
that nothing irould give vou greater satisfaction than that ^ May 
shmM marry Mr. Lethbridge ; but still*— still— I ctBnol help 
ing for poor ML Lethbridge, for I believe Adolphe HoMiidl l» 
right, when he says in Ms *Dix kvinks fouk nww 

* isfmm qui est c^c que %ou$ ' 

«' tail; M»y is iwt 8 .. i ..... 
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“ JiTould e^u|d jklwi^y« iroaiia oite,” Mm F&mbk ; 

**Ji6fc We^ ind ciM?e4 fbr 4« ^ke i», childhood is a Heaven/’ 

don’t you tkluk she’Jl'be alwyii' loved and cared for?” 
s, /‘? |rfOved in so^e way or other, I think she always will be. But 
woman is a da^k and a fearful thttiK^ It seldom has the 
hoHoeas of cbildhood’s love, and never its watchfulness; the care 
^j^i wikits upon it being care indeed*^ cruel, ceaseless* skcpless, 
a^'/lmefvy/’'. 

, no ; net if it is for, and reciprocated by, a worthy object/* 

; /'yes, even then; for it ever hegms with a sunbesm aud ends 
Wilh h shadow, and both are branded with the doom of earth ; for 
eitW /hrough death or change the beam is sure to go, but the 
^adw bangs palldike over the dead hopes it has left.” 

visitor being annaunced, Mrs. Pemble withdrew to write her 
lettem, and endeavour, as far as words could do so, to tell Mr* 
Phippen how much she felt his kindness to Harcourt, for she was 
convinced that none but him could have thought of cheering his 
weather rbeaten tent with all the luxuries that had reached it, as 
one jthing was very certain, that it was not any of bis rich relations 
who had done it. 

Having dined at five that day, at seven Miss Charity, Sir 
%egory, Mrs. Pemble, and Linda repaired to the Baron’s Court 
Schdohhouse ; May, having a bad headache, had gone to bed. 
Upon arriving within a few yards of it, they found a difficulty in 
driving up to the door, and Sir Gregory, having put his head out 
of the window, said, ’Pon my word, I think Lumley must have 
transferred the Opera from the Haymarket, and come down here 
Upon speculation, ladies 1 It*6 really worth your while to look out 
and see the positive crush of vehicles of every description, from 
Broughams and Clarences down to carts and tax- carts ; and, as it 
is a lovely moonlight night as light as day, you will be able to see 
them/’ 

"Bless me! what a crowd, to be sure! Where cm all the 
people have come from ?” said Miss Charity. 

"From far and near, apparently,” replied her brother; "but 
it s wed to be a handsome young man, though only a country 
curate; but trust your Bnglish Misses and their Mammas for 
hswng scented out, within thirty miles round, ^at Lethbridge 
one of these days be a peer, which is quite enough to make 
him ueerless note, in thi^ eves.*’ 

, /f But, exclusive of thav* said Mrs. Pemble, " Mr. Jowl is so 
a|c#4iugly unpopular amongst all classes that I have no doubt 
thsy widh to give Mr. Lethbridge’s mee^nf, % iocking to it in 
su#h crowds, the appearance of a perfect triutnjm/* 

" As, I have no doubt, it will oe ; for, besiaes that magnideent 
voice of his^ he is an orator borUf^^eloquence in his every glance, 
and grace in his every gesture. And what a relief 1 after the vul|ar 
intonaHon and umnodulatod convaldide Ihupder of Mn Jowl, with 





his p^fijpahle ff^d agsinft the paor lett^ H, and his rerhal 
h#pllil "of jiiiie, niilt and Mhd ihi 8 prdhuncl#ii^n$. ^ A|id 
attests' to li^htei^ -hi, Mcmnt ’SinaL 'Oh 0 Wodld 
ipaa 'gossiping ahodt old houses, — ^as tie calls Moses Mosses / " A®d, 
^ if all this were not enough/’ added ISir Gregory, that loud inf 
hiver-ending tt^henming / between , every ' word lattes ' 008*^8' ei*’® 
isui? ^d one^s throat sore to hear him 5 and, as I alwayfe sayj if Mi 
Wiie only hems half as much. during the week as %t dons a 
Sunday, she i^ust he the most industrious woman in Europi;*^ 
Upon entering the Schoohrcmm, the promise from ifrithoht was 
amply fulfilled hy the dense ciowd wimin. liuckily the room wil 
i very large one. The lower |^rt of it was hded, not only fey the 
children and their parents, but hy all the other rillagers, in their 
holiday clothes and the upper half with great numbeiu of to to- 
rounding geptry, more especially ladies. Mr. Lethbridge nadluht 
yet ascended the reading-desk, but was standing at the 'cpxpeit Of 
the first bench^ which Was just behind some half-doeen cabrihle 
phalrs covered in old red damask, which were ranged oppoahe to 
reading-desk for the BarOn’s Court family ; and when they 81X^4 
he was talking to an elderly lady in black, and rather shabby blajbfh 
too, bat she was, nevertheless, unmistakeably a gentlewoman, iiyith 
a most benevolent countenance, and a low, quiet, sweet voice, ajUd 
easy, gentle manners. Hiss Kempenfelt was the first to riito 
bands with her, and then Sir Gregory held out both his to her. 


my dear Mrs. LeWynl Vm delighted to see you back 
again* When did you return ? ’* 

** Only at three o’clock to-day, but as soon as t heard of thi^ 
meeting, ! could not resist $ so I put on my clogs, and here I am.’’ 

You don^t mean to say that you walked ?— lor, though if s ifMe 
Uver head, it’s very damp under foot/’ 

Bah I you know, gue fe n*est gue le premier ^as qui copies hnd 
if that held good with regard to St. Denis and his little stroll W^lh 
Ms head under his arm, I don’t see why it should not do ao a^uplly 
with me, and my umhr 41 a under mine/’ said the cheerfti ola 

„ , , 'V, ^ 

WJjiile tHs dialogue was paasi^ between her and Sir Grttof^y, 
^ Mr. LethbridgV to 

tokltoha^ with l^nds, and askto why his pupil had notctol^. 
dit dr^t he did not seem to peredive Mrs. I^mbie, hut when hf_ i|d 
Sp,^he :hnw®d to her -eotoRwhat sla®y, dr as si« toughf.t^'lie 
to«i« tote of heraeif she felt aiino|red, hecaus^* 
ihM Mr. ^thbridge was not a pmon who one to optto 
or afteriiAtive of despi^ttog his opinion 1 but the next 

Uimtod. hun of much kssof imiietoeni^^'W 

m. tosdly and respectfully as if e% "hlid'^rh; 
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|ip if® tlie Iralillitr* a»4 li« fci ib«r |o tli# v®ry %m 

lai clialf®. 

^ OTaiilt fm 1** sti«| taking hk proff«fed arm 5 ** but I kop® 
i^Js'a^fiMwJ'pko© for bearing’?” 

,,4r %l»k pasiied mpidly nw bis usualk c#biiri<sw ©beeks as )b« 
with a laughs ** 0nliss nne Is sure tnat it is som^hing wnflb 
m^ng, I think It Is anything %td m kdranthige in ha ton naar a 
Speaker nr a preacher/* 

Fhlly concurring in that opinion/' replied his companion* 1 
w|ah w-night to be as near the reading-desk as possible.” 

.It 1$ probable that he felt the compliment, as no man is msen- 
to one from a handsome and a clever woman j and indeed 
most men care little for the source firom whence It comes, so long 
as IW dattery only tows in freely. But whatever Mr. ILethbridgh 
lirnght have thought, he made no answer ; and, after having al* 
yanced the chair to a more convenient position, he silently bowed 
and withdrew. And Sir Oregory havii^ excavated Mrs. Lewyti 
frpp the hack form where she had humbly seated herself, and 
ntacod her in a chair between his sister and himself, and the room 
bei^fg now Uim-Gjly as full as it could hold, so that, though not 
m^ck thicker than the blade of a hatchet, Mr. Twitcher, who had 
otdy just arrived* found the greatest didkulty in wedging himself 
in at the very end of it among the parish children, who having, for 
&e most part, bad colds, like **the perpetuany-influeiiaa'd Jan^ 
Qollier/' in Albert Smith's ^^Pottleton Legacy,” he found himealf 
like anything but ** Man In Paradise 1” Nor could he, from the 
sensible remarks of these adinirahly-trained children, even enter- 
tain the delusion of hisf hdlng in Parliament I” though, from 
the odoriferous fact of poor old Tamar Lloyd (by whom he was 
flanked on the east) always upon gala occasions indulmng largely 
in peppermint loaenges, ne mighi have fancied himself converted 
into Miss Charity's version of nls ** great work,*^ and thought him- 
self literally **Man in Petticoats and Man in Peppermint!” 
Byifer^ody now being seated, or mther mdged, Mr. f^thbridge 
ascended the reading-desk. His lecturing, like his preaching, was 
always eat^pore. He began by thanking his liiendf for having 
rallk^ so numerously around him, and apologiaed for taking up m 
large kportiph Of their time, which doubtless might have been passed 
sOOrO kg^eably elsewhere j but as ho had been so ceaselessly acmmoi 
ky tke rector of Baron's poiirt of holding out false lights to them, 
apd MhhJiituMng gopd Works for faith, he otved it to thcwic before 
h|0i' thh^e e’sothfled, more even than to hbh«*»^C» to most eipli^tly 
iefyiA oy false kind totally unfounded ^ chawge* and he 'hoped' lor 
iiftr tp silence so nnjust an accusation. Hot Slat I have not, my 
’IHends,^' edptipubd he, “ taifinwlkailb accepted the illiberal 
repVessntationS to Which I have been sunjectad, and the ipkay 
If tty #hhoyan<^l which hate grown out #f them, as a nereaiH% 
foi^'er thofd Wfeir8il|f adl 'lsylieMous^fem|ta^o^ whisli'^ 



rmr 


mdom of ike Creator mete« ottt m a laiw 
smsiB ikaii lo others ; md how far our may be Soli# Jiowa 

t|04er their weight, though our fmtk falter not, we cannot ^ tiH 
the struggle of experience has taught us. But it is mjt wilkctiijr 
own personal annoyances or trials that I mean to take upiy^eair 
I owe it to you as immortal souls, md to 
minister of Christ, and therefore a steward of those souls, to oo^J^ 
i^ince you that I have been, to the best of the faculties which Coil 
has lent roe, a just, and not an mjusf, steward — in a word, i^at I 
We not separated faith from works ; for, as I shall encbavoli^ 
on this occasion to prove to you, they cannot be sepof as ^liy 
faith we honor the Almighty, but by works we honor faiths by 
oar irorjfcs we alone can evidence our faith* And let noono ovOT 
persuade you to the more than falia^^the almost biasj^emy^ 
that God’s power, God’s mercy, or any other of the Divine Jattii- 
hittes, are lessened by enforcing the necessity of good works* On 
the contrary, the imputing all to faiths and throwing asides all 
obligations to practise^ reflects the highest dishomr upon 
holiness of God. The man, indeed, who pretends to claim salvi^on 
without Christ is worse than an Infidel j but he who asserts that 
wo'rks are not equally essential with faith, as the necessary resM^qf 
it, let him call himself by what name be will, he is in lesdliy 
nothing but a spiritual libertine. No man can claim a light to thh 
immunities of Christianity nti/ess he observes — ^tbat is, unlesi^li# 
practises — its precepts, by a true repentance of his former sins, aiiB 
evidencing in his works the reformation of his life. 

* Measure thy life by actim, not by space ; 

Nor sing the req^m to thy soul—* content I* ^ / ' 

The reckoning follows on the feast apace ; 

And when the day of vanity is spent, ^ 

Comes NaPtm's terror— judgment s awful night - 

Extinguishing at once delight and light' ' ! ^ 

In short, live so as that having syropathy/or your fellow^€Teid;iilwee^ 
the angels may have sympathy with you, and that at the last the 
Saviour may not denounce the same repudiatory 
your fruitlms faith that He did upon the barren %4ree, ^wkfehf 
itdien Me hungered, ministered not to his requirements ; and tlliiSa 
requirements are ever the same in the sommdng flock He had it^ 
on earth. It is not enough lb give to our fellow-suffhtdri 
sterile compassion of words; neither are were deeds, hki#eyet 
Sj^ceahle and important to our welfare, suflicient, witbdiai idiw 
be hallowed with the kindliness of a reciprocatory fedingf w 
^ Christ himself has left us a memorable, a mortal, ai^, dt 
same time, an immortal, example; for who amongst us 
tub ^ctchipf In^^ident recorded in the eleventh empter and tMny* 
thitd verse of the Gc«p4 of St* John, as having oecurke^^^l 
grave of sawder 
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wm^ng caoafi with her, He groan^ in the 
e|»hlt, ai}^ Wm~ tumbled t’ and, it it added, *Jesm mpU^ Here, 
Ihe^we aee t^wtu^hmnm teora-^of the te ndereet^ softest, sweid^est 
f inn^mdaf inwing from that Divine Sonree, the Savinur’e eyea 5 
yft h® came not to l^nry,bnt to raise Laaarns/rom the dead — 
to jcestore him to bis sorrowing friends. Still he wept, becanse 
ihep wept ^ and, great as the boon was which He was about to 
Wio# upon them, He still enhanced it, hy feeling with them, as 
WdilW for them. His tears evinced His /mlA in their sorrow; 
His restoring Lazarus to them was the good work that evidenced 
thatfa^. 

looking at this questaon of works and faith merely in a 
worldly point of view, were our Church and our Legislature to cry 
down jDaordity and set up faith, the mere empty word, in its 
atoad, what would be the consejiuence ? Why, rife as vice and 
crilme unfortunately now are, still they mw skulk throi^h the 
bye-iirays, Wind alleys, and back stairs of our cities and villages ; ^ 

te we should then nave a perfect saturnalia of every crime and 
everyr vice imaginable, not only making day hideous with their 
inibmy, but driving their gilded chariots through all the thorough- t, 
far«^ of social life, with the armorial bearings of faith as their 1 
sole and all-8U0icient warrant, without even that dim^ mbute to ^ 
decency, the slight varnish of hypocrisy. When oar Saviour was 
adked hy the young man *what he should do to inherit eternal ^ 
Hfe?* was the answer ‘ believe in me?* No I hut ‘ Keep the com- 
mandments/ And what Can be more applicable to the present sub- ^ 

ject than the words of St. James ? ‘ What doth it profit, my 

brethren, though a man Saith he hath faith, and hath not works ? \ 

Can faith save him alone ?* Surely it is not necessary for me to 
add hiy feeble testimony to this^ by reiterating how absolutely 
necessary good works are ? The mere faitkites may, indeed, ask ;!f 
* How is this passage of St. James to be reconciled with that of 
St. Paul, that we are justified by faith, and not by works By / 
comiiidng one thing with another, we shall easily reconcile the 
seeming contradiction. St. Paul was right, when reasoning with 
tH/Pitd)ectual heathen who set too high a value on hts own acts 
and igehievjeinents ; and though he dm not give merit to men 
(nofi do I), yet he nowhere says that the performance of 

gOflji, works, salyatjon is to be seeur®. #n the contrary, he epn- 
Irnie rtbe necessity of doing that which is good, by declarii^ 
that It the last day we shall be judged and rewarded according to 
for the great Bible principle throughout is, that though 
by faiths we shall be judged hf works. ^ By faiih 
Wfhehete Cron to be merciful and just, but k is by good worke 
tMfllfe shoW; the sincerity of that fatth.^ 

, ■^r'pe.pard^ granted to a criminal is an act of mercy on the 
pfliefyef thi; Soweign; but yet, notwithstandiim tins pardon 
4 ^dfr#htidned$ k by immeaha ^i^egeeihe crinSnal to cpmialt 
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ena^s/^ir to mljimein ill# old 

pay 'tihe ioxtt^ ^ his .owp 
Ihs King of kiui^fS has ome jnerdfuBy coioa^ntsd mir 
of Stenal puhishioeat hy the great Heavenly-^givw and HeUt^- 
mfipg charter of the atonemekt. But, as limg m m remain th 
pia dfith, we are still in a penal settlement where our omn 
eaa rtnhe reinstate us by making us pltimale^ly wdrthy nf 'tlie 
Diripe Mercy ; orcanse ns, notwi^standipg ilhi« first great 4 «Wi««|t 
pf it, tp irrevocably forfeit it. Mav none of ns here present Ih 
tlb latter fearful category ! Therefore, £ Say to one atid to idi^ op 
and young, rich and poor, highly endowed and meanly endowed, 
— mutch as well as pray; ana aot m as to prom to your Qoh, 
yourselves, and your fellow-creatnres, that you do hotk To yop, 
children, i say love, honor, and obey your paiynts. To |o#, 
parents, watch over, hear with, nnd help your children. Neigh- 
Dours and friends, to yow, he unto each other $ucK — ^not e 5 ^ 
yendering one another every service in your power, hut rmidering 
them as kindly as you can, and, as far as in you lies, prevetuiig 
and anticipating each othef^s wants. Wives, to vou I say, «tw% 
to make ypnr husbands' homes happy and cornmrtable, so as & 
keep them out of the puhlic-hopse, and with yourselves obey them 
in all things rrasonumc. Mind, I say, all things rmsonuhk, aitd 
where no higher duty — ^that is, your duty towards (Son— -inter- 
venes to counter-order you ; for you are their wives and helptneoti, 
not their bonded slaves ; and the other day a wretched womigi 
drowned her own child> of four years old, because the man, Or 
rather the monster, who was about to become her husband, ordered 
. /ler to da so. Husbands, who have at Gon^s altar sworn to lovk, 
cherish, and with all your worldly goods endow your wivigi, for- 
saking aft other women Dot their saket, see that ye do so $ for, 
Mleve me, though men have given themselves an unholy charter 
to break, at their will and pleasure, this, one of the most solemn 
of God’s commandments, they will have to answer for it us strki- 
gently, if not more so, than women ; inasmuch as that ikep 
their vices, whereas woman, the weaker sinner, is generally their 
ensnared victim. And remember that when, tkm as now, they 
were for stoning the woman taken in adultery, it was to the men 
thot bur 1*000 addressed himself, saying, ’ liCt him indio is wilimUt 
sin cast thp irst stone !’— -and you know the result, that not 
was ^ualided to do bo. And, further I tell you, that if you 
or even neglect your (sud these two things are but 
end lesser degrees of tbe'same dn), and that If you spend llte 
week's earnings that shonld contriouto to the support ’-'of'yoir 
iimiiies, in lowering yourselves below the brutes, in a public^fbon^ 
oft afgturdny nigbt, and think to make it all right hf appearingisfc 
ctebh up Sunday are only gudty of an addWmiid 

' 4 % im'' m wj# sueh'ichp#m- 

stknCiet, you presume to profane most holy of God’s ordinances 



hr commuaicatiof, l%t-her tell you, that you are |uilty of rank 
llifcheiny i aii<l ii4 you preient yourself at uu rilar where I 
#f|ciate(J, I ahciuB thiok I ira« equally so if I a^uuuistered the^ acra- 
nwut tu you j aud although yoiir rector, whom it is your houhden 
|#y tu reverftuee and obey ip. a!} things, save (as I Just now told 
your tvives in reference to their duty to mu) where a higher du^ 
to feiou inlervenes— hut your rector, I was about to say, finds 
riJumeuau fault with ihe Sunday Cricket ClUh# whi^ your 

ancient lan^ord, Sir Gregory Eempehfelt, has so kindly aBoWed 
Jne td eatahlish on a part of his domain ; and yet, my friends, as 
you to well aware, no man so misconducting hiuaself on any day 
luring the week, or month, or who has not twice on the Sabhath- 
day fulfiikd his religious duties hy attending church is allowed to 
liayticinate in this healthy, manlyi and, 1 idust maintain, innocent 
necveanon. 

, ^V8ut it is getting late, and, sincerely thanking you all fpr 
IkaFing listened to me so long and so patiently, I will only detain 
you further to tell you a story I once heard of a sailor, which, I 
think, is as good an illustration as any, of the utility of faith. A 
sidloi was once going to Gravesend — it was in the days of the oid- 
ia^loned tBt hoats-^and, being exceedingly tipsy, the captain and 
aB on hoard advised him to go hdow and tumble into his hammock, 
hut neither feir words nor rough ones could prevail on him to do 
SC; he continued to sing and swear, and his unac(^uniable speeches 
10 the people passing in other vessels awarded high entertammeht 
to everyone on board. However, the boat had not got farther 
than the halfway house, when Jack, making a run towards the 
ineerage, missed his footing and fell overboard. The hhat imnie- 
dktiely put abmit, and every assistance was given, and, what was 
stiil wore fortunate, a wherry at the time was near at hand, whose 
crew made instantly for the spot ; but poor Jack was for sbme time 
under water, and when he rose up, the first thing he espied was 
bis hat, at which he immediately made a snatch, and, holding it 
above bis head, kept swimming with his other hand till he was 
taken into the boat. When brought on board, he was speechless, 
and it was evident tiuit he had swallowed a great quantity of water, 
which, by rolling him about the deck, he soon got rid of. His wet 
cinthes were then tak^ off, and he was wrapped up in w^rm 
blankets and carried below, where he continued Sleeping till they 
wmre within a mile of Gravesend. He then awoke, and turning to 
his Cd»r*^®> who were silting by him, his first Irords were neimer 
thanks to Gon foi* his delivery, nor to his friends who bad bto 
Ifcj instruments of ib hut they were ‘ Halloo, my hearties I cfiWtt’f 
Jtofk $&, mu inf Iq Iks Now, Mr, Jqwl is welcoto Ip 

giCk as ckto to m hat tp the last as he pleases, and let others dO 
idl; the working part necessary for salvation, hut be tm* never com* 
ffil me to take off mkm m to bow to his . 

^r;Aai,,lamu..asrbe kmgh/lUt thhiitocdold mceled bkd 
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'g^Awm^^to the iitiei^oi^''#f 'fliiir 
'|Mi^.ei^.kid'a|i|Mirtw^ the^ iihi^i ^ ':3w»a ^ «■■ 

,/;i:4o ttot'i% they mil .exentfi 
tt^; y4Wir Mrri^ly mlgii-mage, m «!%■ ^dfleaer; nkm 

teturgeil mt peeas bf the ps^reppe tP nt^hom wf ; 
repie!:ed\thei», and' we -are ,i^x|^^y;md..that\ > 

trebles nf the i^ghteops* bvA tte Loap di^irei^eth 
and iptny, very many. i»nre are the tiwnMee ef 1b« wdieti aiidi 
whom pan traat to deliver hhn ftom themi In one th^ 4li^|W 
fails his votaries at the last. But to thnae who trust in tion, 
paying the amount ci that trust tp JEt^ Gommaii^kkmts^ 

a true Mih ever whispers * Whut /dh tto mmesi mt mm, hut 
thm shalt know herec^er* therefore we shonhl i^ently await 
the unsealing of Gob’s providences: ^he that beiievcth maketh 
not haste/ that is. does not foolishly mistrust or impiously upbraid 
the Allwise Disposer of Events^ but patienidy eommitteth his 
mkole being, with its every attendant cireumstance, to Bis keep- 
ing, knowing that the issue of oU things is m His hands. It may 
he that at this particular crisis^ we arc peculiarly tried : sincf war*^ 
with its gory tide, swollen by widows* and orphans* tears, is walling 
through the land, and Gob forbid thst human sorrows should 
ever he unaecomnanied byhumaii fediugs! Omttijpoipme slri^s 
no blow that It me$ mt intend me skotjbd feeh Ptml Miuaelf^ 
eminent as he was for his piety and pasaiveness under the Divine 
Will, would have been deeply aiected had his beloved Epaphrp- 
diitm died I but * Gob had mere^ on Mm,* May He alio have 
mdrey on those loved ones who are now * sick unto death I* But 
if Bis wisdom sees ht it should he otherwise, oh I ye who have not 
shrunk from giving a soldier to your country, do not shrink either 
from giving an angel to your Gopl — ^for, beyond ahother% jyou 
'Inhouid not mourn ^ as those who have no hop/ Weep-ryea, 
;^eep-— for your own lone hearts, bereaved and left, but weep mt 
fair thm, who have made the 

f .. — — blest exohfimge, tO'Ovef III#' 

The havrieiv ef a wm*la of pda f ‘sv; 

And, fdr a life they ootdd 11^ 

A Me they 'Cimndi*.iwe.veji'cd^ - 

The sobs through the room so audible and convulsive 
agahi the oraiiw hid to nattse for mm seconds, and wh^ he re- 
kbmtA, he said in conclusion, “ And bow, my dear frienls, in 
ti^M',leavevOf you^I motp address myself 

iny’'MWw:'}«iwkmis^ laboaiing claaees Cpmifr 

l||iih,'tud #ihk d^lyaiM •hourly, «M#he gratitude 'youowe:ih».|idB' 
for haviaf ‘ ,c«|8t your lots unlff^ .^.;^entai care of 'so . kind, m 

«hoh m 

iiipertiimt% w 



vteHY nmcERswvh, 


161 

weiaM l»e far more congeoial to you were I to be tbe interpreter of 
yoUf beartfelt love ana gratitude to him, than take the ucneces- 
saiy course of enjoining you to entertain them. But, niy dear 
friends, what can I do ? For though hie worth is a theme which 
might make the least-gifted amongst us elo^^uent, yet his presence 
seals toy lips. But this much for ^our satisfaction, as well as my 
say that if the fair catholic virtue of Charity, projjeriy 
so t^led, ever found ‘ a local habitation,' it is in the |>er8on of Sir 
Gi^egory Kempenfelt. And of charity, I may say as Milton 
beatolfiiliy, but less truly, said of Eve-— 

' All higher knowledge in her presence falls 
Degraded ; wisdom, in discourse with her, 

Loses discountenanced and like folly shows : 

Authority and reason on her wait. 

As one intended first, not after made 
Occasionally : and, to consummate all. 

Greatness of mind and nobleness their seat 
Build in her loveliest, and create an awe 
About her, as a guard angelic placed.’ 

Having benefited so largely by the benign influence of that most 
apostolic charity here, oh I may we all meet with it again here- 
after!— and when the archangel’s tiump shall sound, and the 
great records of Heaven be unclosed, may we still find ourselves 
not disunited, but for ever inscribed on the same illuminated page 
of the Book of Eteknal Life!” 

The fervent and peculiarly harmonious tones of the speaker’s 
voice ceased ; but their echoes were vibrating through every heart, 
and the tears were still stealing down Mary Penrhyn’s cheeks, 
but they were quiet and happy tears, when Sir Gregory said 
to her — 

** Do you think we could squeeze Mrs. Lewyn in, as far as her 
owm house f It’s not more than a mile from this, and I don’t like 
the idea of her walking home.” 

** She shall have my place, for nothing I should so much like 
as a walk home this beautiful night, and I am really panting for 
fresh air,” said Mrs. Pemble. 

** No, no !” Sir Gregory began to remonstrate, but she threaded 
her way through the crowd and had just reached the end of the 
room and was within three steps of the door, when Mr. Twitcher 
impeded her further progress by graciously remarking — 

Ati enviable voice— a — Lethbridge has, — a — don't you think 
so r* 

Yjts ! his voice is beautifully modulated and very harmonious ; 
and4t would he a pity if it were less so, to express his ideas,” 

** Ideas 1 ah ! yes !— a — 1 have put down one or two that I 
thought would tell in my ‘ Man in Paradise.’ ” 

it*s A pity,” groaned Mrs. Petnble inwardly, that there ivS no 
one to put you down !” But, as self-preservation is the first law 
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o( Nature— Heaven forgive her I— she had recourae |o a «nh|ar- 
fnge, and said, “ I think, Mr. Twitcher, I see Mks Kempeiifelt 
trying to catch your eye;” and, as Mr. IViteher piqued 
upon having an intellectual love of supper, and thought tjiat 
grouse and champagne miaht possibly he ‘looming ’ in the distkt&ce, 
he broke from Mrs. Perable, without even the ceremony of wh- 
ing her good night, and made two or three strides h la Mohj^ter 
in Frankenstein towards Miss Charity, whereupon Mrs. Bemhle 
instantly made her escape through the open door, and as soon as 
she could succeed in zig-sagging between the horses’ heads, she 
crossed the road and turned up a lane where the Idoyds Jived, 
and which led by a bye way to Baron’s Court, for she seemed to 
want to be alone with the silent night, and Jo look up to the starry 
archives of Heaven for a continuation of all she had just been 
hearing ; and as the fresh crisp air braced her languid nerves, and 
she gazed on all the glories above her, her eyes wandered from 
one star to another, and she wondered which, if any of them, 
Harcourt was looking at then; but ultimately she fixed them on 
the beautiful moon, as thinking it the surest point de mirej and 
then she thought of her lost picture, and experienced that cold, 
aching void which always succeeds the loss of even an inanimate 
thing that we much value, and which made her ask herself, w'ith a 
shudder, what it would be if she lost the original ; and she wished — 
oh 1 how she wished — he had gone into the Church, and thought 
how proud, how happy, how safe she should have felt had the 
young man she had just beard been hei' son ; and if he had, would 
he not have reproved her for wishing to alter God’s decree ? And 
then, as Mr. Lethbridge’s pale and delicate features rose up before 
her, and the deep legends of brighter worlds that seemed shrouded 
in his eyes, she also thought if he were her son, how anxious and 
fearful those pale looks and those unearthly eyes would make her, 
and she caught herself involuntarily repeating — 

** Soldier of Christ ! well proved and tried, 

In every conflict brave und strong. 

Though death and grave the spoil divide 
Awhile, they shall not hold thee long. 

Thy sleep is but the warrioris rest ! 

Thee, wreath and })alm and crown await ; 

And gratulating saints attest 
Thy welcome at the immortal gate !*’ 

“Eh! TaflTy Lloyd, give it me, r.nd I’ll open it, for you’re 
stanning in your own light, man 1” and, roused by the old woman’s 
voice, Mary Penrhyn looked round, and saw Taffy and Tamar 
Lloyd bungling over the dissipations of a latch key ; so she criwiaed 
over and offered her services. 

“Thank you, ma’am; thank you, for me and for Taffy LJoyd. 
Eh, ma’am I but how beautiful your^ Mr. Lethbridge du put yU* 
to rights, to be sure ! it du du a body good to hear him ; 'oanae he 
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inake tin think as the devil ha’ got so tight hold on un as 
there’s no shaking on un off, as Mr Jowl du. My old man here 
du sdy he’d as lief hear Towzer, Squire Jones’s bull- dog, bark any 
day^ ai hear Parson Jowl prache. And have you hetrdt ma’am, 
as poor Barbara Evans ha’ lost a good place up there at the 
Vton, wi’ that English lady, all along o’ ’tending Mr. Jowl’s 
tihurch ?” 

‘*Ko! I have not heard anything about it; but is Mrs. Wilson 
not a Protestant then, that she should object to her servants attend- 
ing Mr. Jowl's church ?” 

“ Oh 1 it liain’t that, ma’am ; but on account of his congregation 
being such drunkards, and the wenches being no better nor they 
should be. So this war the w^y on it : the English lady, she says 
to Barbara Evans, says she, ‘Oh I so you are one of Mr. Jowl’s 
congregation ?’ ‘Yes, ma’am,’ says Barbara Evans. * Oh! then,’ 
says the lady, ‘ you won’t do for me, for I understand all kinds of 
*b(mimtions goes on among both men and women at his church.’ 
^Oh, dear no, ma'am 1' says Barbara Evans, fool-like, dropping 
the lady a curtsey ; ‘ if you please, ma’am, it’s after we comes out 
of the church that the 'tominations begins 

Mrs. Pemble could not help laughing very heartily at this illus- 
tration of the fruits of Mr. Jowl’s doctrine, and more especially at 
the old woman’s way of acting the scene 5 but, not to encourage 
scandal, after the exhortations to charity which they had just been 
hearing, she said — 

** I hope your chimney don’t smoke now, Tamar, since Master 
Charles made you the box for it ?” 

“ Oh! Lord love un, no! The place be as clear as a bell; and 
Taflf}' Lloyd and I du pray for un, sartin sure, night and day 
for it.” 

“ In fact, then, I suppose Charley is your darling ?” 

“ Oh ! Lord bless hur ! bur’s everybody’s darling, as bur grand- 
father was afore hur. I hope Miss May bain^t ill, ma’am, that I 
didn’t see her at the meeten this evening ?” 

“ No I only a slight headache.” 

“ What a beautiful girl hur du grow, to be sure ! I don’t think 
as ever any quane could come up to her for looks.” 

“ She certainly is very beautitul^-uniformiy so, for her disposi- 
tion is as lovely and as loveable as her face.” 

“Eh! and Miss Linda du come on bravely tu; but as for 
Master Charley, when he du come down the village wi Swiftpaws 
a-hounding tfoore him, and that ere big white cat upon his 
shoulder, he m look like a little King wi his coor/, fee du,*' 

Mrs. Pemble could not help smiling at tfee old woman’s idea of 
(fdurtly pageants, and thought, though there are doubtless many 
old attd not’ quite such spotless cats at every court, yet there were 
few sueh honest dogs at any, as Swlftpavvs 5 but all sbe said, ad- 
dressing herself to the old man, was — 

p 2 
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‘‘ I suppose you have not heard anything of my poor hrooch, 
Taffy?” 

No, ma’am ; I’m sorry to say I ha’n’t, and I’ve s^rched fur 
and near tu for it, and axed all the lads of the village to dd’ the 
same, and I’m sure there hain’t a rush most but what iVe sKooFt 
well, thinking as it might have fallen among them along the river 
side, till my Missus, she laugh at me, and sa)'", ‘ Why, Taffy 
Lloyd,’ says she, ‘ you don’t sure/y think as the young gentleman’s 
picter will be found like Moses among the bulrushes ? and I says, 
‘ Who knows, Tamar Lloyd,’ but when a thing is lost best ways is 
to look everywhere, for if looking dont find it, not looking nfbrit 
dtir so ; and it’s not on ’count of the ten pun^mat, ma’am, for I’d give 
not that, for I ha’nt a got it; but a matter o’ tu-pm ten, as my old 
woman and IVe a-got in the savings bank, as you had th^ like- 
ness of the young gentleman safe back again.” 

** ’fhank you, Taffy, I’m sure you would,” said Mrs. Pemble, 
slipping half-a-crown into the old man’s hand ; and I’m tiery 
much obliged to you for the trouble you have already taken about 
it, and only hope you may be the finder of it. But I won’t keep 
you standing any longer, so good night, good night, Tamar.” 

And she hurried on to make up for the lime she had spent in 
talking to the old couple. Having turned down another kne to 
the right, that was within three of Baron’s Court, she slackened 
her pace to take breath, when presently a man jumped out of, or 
rather over the hedge, alighting so close to her in the lane as almost 
to endanger her equilibrium : a circumstance, which — all ** strong- 
minded woman ” though she was — so alarmed her, that she uttered 
a faint scream. 

** Good heavens ! Mrs, Pemble ; is it possible ! yow walking alone 
at this time of the night r” exclaimed Mr. Lethbridge, for he it 
was, and no robber or footpad, as with his extended arm he pre- 
vented her falling to the ground. 

*‘Ohl how you startled me,” said she at last, still trembling 
violently. 

** For which, believe me, I could never forgive myself, hud I 
done 80 intentionally. But who could have supposed you would 
be out alone at such an hour ? And, pardon me for saying so* but 
it is worse than an imprudence, it is positively wrong, for you see 
what might have happened had it been one of those drunken fellows 
from the slate-quarry, for instance.” 

She explained the cause of her walking home. 

Even so,” said he ; “ you had better have gone ten in a carriage 
than have run such a risk. Let me beg of you never to do so 
again?” 

“ I will not, certainly,” she replied ; ” I have been too inucti 
frightened mw to repeat the experiment.” And as she now tried 
to raise herself, he instantly withdrew bis arm from round her 
waist, and offering it to her to lean upon, said*— 
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Yoa liad better also take coy stick in your other hand, as that 
will be an additional support to you.” 

, As she placed her arm within his she felt that it trembled slightly 
alio, and that his heart beat violently. 

I fear I have also frightened you ?” said she. 

You have indeed !” he replied. 

** Then that is very ungrateful of me,’* she rejoined, when I, 
when we all, have so much to thank you for, this evening.*’ 

*'* I think you bad all very great patience to bear with my prosings 
80 long ; but truth is as slow to propound as to prove ; and yet 
the fear of being thought a bore ought never to prevent our doing 
either.” 

1 don’t think you run any risk of that sort. Yours are rather 
sins of omission, I take it ; at least Miss Egerton complains of your 
remissnets, and says you owe her a great many Hebrew lessons.” 

**That is a charge to which, I fear, I must plead guilty ; but I’ll 
try and make the amende honorable to-morrow, as Sir Gregory is 
good enough to give me a bed to-night.” 

, “ Oh ! by the bye, 1 for one felt so grateful to you for what 
you said of him to-night.” 

“I never could say Aa^/’as much as I think and know of the ex- 
cellence of that man, especially in his presence. I never look at 
him but it seems to me — 

* In every furrow years hath jilough'd. 

New and immortal hopes are sown ; 

And when the ripe ears time has bow d, 

Angels shall gather in their own / ** 

** True ; and yet such is human selfishness that one can- 
not help hoping that it may be long ere this angel-harvest be 
gathered in,” 

“ Amen 1” sighed his companion, though he is just one of those 
who make one fully understand the full import of Solon’s 

< dicique beatus 

Ante obituin nemo eupremaque funera debet,* 

W« may feel sure that his happiness will then begin ! But how 
many hearts his * ffoin^ before ’ will leave void ! and what a sad 
thing for those three dear children!” 

“ Do you not think May a lovely girl ?” added Mrs. Ferable, 
thinking such a home-thrust must solve the problem she was so 
anxious to elucidate ; but she was only doomed to be more mystified 
than ever, as he replied, with the most perfect composure,*— 

1 “ l-iovely indeed ! I only fear she will make many Janiveres * 
you remember old Janivere in Chaucer, who thought when he had 
his fair May, he would never go to heaven, he should live so 
merrily here on earth ? * Had I such a mistress,’ he vows, 

t ‘I would not envy their prosperity — 

, . , The gods should envy my felicity.' " 

And yot, in uttering this last couplet, he sighed profoundly j but 
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after that neith^ of them spoke, but .walked on in silenee till they 
reached Baron’s Court. 

' Strange!” thought she. ‘‘Is it love? or is it prudence P or 
hoth ?'^though they are seldom found together— -or neither ? And 
yet a deeper feeling seemed to tremble in his voice as he repeated 
those two lines. 1 wish, for May’s sake, for his own, that he knew 
what Sir Gregory said this morning. What a pity it is that there 
should be things it would make people so very happy to know, and 
yet which would be so very wrong to tell them.’^ And involun- 
tarily she sighed also. 

“ I hope,” said Mr, Lethbridge, “you have not taken cold by 
this imprudent walk, after being in that suffocatingly hot room r 

“ No,” said she laughing, as she rang the deep-toned door bell, 
“I have takeiL nothing but your stick, which, it seems, I was going 
to take possession of ; but I now return it to you, with many 
thanks, for I believe ‘ strong minded-womm ’ have not yet arrived 
at walking-sticks, though they often lean upon what is not half so 
much to be depended on.” And so saying, she returned him his 
ebony cane, which he received with a silent bow, just as the door 
was opened. 

Are Miss Kempenfelt and Sir Gregory returned yet?” 

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Gifford; “and Sir Gregory was much 
alarmed to find you were not yet home. He and Miss Kempenfelt 
are in the dining-room waiting supper. 

“Did Edw'ard Parry bring anything for me, Gifford?” asked 
Mr. Lethbridge. 

“ Yes, Sir, a carpet bag and a dressing box ; they are up in your 
room.” 

“ Oh 1 thank you.” 

And as Gifford threw open the dining-room door. Sir Gregory, 
who was walking up and down, turned hastily round and sai^— 

“ My dear Mrs. Pemble I 1 am really very angry with you. How 
could you break away as you did, and think of walking home at 
this time of night ?’^ 

“ Ah 1 I am very glad to find that you are of my way of thinking 
upou that Tsubject, Sir Gregory,” chimed in Mr. Lethbridge, 

“ 1 tell you what, my good fellow,” said Sir Gregory, tuitiing 
upon him, and taking him by both the lappels of his coat, 
need not interfere, for 1 have an account to settle with gou also, 
as I give you fair notice, that you and I shall quarrel if you take 
to flattering and dummerizing me in public.” 

“ 4»d when I do, so we may ; but it is ray duty, as a clergyman, 
Ip hold out proper examples to others, you know, whenever tmd 
wherever I cm find them.” 

“ There’s a pretty sort of fellow for you !” smiled Sir Gregory^ 
aimiug at him a pantomimic box on the ear, “ to make an example 
of his friends.” 

“ You did npt bring Mr, Twitcher back to suppef, Aen 
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wfti very cruel of you, Miss Kempeufelt,’’ said Mrs, Pemble close 
ill Miss Charity’s ear, so that she could not fail to hear. 

“ l!” laughed she, ** I thought he might go and sup with his 
^ Man in Paradise,’ or with Duke Humphrey, and not bore us, for 
I think he’s a mighty conceited, foolish sort of person.” 

I’m sure. Miss Kempenfelt, no one here will be so rude as to 
didfer from you,” said Mr. Lethbridge. 

'^I wonder,” said Sir Gregory, as they seated themselves at 
table, what the origin of that saying was, of dining with Duke 
Humphrey being equivalent to having no dinner. I dare say 
Mrs. Pemble can tell us.” 

” I have heard,’' said she, “that it arose long ago, from some 
Westminster boys who were playing in Henry the Seventh’s 
Chapel, where Duke Humphrey lies buried; and having been 
re|ieatedly intreated by the verger, but in vain, to come out, as he 
was going to lock-up, he at length locked the door upon them, 
saying, * Young gentlemen good appetite to ye; I leave you to 
dine with Duke Humphrey.^ ” 

“Ah! very likely; no doubt that is the origin of it, as I never 
heard that poor Duke Humphrey de son vivant was famed for any 
parsimonious want of ho8|ntality.” 

And then Sir Gregory, having renewed his lecture about her 
walking alone at so late an hour, she told how she had delayed 
speaking to the Lloyds, and how much she had been frightened by 
the sadden apparition of Mr. Lethbridge. 

“ And you may thank your stars that you were more frightened 
than hurt,” said Sir Gregory, “ for how should you have liked 
it to have been a foot- pad who had jumped out of the hedge and 
put a pistol to your head ? — for though those fascinating scoun- 
drels, Barrington and Maclean, are no more, and highways are 
now railways, yet we do hear of such amiable little civilities occa- 
sionally, even in oar days.” 

This subject exhausted, the conversation became general ; and 
even Miss Charity was in singular good humour, as, indeed, she 
always was when Mr. Lethbridge was there, whom she designated 
as “ a mighty sensible young man,” so that altogether “ the 
rounded hours rolled swiftly on,” till they were surprised when 
the clock struck twelve, they lit their bed-room candles and went 
up the great staircase together. 

“ We need not,” said 8ir Gregory, stopping at the first land- 
ing, where the two galleries branched off, “ be like the Chinese, 
and pass the night in re-seeing each other home ; so I vote that 
wc are all dropped at our respective doors as they come ; therefore, 
being at mine, t wish you all a very good night I Lethbridge, 1 
suppose you know your room, though you now occupy it so 
seldom ?” 

“Good night I” 

“ Gcsod night r 
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Anti, as Miss Kempenfelt’s room was next to her brother’s# ^e 
band was now reduc^ to two ; and as they entered the opposite 
gallery. 

Allow me,” said Mr. Lethbridge, ‘^to relieve you of some Of 
those things.” And he took Mrs. Pemble’s shawl and boa froiit 
her, which, indeed, for the little way they had to go. was scarcely 
worth while, so soon were the last two ** good nights” followed by 
a third ; but to this one, as he shook hands with her, was added a 
** Goo bless you.” , 


As we must now absent ourselves from Baron’s Court for some 
little time on “ urgent private affairs,” and must then go and see 
what Mr. Phipnen is about, as well as Mary Penrhyn’s great rela- 
tionsi we may nere mention that the latter did recover her son’s 
picture, but not till Christmas morning, when May and Linda 
knocked at her door while she was dressing, and presented her 
with the long-lost brooch, — not in its original plain, massive gold 
setting, but encircled with a wreath of laurel in emeralds and bril- 
liants, which was their Christmas-box ; “ For,” said Linda, “after 
the Alma and his heroic conduct there, grandpapa said your son 
deserved a laurel wreath, and so May and I determined he should 
have one, and we were the thieves 1” 

“ My dear children ! I fully appreciate your kindness and gene- 
rosity, and, above all, your compliment to Harcourt; but indeed,” 
added she embracing them, “ I am grieved you should have given 
me so costly a proof of your affection, which is of more value tome 
than these brilliants and emeralds ; and I fear,” continued she, as 
the tears fell upon her regained treasure, “ that you will think me 
very ungrateful, when 1 tell you that 1 am grieved, nay, almost 
annoyed, that this picture should have been in a jeweller’s hand so 
long, for it seems to me a sort of profanation.” 

“ Weil,” laughed Linda, throwing her arms round her neck, 
and whispering her, “ you need not fret about that, for I can teil 
you onlp the setting went’to London, as a pattern for the siae t the 
picture May kept safely locked up the whole time,” 


CHAFFER XIV. 

SUBSTANCE AND SHADOW; SHOWING THAT ALJL IS NOT 
GOLD THAT GLITTERS. 

The season was what we traditionally dall “ the merry month of 
May/* the time noon, the locale Threadneedle Street, when an 
exceedingly mfmte and vulgarly, because glaringly appointed 
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vellow (not orange) cbariot, only redeemed by the goodneee of the 
norses, which were large, thorongb-bred, and high-stepping greys, 
stopped at an office door, the windows of which were secured with 
a thick cross-barred grating, like those of a prison, while on the 
thickly-nailed and iron-clamped black door appeared on a bronze 
plate, in raised brass letters above the letter-box, the name of 

‘*MR. PHIPPEN.” 

The footmen, or ** flunkies,” as the maid-of-all-work-ocracy would 
term them, matched well with the horses, but appeared themselves 
to suffer from the vulgarizing influences of the apoplectic exube- 
rance of gold lace with which their hats were encumbered ; d tout 
m^theur quelque chose est bon, says the proverb, and though it is 
no longer a misfortune t6 be cellar or garret born in these enlight^ 
ened days, when, on the contrary, to be the reverse is the drawback, 
yet among the many other advantages which parvenus possess is 
that of paying their way through the Herald’s Office, and therefore 
choosing their armorial bearings, instead of being hampered with 
heir-loom griffins and gules, or hereditary angels, antelopes, mer- 
mfeids, and caps of maintenance; and consequently the arms upon 
the yellow chariot in question, being all duly paid for, had so many 
quarterings (1) that they looked like coupons, or heraldic shares, in 
half the pedigrees of England ; and the supporters, being a lion 
and a leopard, gave them at a short distance quite a faux air of 
the Royal arms, while the motto, which meandered under the paws 
of the formidable quadrupeds, was the very appropriate one of 

Porro %bnmt t$t necessarium '^ — 

(Moreover, one thing is needful ;) 

and having, or having had, the one thing needful for shining in 
English society, Sir Titan iferous Thompson, to whom this turn-out 
belonged, had with great unction adopted that motto. 

No sooner had the coachman pulled his high-mettled cattle 
sharply up against the kerb-stone of Philip Phippen’s office, and 
the tfwin giants in plush had lowered the steps, than the ** Honorable 
M&rmei ” hastily searched all the pockets of the carriage for a 
memorandum-book, which having found, he began with his pencil 
to rapidly add up certain figures ,* so that, previous to entering the 
office, he had the full benefit for a few seconds of having his cheeks 
fanned by the “May-kissed breezes,” as they came somewhat 
dingily filtered through the volcanic chimneys of the surrounding 
buildings, whose craters, more indefatigable than those of Etna 
and Vesuvius, were always smoking. As soon, however, as he 
had finished his calculations, and arrived at what the late Joseph 
Hume was wont to call **the tottle of the hoi,** be pushed a 
tin box at the bottom of the carriage with his foot, and 
telling one of the servants to bring it into the office, he then 
alighted, -^not with the commercial hurry of a man of business, 
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witb tbe mea^tired puce beittlng a British Senator, m Mmt 
India SDirector, a bran-new Baronat, a son-in-law to a Peer, aW 
more especially, as the cause of all these glorious effects, a 
Ummire^ who felt he had the world to trample on. 

As the great man traversed the short passage that led to Mr. 
Phippen’s office, he found it somewhat cumbered with packwig- 
cases of divers sizes and forms ; and as cbassez la natnrel il revient 
au gallop, although Lady Georgiana had been indefatigable in 
drilling her lord and master into the external decorums of good 
society, still, that most vulgar and low-bred of all minor vices, a 
prying curiosity into other persons’ parcels, letters, and affaits, 
raged as paramount in the great man's mind as it had done erst of 
old in Manchester, when he, as a boy, had established himself into 
the quid-^nunc of the village, as a sort of social ‘‘ funds” upon which 
to trade ; so, unfolding his double gold eye-glass, he stooped down 
and read the direction on one of the boxes, which appeared like a 
grocer’s deal case, about three feet long, which direction was*--- 

“Mrs. Thompson. To be forwarded,'* 

In spite of himself, in spite, too, of the gold with which his 
superfine cloth garments were now lined, and in spite of the golden 
medium through which he had read this address, an unpleasant — 
a verg unpleasant — sensation ran, like a gymnastic cramp, through 
the left side of Anne Thompson’s son, and one or two large drops 
stood suddenly out upon his forehead, like the first damp phase of 
verdigris on copper; but, hastily brushing them away with his 
handkerchief, he said, almost out loud — “ Pooh as he remem- 
bered that Thompson and Smith, like man and woman, were almost 
generic terms ; and, as a conscience “ quietner,” the honorable 
baronet found this reflection very successlul 1 

“ Ah ! good morning, Mr. Phippen,” said he, in his moat con- 
descending voice, as he entered the office of the latter. 

“ Good morning, Sir Titaniferous,” responded Mr. Phippen, 
without rising from his chair, or even raising his eyes from a paper 
on which he was writing, but merely putting up the fore-finger of 
bis left band, as much as to say, “ Wait a moment, and then Pll 
Speak to you.” And having appended bis signature to the docu- 
ment which he was writing, he banded it to a clerk who was wait- 
ing to receive it, merely saying — 

“Two copies of this, Sedgemore, And here,” added be, taking 
out a pocket-book, and putting a bank-note and a slip of paper 
into the clerk’s hand, “ after you have run off those two copies, 
just step into the Bank and get me two bank-post-bills in that 
name, for £4$ 3s. Sd, and £29 Is. id., and you need not bring 
them to me till I ring. Now, Sir Titaniferous, I’m at your sef-* 
vice ;’’ and Mr. Phippen backed bis chair and crossed bis 
like a man perfectly at bis ease and by no means awed by ibe 
greatness belore him; on the contrary, ibougb always 4inail 
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in stature and wisMsn in face, the baronet ap^^ared to be tieibly 
ihrinkmg as be drew up his forces — to wit, his tin box and himself 
^opposite the portly stockbroker; and, nervously feeling for a 
black elastic chain round his neck, to which was appended a gold 
Bramah key, he opened it, or rather unlocked it, as he still kept 
tfee lid down by leaning on it, as he said — 

That yori may have ample security for the additional ;640,000 
that I mmt have by I'hursday, I have brought you several mort* 
gages and different scrip to take your choice from/' 

I must beg of you, once for all, to understand Utera scripia, 
Sir Titaniferous, that with scrip I will have nothing to do, as I do 
not consider it any more security than I should the buttons oii your 
servants’ liveries.” 

“ Well, well, my dear Sir, there is no harm done. I merely 
offered them in the light of additional security— and — and here are 
my Crystal Palace shares, and those in Covent Garden Theatre, 
and in her Majesty’s Theatre.” 

“ Very sorry,” replied Mr. Phippen, phlegmatically flipping, 
somewhat brusquely, the tassel of his right Hessian, as it lay un- 
consciously reposing, crossed over his left knee ,* but Theatres 
may be burnt down, ditto Crystal Palaces.” 

** Come, come, my dear Sir, so may private country houses too, 
for that matter.” 

“ Aye I but they are generally insured to their full amount, 
more especially if mortgaged ; besides, the acres belonging to them 
remain.” 

And as he uttered this oracular fiat, Mr. Phippen abstracted from 
his hind-pocket one of Mrs. Peinble's pocket-handkerchiefs, and 
blew bis nose so energetically that it might have been heard like a 
tocsin half way up Threadneedle-street, and mistaken on ’Change 
for the announcement of another victory ; and indeed so it was, 
inasmuch as, to judge by the shrug of SirTitaniferous’s shoulders, 
and the sigh with which he again opened the tin box, and took 
from it another packet of red-tape-tied papers and handed them to 
Ms companion, it appeared very like a defeat for him. Mr, Phippen 
first muttered their engrossed endorsements half audibly, and then, 
unfolding the foolscap sheets, cast his eyes rapidly over the inven- 
tory of the “ lands, messuages, and tenements” therein specified, 
and, making a little memorandum on theblottang-paper before him, 
laid the deed of mortgage down beside him, saying — 

“ Very well as far as it goes ; but not above £9000 or £10,000 
bmifidc security ; and that’s a long way off £150,000.” 

But— but” — hesitated Sir Titaniferous, I thought to oblige 
me you would, perhaps, take only for a month, till the meeting of 
the partners m JDobbs, Thompson, and Dobbs' Bank has taken 
the icrip-^I mean the shares in (^ent Garden and Her 
Majesty’s Theatre as timj^or&rp security/* 

I am quite willing, Sir Titaniferous, to let you have the pka* 
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I suppose you have not heard anything of my poor brooch, 
I'affy >” 

‘'No, ma^am ; Fin sorry to say I ha’n^t, and I’ve searched far 
and near tu for it, atul axed all the lads of the village to do the 
same, and Fm sure there hain’t a rush most but what I’ve .shooJr't 
well, thinking as it might have fallen among them along the river 
side, till rny Missus, she laugh at me, and say, ‘ Why, Taffy 
Lloyd,’ says she, ‘you don’t surety think as the young gentleman's 
picter will be found like Moses among the bulrushes ? and I says, 
* Who knows, 'ramar Lloyd,’ but when a thing is lost best ways is 
to look everywhere, for if looking doai find it, not looking wont 
(hi so ; and It’s not on ’count of the teri-puii-noat, ma’am, for I’d give 
not that, for 1 lia’nt a got it; but a matter o’ tu-pm ten, as my old 
woman and Fve a-got in the savings bank, as you had the like- 
ness of the young gentleman safe back again.” 

“Thank you, Taffy, Fm sure you would,” said Mrs. Pcmble, 
slipjhng half-a-crovvn into the old man’s hand; “and Fra very 
much obliged to you for the trouble you have already taken about 
it, and only hope you may be the finder of it. But I won’t keep 
you standing any longer, so good night, good nigdit, ’IVunar.” 

And she hurried on to make up for the time she had spent iu 
talking to the old couple. Having* turned down another lane to 
the right, that was within three of Baron’s Court, she slackened 
her pace to take breath, when presently a man jumped out of, or 
rather over the hedge, alighting so close to her in the lane as almost 
to endanger her equilibrium : a circumstance, which — all “ sironij- 
minded woman “ though she was — so alarmed her, that she uttered 
a faint scream. 

“ Good heavens ! Mr.s. Pcmble ; is it possible ! ytm walking alone 
at this time of the night?” exclaimed Mr. Lethbridge, for he it 
was, and no robber or footj^ad, as with his extended arm he pre- 
vented her falling Ui the ground. 

“Oh! how you startled me,” said she at last, still trembling 
violently. 

“ For which, believe me, I could never forgive myself, had I 
done so intentionally. But who could have supposed you would 
be out alone at such an hour? And, pardon me for saving so, but 
it is worse than an imprudence, it is positiA^ely wrong, for you see 
what rniy/ti have hap])ened had it been one of those drunken fellows 
from the slate-quarry, for instance.” 

She explained the cause of her walking home. 

“ Even so,” said he ; “ you had better have gone ten in a carriage 
than have run such a lisk. Let me beg of you never to do so 
again ?” 

“1 will not, certainly,” she re])]ied ; “I have been too much 
frightened ever to repeat the experiment.” And as she now tried 
to raise her-self, be instantly withdrew his arm from round her 
waist, and offering it to her to lean upon, said — 
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You had better also take niy stick in your other hand, as that 
will be an additional support to you.” 

As she placed her arm within his she felt that it trembled slightly 
also, and that his heart beat violently. 

I fear 1 have also frightened you ?” said she. 

‘‘ You have indeed !” he replied. 

“Then lliat is very ungrateful of me,’* she rejoined, “when I, 
when we ail, have so much to thank you for, this evening.** 

“ I think you had all very great patience to bear with my prosings 
80 long ; hut trutli is as slow to propound as to })rove ; and yet 
the fear of being thought a bore ought never to prevent our doing 
cither.” 

“ I don’t think you run any risk of that sort. Yours are rather 
sins of omission, I Lake it ; at least Miss Egerton complains of your 
remissness, and says you owe her a great many Hebrew lessons.” 

“ That is a charge to which, I fear, I must plead guilty ; but I’ll 
try and make the amende lionorahle to-morrow, as Sir Gregory is 
good enough to give me a bed to-night.” 

“Oh! by the bye, 1 for one felt so grateful to you for what 
you said of him to-night.” 

“ J never could say half as much as I think and know of the ex- 
cellence of that man, especially in his presence. 1 never look at 
him but it seems to me — 

* In every furrow years hath plough’d, 

New an<l immortal hopes are sown ; 

And when the ripe ears time has bow d, 

Angels shall gather in their own/ “ 

“ True ; and yet such is human selhshness that one can- 
not help hoping that it may be long ere this angel-harvest he 
gathered in.” 

“ Amen !” sighed his companion, “ though he is just one of those 
who make one fully understand the full import of Solon’s 

* dicique beatus 

Ante obitum nemo supremuque funera debet,’ 

we may feel sure that his happiness will then begin ! But how 
many hearts his ‘ going before ’ will leave void ! and what a sad 
thing for those three dear children!” 

“Do you not think May a lovely girl?” added Mrs. Pemble, 
thinking such a home-thrust must solve the problem she was so 
anxious to elucidate ; but she was only doomed to he more mystified 
than ever, as he replied, with the most perfect composure. — 

“ lively indeed ! 1 only fear she will make many Janiveres ; — 

you remember old Janivere in Chaucer, who thought when he liad 
his fair May, he would never go to heaven, he should live so 
merrily here on earth ? ‘ Had 1 such a mistress,’ he vows, 

^ I would not envy their jjrosperity — 

The gods should envy mg felicity.^ “ 

And yet, in uttering this last couplet, he sighed profoundly; but 
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after that neitlier of them spoke, but walked on in silence till they 
reached Baron’s Court. 

Strange 1” thought she. **ls it love? or is it prudence ? or 
l>oth ? — thougli they are seldom found togeiher — or neither? And 
yet a deeper feeling seemed to tremble in his voice as he repeated 
those two lines. 1 wish, for May's sake, for his own, that he knew 
what Sir Gregory said this morning. What a pity it is that there 
should be things it would make people so very hapj)y to know, and 
yet which would be so very wrong to tell them.” And involun- 
tarily she sighed also. 

“ I hope,” said Mr. Lethbridge, ‘‘you have not taken cold by 
this imprudent walk, after being in that suffocatingly hot room ?” 

“ No,” said she laughing, as she rang the deep-toned door bell, 
"I have takeu nothing but your stick, which, it seems, I was going 
to take possession of; but I now return it to you, with many 
thanks, for I believe ‘ strong minded-women ' have not yet arrived 
at walking-sticks, though they often lean upon what is not half so 
much to be depended on.” And so saying, she returned him his 
ebony cane, which he receiv^ed with a silent bow, just as the door 
was opened, 

“Are Miss Kempenfelt and Sir Gregory returned yet?” 

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Gifford; “and Sir Gregory was much 
alarmed to find you were not yet home. He and Miss Kempenfelt 
are in the dining-room waiting supper. 

“Did Edward Parry bring anything for me, Gifford?” asked 
Mr. Lethbridge. 

“ Yes, Sir, a carpet bag and a dressing box ; they are up in your 
room.” 

“ Oh 1 thank you.” 

And as Gifford tlirew open the dining-room door, Sir Gregory, 
who was walking up and down, turned hastily round and said — 

“ My dear Mrs. Pcmble ! I am really very angry with you. How 
could you break away as you did, and think of walking home at 
this time of night ?’' 

“ Ah I I am very glad to find that you are of my way of thinking 
upon that subject, Sir Gregory,” chimed in Mr. Lethbridge. 

“ 1 tell you what, my good fellow,” said Sir Gregory, turning 
upon him, and taking him by both the lappels of his coat, “yow 
need not interfere, for 1 have an account to settle with you also, 
as I give you fair notice, that you and I shall quarrel if you take 
to flattering and flummerizing me in public/’ 

“ And when I do, so we may ; but it is my duty, as a clergyman, 
to bold out proper examples to others, you know, whenever and 
wherever I can find them.” 

“There’s a pretty sort of fellow for youl” smiled Sir Gregory, 
aiming at him a pantomimic box on the ear, “ to make an example 
of his friends.” 

“ You did not bring Mr. Twitcher back to supper, then ?--ihat 
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was very cruel of you, Miss Kempenfelt/’ said Mrs. Petnble close 
in Miss Charity’s ear, so that she could not fail to hear. 

“ 11” laughed she, “ I thought he might go and sup with his 
' Man in Paradise/ or with Duke Humphrey, and not bore us, for 
1 think be‘8 a mighty conceited, foolish sort of person.” 

“ I’m sure, Miss Kempenfelt, no one here will be so rude as to 
difler from you,” said Mr. Lethbridge. 

“ I wonder,” sai l Sir Gregory, as they seated themselves at 
table, ‘‘ what the origin of that saying was, of dining with Duke 
Humphrey being equiv^alent to having no dinner. I dare say 
Mrs. Pemble can tell us.” 

“ I have heard,” said she, *‘that it arose long ago, from some 
Westminster boys who were playing in Henry the Seventh’s 
Chapel, where Duke Humphrey lies buried; and having been 
repeatedly intreated by the verger, but in vain, to come out, as he 
was going to lock-up, he at length locked the door upon them, 
saying, ^ Young gentlemen a good appetite to ye; I leave you to 
dine with Duke Humphrey.^ ” 

“Ah! very likely ; no doubt that is the origin of it, as 1 never 
heard that poor Duke Humphrey de son vtvant was famed for any 
parsimonious want of hospitality.” 

And then Sir Gregory, having renewed his lecture about her 
walking alone at so late an hour, she told how she had delayed 
speaking to the Lloyds, and how much she had been frightened by 
the sudden ap3)arition of Mr. Lethbridge. 

“And yon may thank your stars that you were more frightened 
than hurt,” said Sir Gregory, “ for how should you have liked 
it to have been a foot-pad who had jumped out of the hedge and 
put a pistol to your head ? — for though those fascinating scoun- 
drels, Barrington and Maclean, are no more, and highways are 
now railways, yet we do hear of such amiable little civilities occa- 
sionally, even in our days.” 

'I'his .subject exhausted, the conversation became general ; and 
even Miss Charity was in singular good humour, as, indeed, she 
always was when Mr, liCthbridge was there, whom she designated 
as “a mighty sensible young man,’ so that altogether “the 
rounded hours rolled swiftly on,” till they were surprised when 
the clock struck twelve, they lit their bed-room candles and went 
up the great staircase together. 

“ We need not,” said Sir Gregory, stopping at the first land- 
ing, where the two galleries branched of!', “ be like the Chinese, 
and pass the night in re-sceing each other borne; so I vote that 
we are all dropped at our respective doors as they come ; therefore, 
being at mme, I wish you all a very good night 1 Lethbridge, 1 
suppose you know your room, though you now occupy it so 
seldom ?” 

“ Good night I” 
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And, as Miss Kempenfelt’s room was next to her brother’s, the 
band was now reduced to two ; and as they entered the opposite 
gallery, 

Allow me,” said Mr. Lethbridge, to relieve you of some of 
those things.” And he took Mrs. Pemble’s shawl and boa from 
her, which, indeed, for the little way they had to go, was scarcely 
worth while, so soon were the last tw^o “ good nights” followed by 
a third ; but to this one, as he shook hands with her, was added a 
“ God bless you.” 


As we must now absent ourselves from Baron’s Court for some 
little time on “ urgent private affairs,” and must then go and see 
what Mr. Phippen is about, as well as Mary Penrhyn’s great rela- 
tions, we may here mention that the latter did recover her son’s 
picture, but not till Christmas morning, when May and Linda 
knocked at her door while she was dressing, and presented her 
with the long-lost brooch, — not in its original plain, massive, gold 
setting, hut encircled with a wreath of laurel in emeralds and bril- 
liants. which was their Christrnas-hox ; For,” said Linda, “ after 
the Alma and his heroic conduct there, grandpapa said your son 
deserved a laurel wreath, and so May and I determined he should 
have one, and we were the thieves!” 

My dear children ! I fully appreciate your kindness and gene- 
rosity, and, above all, your compliment to Harcourt ; but indeed,” 
added she embracing them, “ I am grieved you should have given 
me so costly a proof of your affection, which is of more value to me 
than these brilliants and emeralds; and I fear,” continued she, as 
the tears fell upon her regained treasure, “that you will think me 
very ungrateful, when I tell you that I am grieved, nay, almost 
annoyed, that this picture should have been in a jeweller’s hand so 
long, for it seems to me a sort of profanation.” 

“ Well,” laughed Linda, throwing her arms round her neck, 
and whispering her, ” you need not fret about ihat^ for I can tell 
you only the setting went'to London, as a pattern for the size; the 
picture May kept safely locked up the whole time.” 


CHAFFER XIV. 

SUBSTANCE AND SHADOW; SHOWING THAT ALL IS NOT 
GOLD THAT GLITTERS, 

The season was what we traditionally call “the merry month of 
May,"’ the time noon, the locale Threadneedie Street, when an 
exceedingly voyante and vulgarly, because glaringly appointed 
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yellow (not orange) cliariot, only redeemed by the goodness of the 
horses, which were large, thorough-bred, and high-stepping greys, 
stopped at an office door, the windows of which were secured with 
a thick cross-barred grating, like those of a prison, while on the 
thickly-nailed and iron-clamped black door apj)eared on a bronze 
plate, in raised brass letters above the ietter-box, the name of 

‘‘MR. PHIPPEN/’ 

The footmen, or “ flunkies,” as the matd-of-all-work-ocracy would 
term them, matched well with the horses, but appeared themselves 
to suffer from the vulgarizing influences of the apoplectic exube- 
rance of gold lace with which their hats were encumbered ; a tout 
malheur quelque chose est hon, says the proverb, and though it is 
no longer a misfortune to be cellar or garret born in these enlight- 
ened days, when, on the contrary, to be the reiser se is the drawback, 
yet among the many other advantages which parvenus possess is 
that of paying their ivay through the Herald’s Office, and therefore 
choosing their armorial bearings, instead of being hampered with 
heir-loom griffins and gules, or hereditary angels, antelopes, mer- 
maids, and caps of maintenance ; and consequently the arms upon 
the yellow chariot in question, being all duly ])aid for, had so many 
quurterings (!) that they looked like coupons, or heraldic shares, in 
half the pedigrees of England ; and the supporters, being a lion 
and a leojjard, gave them at a short distance quite a faux air of 
the Royal arms, while the motto, which meandered under the paws 
of the formidable quadrupeds, was the very appropriate one of 

“ Porro nnuni est ncccsHarmm " — 

(Moreover, one thing is needful ;) 

and having, or having had, the one thing needful for shining in 
English society, Sir Titaniferous Thompson, to whom this turn-out 
belonged, had with great unction adopted that motto. 

No sooner had tlie coachman pulled his high-mettled cattle 
sharply up against the kerb-stone of Philip Phippen’s office, and 
the twin giants in plush had lowered the steps, than the “ Honorable 
Baronet ” hastily searched all the pockets of the carriage for a 
memorandum-book, which having found, he began with his pencil 
to rapidly add up certain figures ; so that, previous to entering the 
office, he had the full benefit for a few seconds of having his cheeks 
fanned by the “ May-kissed breezes,” as they came somewhat 
dingily filtered through the volcanic chimneys of the surrounding 
biiildingK, whose craters, more indefatigable than those of Etna 
and Vesuvius, were always smoking. As soon, however, as he 
had finished his calculations, and arrived at what the late Joseph 
Hnrae was wont to call **the iottle of the half he pushed a 
japanned tin box at the bottom of the carriage with his foot, and 
telling one of the servants to bring it into the office, he then 
alighted,— not with the commercial hurry of a man of business, 
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but with the meastired pace befitting a Briti«sh Senator, an East 
India Director, a bran-new Baronet, a son-in-law to a Peer, and 
more especially, as the cause of all these glorious effects, a mil- 
lionnairey who felt he had the world to trample on. 

As the great man traversed the short passage that led to Mr. 
Phippen’s office, he found it somewhat cumbered with packing- 
cases of (livers sizes and forms ; and as chassez la naturel il revient 
au gallopy although Lady Georgiana had been indefatigable in 
drilling her lord and master into the external decorums of good 
society, still, that most vulgar and low-bred of all minor vices, a 
prying curiosity into other persons’ parcels, letters, and affairs, 
raged as paramount in the great mans mind as it had done erst of 
old in Manchester, when he, as a boy, had established himself into 
the quid-nunc of the village, as a sort of social “funds” upon which 
to trade ; so, unfolding his double gold eye-glass, he stooped down 
and read the direction on one of the boxes, which appeared like a 
grocer’s deal case, about three feet long, which direction was — 

“Mrs. Thompson. To he forwarded 

In spite of himself, in spite, too, of the gold with which his 
superfine cloth garments were now lined, and in spite of the golden 
medium through which he had read this address, an unpleasant — 
a very unpleasant — sensation ran, like a gymnastic cramp, through 
the left side of Anne Thompson's son, and one or two large drops 
stood suddenly out upon his forehead, like the first damp phase of 
verdigris on copper ; but, hastily brushing them away with his 
handkerchief, he said, almost out loud — “ Pooh r as he remem- 
bered that Thompson and 8mith, like man and woman, were almost 
generic terms; and, as a conscience “ (piietner,” the honorable 
baronet found this reflection very succesalid i 

“ Ah! good morning, Mr. Phippen,” said be, in his most con- 
descending voice, as he entered the office of the latter. 

“ Good morning, Sir Titaniferous,” responded Mr. Phippen, 
vrithout rising from his chair, or even raising his eyes from a paper 
on which he was writing, but merely putting up the fore-finger of 
his left hand, as much as to say, “ Wait a moment, and then Til 
speak to you.” And having appended his signature to the docu- 
ment which he was writing, he handed it to a clerk wiio was wait- 
ing to receive it, merely saying — 

“Two co[>ies of this, Sedgemore. And here,” added he, taking 
out a pockc*t-book, and putting a bank note and a slip of paper 
into the clerk s hand, “ after you have run off those two copies, 
just step into the Bank and get me two bank-post-bills in that 
name, for £42 36‘. ?}d. and £29 1«. Id.y and you need not bring 
them to me till I ring. Now, Sir Titaniferous, I'm at your ser- 
vice;” and Mr. Phippen backed his chair and crossed his legs^ 
like a man perfectly at his ease and by no means awed by th« 
greatness before him; on the contrary, though always small 
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in stature and wizen in face, the baronet appeared to be visibly 
shrinking? as he drew up his forces — to wit, his tin box and himself 
- — opposite the portly stockbroker; and, nervously feeling for a 
black elastic chain round his neck, to which was appended a gold 
Bramah key, he opened it, or rather unlocked it, as he still kept 
the lid down by leaning on it, as he said — 

“ That you may have ample security for the additional £40,000 
that I must have by Thursday, 1 have brought you several mort- 
gages and different scrip to take your choice from.” 

“ I must beg of you, once for all, to understand Utera scripta, 
Sir Titaniferous, that with scrip 1 will have nothing to do, as I do 
not consider it any more security than 1 should the buttons on your 
servants’ liveries.” 

“ Well, well, my dear Sir, there is no harm done. I merely 
offered them in the light of additional security — and — and here are 
my Crystal Palace shares, and those in Covent Garden Theatre, 
and in her Majesty’s I'heatre.” 

“ Very sorry,” rejdied Mr. Phippen, phlegmatically flipping, 
somewhat brusquely, the tassel of his right Hessian, as it lay un- 
consciously reposing, crossed over his left knee; “but Theatres 
may be burnt down, ditto Crystal Palaces.” 

“ Come, come, my dear Sir, so may private country houses too^ 
for that matter.” 

“ Aye ! but they are generally insured to their full amount, 
more especially if mortgaged ; besides, the acres belonging to them 
remain.” 

And as he uttered this oracular fiat, Mr. Phippen abstracted from 
his hind-pocket one of Mrs. Pemble’s pocket-handkerchiefs, and 
blew his nose so energetically that it might have been heard like a 
tocsin half way up Threadneedle-street, and mistaken on ’Change 
for the announcement of another victory ; and indeed bo it was, 
inasmuch as, to judge by the shrug of Sir Titaniferous’s shoulders, 
and the sigh with wliich he again opened the tin box, and took 
from it another packet of red-tape- tied papers and handed them to 
his companion, it appeared very like a defeat for him. Mr. Phippen 
first muttered their engrossed endorsements half audibly, and then, 
unfolding the foolscap sheets, cast his eyes rapidly over the inven- 
tory of the “ lands, messuages, and tenements” therein specified, 
and, making a little memorandum on the blotting-paper before him, 
kid the deed of mortgage down beside him, saying — 

“ Very well as far as it goes; but not above £9000 or £10,000 
bond fide security ; and that’s a long way off £150,000.” 

“ Hut-^hut” — hesitated Sir Titaniferous, “ I thought to oblige 
me you would, perhaps, take only for a month, till the meeting of 
the partners of Dobbs, Thompson, and Dobbs’ Bank has taken 
place, the scrip— I mean the shares in Covent Garden and Her 
Majesty's Theatre as temporary security.” 

“lam quite willing, Sir Titaniferous, to let you have the plea* 
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sure, if it is one, of passing temporarily for the richest man in the 
City after the Rothschilds, as there you must always have the 
pawnbroker’s odds of two to one against you. I am quite willing 
also to let it be supposed that you could buy up Thread needle- 
street, including the humble individual who has now the honor of 
addressing you ; but the sooner you disabuse your mind as to your 
also having the power of selling the latter, the better. And as I 
have already a balance of £110,000 against you, I cannot advance 
£40,000 more without tangible, not temporary security ; and, more- 
over as I am not a sharper, 1 should be very sorry to contribute 
towards defrauding any one by accepting a lien on Dobbs, 
Thompson, and Dobbs’ Bank and as he spoke he fixed his 
brown eyes full on his auditor. 

“Sir! — Mr. Phippen ! — really, Sir — you — you — abuse the ad- 
vantage you have in our relative positions of debtor and creditor; 
and— and — allow me to say, Sir, that, in short, 1 — I do not under- 
stand what you mean and the coppery complexion of the M.P. 
assumed a paler and more brassy hue. 

“il/y meanings 1 never find any difliculty in explaining, Sir 
Titaniferous Thompson. I’ll be very candid with you. The plain 
English of the matter is this, I do not consider Dobbs, Thompson, 
and Dobbs’ Bank solvent.” 

“My dear Sir, what an idea 1” shrugged the sleeping partner of 
that bank, with that inimitable and indescribable expression of 
countenance which may be compared to looking a whistle, which 
non-plussed legislators and critics resort to when some “ damning 
proof” is brought home to them, that, being jierfectly unable to 
refute, they affect to treat with pitying contempt. “ What an 
idea !” reiterated the baronet. 

“ I hope it may be onh/ an idea ; hut, as it is mine, I cannot con- 
sent to part with it except, like my money, on good security.’’ 

“Well,” said Sir Titaniferous, again leading the forlorn hope of 
another dive into the tin box, “here is a mortgage I would rather 
not give out of my own possession, for, being a Lancashire man, I 
have a sort of feeling for the people, and should be sorry it was 
foreclosed.” 

“ Sillwood and Adams !” read Mr. Phippen, and then, passing 
his hand tightly over his eyes, be added, “ why, are they not mill- 
owners at Manchester?” 

“They were, but the old people having had the misfortune to 
make a fortune, the sons of the partners bought an estate between 
them, and called it Xylon Park, being the botanical name for 

the cotton cone ; however, the turf and other matters soon encum- 
bered it.” 

“ And this also was swooped into your net ?” said Mr. Phippen ; 
and again his eyes were fixed so keenly on his companion’s face, 
that they appeared to be dissecting it, the other winced 
accordingly, 



** Honorably, quite honorably, I assure you,” stammered he. 

Of course ! Who ever became possessed of an estate that it 
• was not honorably ? hosimj one is another affair.” And this deed 
Mr. Phippen also accepted, and put aside as he spoke, addinpj — • 

Come, we are getting? on ; wc only want £80,000 more.” 

You really arc too hard upon me.” 

My dear Sir Titaniferous ! money is a very bard and hardening 
thing, and that is, no doubt, the reason why it is called hard cash ; 
but that tin box you have there looks as if it contained a great deal 
more than £80,000.” 

Well, perhaps it does ; and therefore surely you might trust 
me till next week, only till next week ?” 

** Trust in any one or any thing beyond the Bank of England 
and the three per cents., is a weakness, as you ong|j|; to know, 
which we monied men are never guilty of, Sir'ritaniferous.” 

“ Here, then ; I suppose you must have them,” said the latter, 
with a groan, as he handed him two more deeds out of tlje box, 
one of which Mr. Phippen appeared to read the endorsement of 
very attentively. 

** Surely you don’t object to that inquired the borrower, 
nervously. 

“ No, no ! that will do very well !” And tightly tying all these 
mortgages together, Mr. Phippen rose, unlocked a large iron safe, 
with its four or five ponderous locks, threw them into a pigeon- 
hole, and, re-locking the safe and consigning the key to his pocket, 
said — 

” Now I’ll write you a cheque for the money I” which, having 
done, and handed it to the baronet, the broker evidently thought 
their business, for that day at least, was at an end; but Sir 
Titaniferous, in transferring the cliequc to his pocket-book, said, 
i)i his most affable and electioneering manner — 

“ When will you come and dine with me ?” 

“You really wish it ?” 

“My dear Sir! can you doubt it?” 

“Well, you’ve asked me so often that, egad ! FlI din© with you 
to-morrow.” 

Now it so happened that although Mr. Phippen was as innocent 
as the child unborn of either “ Court Journal ” or “ Morning Post,” 
bis clerk, Mr. Montague Sedgernore, was much addicted to them, 
as he used to talk both with considerable effect at Rosherviile, 
Laurent’s Casino and Cremorne, where, by glibly letting out the 
whole peerage upon them, the young ladies became over liead and 
ears, and the rival yeiit s'' completely swamped ; and Mr. Phippen 
having seen in the “Morning Post” that day (which, thinking it 
was “ The Times” he had taken off of Mr, Sedgemore’s desk) that 
“ Sir Titaniferous and Lady Georgiana Thompson were to entertain 

their Royal Highnesses the Duchess of and Princess , 

of diqner on the following one, be most cruelly, and with 





malice aforethought,’ ' invited himself to join that distinguished 
party;” and seeing, not to say chuckling, at the coup de foudre 
manner in which Sir Titaniferous was taken a-back by his kind 
proposition, he added to his perplexity by affecting to mistake the 
cause of it, and said — 

“ Oh ! don’t suppose I shall disgrace you. IVe got a dress 
waistcoat — Slack satin, all worked with flowers — ’pon my life ! a 
very tasty thing. And not these boots, but French-polished ones, 
and trousers, and white gloves. I know all about it.” 

“ My dear Sir, we shall, at all times, be most c/e-lighted to see 
you ; but to-morrow, I almost fear we shall not have room for 
you, and — and — ” 

** Oh !” broke in Mr. Phippen, '* put me anywhere, at the side- 
table if ynu like ; only egad ! I can’t play the French-horn as 
’Squire Inornhill did ; but for playing second fiddle, that I don’t 
mind in the least. Indeed, you may tell the company, if you like, 
that Fm a professor of the second Addle. You know all the per- 
formers are professors now-a-days ; and ’egad I I only wish that it 
was t’other way too, and that all professors were performers.” 

^‘No, no, my dear Sir,” remonstrated Sir Titaniferous, making 
another expiring effort, without, however, like the dolphin under 
similar circumstances, assuming any beautiful colours, “not to- 
morrow, as I want Lady Georgiana to have the pleasure of first 
making your acquaintance en petit comite' j and then we will make 
a party on purpose for you of agreeable people, that 1 think you 
will like.” 

“Couldn’t have a party I like better. I think I saw in the 

paper that the Duchess of and Princess of dine 

with you.” 

“ Why,” gasped the tortured pa7'venUt in almost a state of col- 
lapse, “ do — do — you know them ? ” 

“ Bless you,” said the relentless Mr. Phippen with well-assumed 
vulgarity, “ I’ve seen them all over and over again at Madame 
Tussaud’s, and J should like to compare the realities with the 
imiialioiis.” 

Poor Sir Titaniferous at this crisis would, at all events, have 
made a very suitable addition to the Chamber of Horrors, till, 
opportunely recollecting that he had only to whisper to his guests, 
and tell Lady Georgiana to do the same, that this strange per- 
sonage was another branch of the Hudson, opened for the 6Uie of 
English society to traffic on, in order to insure him the empressies 
adulations of the whole assemblage. And, at once reassured by 
this thought, the nouveau riche put on his gloves, turned the key 
in his tin box, and said, with an air of more than resignation, as 
it almost amounted to empressement — 

“Then at eight to-morrow, we shall hope to see yoUi” 

“ Oh i by the bye,” he added when he was half-way to the door, 
returning, and again laying the tin box on the table, as if it were 
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by the luckiest cbance in the world that he remembered what he 
was about to say — though the truth was, from the moment he had 
finished his own business, he had been racking his brain to know 
how he should broach the subject, in the way least compromiKing 
to his own and his relative’s dignity ; — '‘by the bye, I had almost 
forgotten to ask you to do me another service— a mere trifle ; but 

the fact is ” and here he again unlocked the tin box, and, 

lifting up a sort of tray, like those fitted into dressing or jewel- 
boxes, he took out from the secret recess underneath, a large 
claret- coloured morocco jewel-case, and opening it, displayed a 
necklace of large-sized brilliants and some sprays for the hair. 
“ Fine stones, are they not ? ” parenthesised Sir Titaniferous. 

“ I am neither a lapidary nor a diamond merchant ; so I am no 
judge. But they appear to be so — very,” said Mr. Phippen. 

“ Well, the fact is,” resumed the baronet, “ they belong to my 
aunt, Lady Pe Baskerville. These are her own, and form no 
part of the family jewels. They are worth, I suppose, £4000 or 
£6000; but, like all the women in London, she speculated largely 
(and unfortunately) during the railway mania, and she has never 
been able to pull it up since. And Devey, and Hunt and Roskell, 
and a few more have become pressing, and she wants £3000 upon 
them, only for a year or two, for she is in great hopes of making 
up a match between her youngest daughter, Lady Florinda, and 
Lord Celonby, who, you know, is a millionnaire ; and, her last 
daughter married, her expenses will be much less.” 

“ And old enough to be the young lady's grandfather is my 
Lord Celonby ! ” said Mr. Phippen, with an expression round the 
corners of his usually benevolent mouth, as if he had suddenly 
eaten wormwood ; while he accompanied this expression with a 
sudden movement of his liand, that pushed the morocco case 
nearly back again to Sir Titaniferous, and tilted its gliitering con- 
tents upon the table ; which the latter personage perceiving, 
quietly replaced them, and said — 

“ Oh ! I don’t think there is much chance of the marriage taking 
place just yet, for Flo,,” as he delighted to call her out of her own 
and her mother’s hearing, “ is gone out to the Crimea with De 
Baskerville, in his yacht.” And by this, like all weak-minded 
moral cowards, who shift their ground to humour, as they think, 
the crotchet of their auditor, he only made matters worse by the 
amendment. 

“Ah! well, I’m glad, at all events, that the young lady is not 
in electric-telegraph haste to sell herself. But as for those baubles,” 
added Mr. Phippen, nodding his head at them, as he plunged both 
his hands resolutely into the nethermost abysses of his breeches 
pockets, “J’winot a diamond merchant. You had better take 
them over to Emanuel Brothers, in the Minories, or, if you don’t 
like that, I wonder you don’t yourself advance the £3000 upon 
them, as you say they are worth four or five.” 
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Why you see, niy dear Sir> I’ve a delicacy ” — 

“ A what ? ” interrupted Mr. Phippen. 

The baronet repeated the word ; whereupon the broker got up, 
walked to the window, w’ith his hands still plunged into his pockets, 
and did not look a whistle, but executed one, which for sonorous 
distinctness might have rivalled any of Signor Pico’s. 

** I mean,” resumed Sir Titaniferous, changing the word, “that 
I have a j?crw/>/e in taking such, or indeed any, security for this 
accommodation from my aunt. You understand ? It don’t hok 
well to be so particular with a relation; and, indeed, I dare aay 
the reason Lady De Baskerville offered me those jewels was, tliat 
she thought I would lend her the money without taking the dia- 
monds or the interest.” 

Ha ! ha ! ha !” roared Mr. Phippen, with a vehemence whieti 
the occasion by no means seemed to require, “ no doubt j for I 
believe my Lady l)e Baskerville is what the world calls a wery clever 
woman. And your very clever women, like your very clever men, 
always evince their cleverness by thinking of self, and self 07djf” 

A shrug wliich, — like the Vicar of Wakefield s “ I hope it may he 
so, my dear' to any of Mrs. Primrose’s ambitious prophesies,-— 
might be interpreted either way as the event fell out, was Sir 
Titaniferous’s only reply, as, gathering up the brilliants and re- 
})lacing them symmetrically in their compartments, he said, after a 
few seconds silence — 

** Then you will not oblige me in this matter ?” 

Umph !” and excavating his right hand from the gulf in which 
it was, he held it out for the diamonds, with about as much grace 
and courtesy as a bear at the Zoological Gardens demands and 
receives a biscuit, and with another “umph!” after he had con- 
templated them for some seconds, Mr. Phippen said — 

“Well, as I told you before, Fm 7iot a diamond merchant; and 
even if I were, unless I had a pair of scales, and a woman to put 
in one of them, against these sparkling sin-traps in the other, I 
could not tell how much they were worth.” 

“ Y'ou may take my word for it they are worth full £1500 
more than I ask you to lend upon them ; therefore you are perfectly 
safe in retaining them.” 

“ But if I don’t choose to retain them ?” snapped Mr. Phippen, 
droi)ping the case on the table, as if it had been a brazier of red-hot 
coals, to which he seemed by no means inclined to play the Mutius, 
or to become the Scawola. 

“Then I must only apply elsewhere,” 

“ Stay ! Pawtnng’s like marrying, for two reasons — first, because 
those who pawn, like those who marry in haste, often repent at 
leisure ; and, secondly, because — and herein lies the greatest like* 
ness between the two barters — the pledges are seldom redeemed, 
and the gain, or the sacrifice, is sure to be all on one side ; but Gad 
so!” added he, with a laugh far from being more euphonious than 
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bis pievious umph I see you don’t understand wbat I’m at. 
You wouldn’t have me dine with Highnesses and Royal High- 
tesses, and all the grandees in Lunnun, without rubbing up my 
nnanners, would you, as well as putting on my white gloves ?” 

"'As poor Sir Titaniferous was completely mystified, and began, 
moreover, to entertain serious apprehensions that Mr. Phippen was 
a liitle touched in the upper story, he also entertained a passing 
worder as to who would regulate his affairs and be the trustee of 
the immense wealth of which he knew him to be possessed ? And, 
a® this self-put query was losing itself in doubt, his suspicions 
against Mr. Phippen’s sanity were further augmented by that gentle- 
man’s suddenly approaching his chair towards him, till their knees 
nearly touched ; looking him full in the face with those terrible 
brown lynx eyes of his and saying, very bjpropos de bottes, as it 
seemed to the baronet : 

Pray, Sir Titaniferous, did you ever see the ‘ Beggars’ Opera ? ’ ” 

“ A — a — assuredly, Mr. Phippen,” said he, hacking his chair 
upon the first law-of-nature principle, I have.” 

“Then pray do you not think that there is something very like 
taking the road with Captain Macheath, in taking a lady’s jewels 
from her ? ” 

“ Why, yes,” rejoined that very practical, but by no means 
chivalric personage, “ unless you give her a good equivalent for 
them.” 

“Bravo, Sir Titaniferous! Mrs. Peachem herself could not 
have answered more sensibly, even when she was lecturing Polly so 
very sensibly about matrimony,” laughed Mr. Phippen ; “ but you 
say those diamonds are worth full £1500 more than you ask me to 
give you on them ? ” 

“ Full that," interposed his companion energetically. 

“Then Gad zooks, Sir! would you have me rob a lady of 
£1500?” 

“ My dear Mr, Phippen, you are not on the highway.” 

“No, Sir, I am not ! — neither do I like such bye ways of doing 
business. Let my Lady De Baskerville keep these jewels, which 
are no longer hers, and wear them, merely signing this bond of 
indemnity, authorizing me to claim either the diamonds or the 
£3000 after the expiration of one year, whenever I shall think fit 
to do soi” and seizing a stamp and dipping a brush into a cup of 
water, that always stood on the table for that purpose, Mr. Phippen 
pounded it down at one corner of a long sheet of foolscap, which 
he forthwith filled up (but in an engrossing clerk’s hand) in the 
following form, reading out every word as he wrote it — 

“ I, Phillip Phippen, bachelor, of the Stock Exchange, and of 
No. — , Threadneedle Street, London, in the County of Middlesex, 
do hereby agree, this 29th day of May, in the year of our Lokd, 
One thousand eight hundred and fifty-five (1855), to advance, upon 



vmy SUdCEBBWt: 


1?6 

a brilliant necklace and t&ee brilliant head ornaments, the gnm of 

three thousand pounds sterling to ” 

Her Ijadyship's Christian name ?” ^ 

Dora,” responded Sir Titaniferous. 

“ Dora, Countess De BaskervUle, widow, of No* — , Belgrn^e 
Square, London, in the aforesaid County of Middlesex, allowng 
her to retain in her possession and wear the said brilliants for one 
year, with ihe proviso that she neither injures them in any way nor 
makes them over to any one else ; and that, at the expiration of that 
year, the said Phillip Pbippen, bachelor, of the Stock Exchange, 
and No, — , Threadneedle Street, London, in the County of Mid- 
dlesex, shall have a right to demand back these monies, with fire 

E er cent, interest on the same, amounting to Three thousand one 
undred and fifty pounds sterling, or receive back the aforesaid 
brilliants from Dora, Countess De Baskerville, widow, of No, — , 
Belgrave Square, London, in the County of Middlesex, in lieu of 
the same. 

Phillip Phippen.” 

And, laying down the pen and taking up a hand-bell, he rang it 
loudly, whereupon Mr. Montague Sedgemore instantly appeared at 
the door with one of those snob-annihilating bows, half D’Orsay 
half dancing master, with which be was wont to come, see, and 
conquer at Cremorne and beyond — the Surrey. 

^‘tere, Sedgemore, witness my hand and seal.” 

And no sooner had the elegant Montague embellished the fools- 
cap with his autograph, than Mr. Phippen said — 

“ Now you may go and, tossing the document to the baronet, 
he added, Have the goodness to sign your name, as another wit- 
ness, just above Sedgernore’s ; and if Lady De Baskerville likes to 
append her signature to it she can have the money and the dia- 
monds, which latter I shall keep till I have her answer.” And 
again unlocking the iron safe he put them into it. But you must 
let me know before half-past two, as I am going out then, and it 
now wants ten minutes to one.” 

Well really,” said Sir Titaniferous, having unfolded his glasses 
and again read over the paper with his own eyes, ‘*it is very hand- 
some of you to allow Lady De Baskerville to retain the diamonds ; 
but — hut — the clause that she is not to injure them, or to give 
them to anyone else, — pardon me for saying so— but it is a heile 
offensive, as if she would, my dear Sir.” 

‘'Whewl how do you know? I’ve known women destroy 
things of much more value than £4000 or £5000 worth of dia- 
monds, and give away what, in honor and honesty, they had no 
more right to give away than my Lady De Baskerville will have to 
give away those baubles when she has given me her bond for them. 
At all events, those are my terms ; and 111 make no other. How- 
ever, she’s not bound to accede to them.” 
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Oh!” rejoined Sir Titaniferous, eagerly securing the bond in 
his side-pocket, and taking up bis hat in order to depart, “ as I 
laid before, it’s very handsome of you, t?ery, allowing her to keep 
ttte diamonds.” 

/* Pooh 1 I don’t see how I could do otherwise. It would be like 
talking lier life, her heart, her soul ; for what’s a fine lady without 
her jewels ? Why, of no more value than the poorest woman in 
the land ; and, indeed, some might think not of half so much.” 

, ** I must drive fast to get to Belgrave-square and back by half- 
past two,” said the baronet, consulting his elegant little breguet, 
that might have fitted into the interstice of the very tightest 
Eussian uniform, “ for it is now one.” 

“ Pray,” said Mr. Phippen, taking out his own portly gold 
warming-pan to exemplify the force of contrast, “ do you call that 
sixpence nung in chains a watch ? I thought Gulliver’s Travels 
were all fudge 5 but I suppose there really is such a place as 
Lilliput, where they make those things.” 

“Oh, my dear Sir,” said Sir Titaniferous, floundering into a 
compliment as he put on his gloves preparatory to his departure ; 
“like to like. Your time is taken up in great monetary trans- 
actions, so your watch illustrates the proverb of ‘ tell me your 
company and I’ll tell you who you are.’ ” 

“Proverbs, Sir,” thundered Mr. Phippen, “though generally 
rules of wisdom, like all other rules, have their exception ; and no 
man’s way of life can lie amid the traffic of money without his 
ranking among the company he frequents, or that frequent him — 
many a scoundrel and many a blackguard. But God forbid these 
epidemics were so fatally infectious that he should, as a matter of 
course, become either.” 

Not really knowing whether Mr. Phippen meant to be personal, 
but quite convinced he was more or less rabid on this particular 
morning, the “ honorable baronet ” hurried lus preparations, and 
the next moment sprang into liis chariot, and no sooner had the 
footman given the order — “ Lady De Baskerville’s ! and drive 
fast,” and it had driven off, at an almost beaujon speed, than the 
broker, who was watching it frqjtn his grated window, hurst 
into a yell, not unlike that of a laughing hyena, as he shouted 
out — 

** Ah ! there goes another instance of * Honesty’s the best policy,’ 
‘ Virtue rewarded,’ and all that sort of thing.” And Mr. Phippen, 
who seemed to require a sedative, having no^ other at hand, re- 
mained drumming with his fingers on the window panes ; that is, 
executing that celebrated fantasia, the Devil’s tattoo with varia- 
tions, and watching the varied expressions of hope, fear, care, 
caution, triumph, and despair of the human mosaic that was 
hurrying to and fro in the densely crowded street, till the “ worthy 
baronet’s ” return, which was in an incredibly short space of time, 
considering the obstractions and difficulties that exist to prevent 
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people from getting on — more, perhaps, in the City of London 
than in any other part of the world. 

“ My dear 8ir 1” said Sir Titaniferous, hurrying into the rooM* 

my aunt accedes to your proposition, and is most grateful to 
you.” 

“ Ha ! ha ! ha! — ‘ My Aunt ’ grateful to ‘ My Uncle !’ — a peeress 
grateful to a poor devil of a broker to whom she pawns her 
jewels ! — ’ Egad ! it’s rich ! there’s nothing like it on the siage ! 
Well, ril take her bond, and, as the gentleman in the play says 
about the haporth of milk and the cream that was to result from 
it, ril let the honor — no, the interest — accumulate and, seating 
himself, he wrote a cheque for the £ 3000 , and then, unlocking 
the iron safe, took out the diamonds, and giving them to her 
nephew, said — 

llmre, Sir, are my Lady De Baskerville’s jewels, and my 
cheque for the money; and now I wish you a very good morning.” 

Sir Titaniferous took the hint and his leave. 

He had no sooner driven off for the second time, than the 
broker tore open the bond and looked at it for some minutes as 
fixedly as if he had been turned to stone; then suddenly closing it 
he threw it into the iron safe, which he locked with great energy, 
and, transferring the key to his pocket, paced up and down, till, in 
one of his transits, as he passed the office-table, he seized the 
hand~bell and rang it sharply. 

The “ listening slave ” immediately appeared. 

** Sedgemore ! get me a bottle of soda-water ?” 

Sedgemore disappeared in silence, but that did not prevent his 
speaking out. Mr. Phippen calling fur soda-water, (he did not 
say anything about brandy in it)— but what cow/d it mean ? He 
had never done such a thing before during the five years bo had 
been articled to him 1 Certainly his movements of late had been 
eery mysterious. Could it be possible! — and this last surmise 
obtruded itself on Mr. Sedgemore as he turned into a neighbouring 
coffee-house in quest of the soda-water. Yes ! could it be possible 
that Mr. Phippen, at liis age, and bay- wig, was stealing a march 
upon him, and playing th% Lovelace at Crernorne or “ Tlie 
Grecian There was no knowing ; and Miss Susannah Simmons, 
a young lady of great sensibility and shrewdness, whose acquaint- 
ance he had made at the Rosherville Gardens, had assured him, 
only on the previous Monday, that “ T/tcm elderly always 

the worst and surely Susannah ought to know about the elders ? 
“ Ugh ! if I thought so, and could only catch him mused 
the moral Montague, grinding his teeth and wringing the neck of 
the soda-water bottle, which luckily was not a chicken, “ wouldn’t 

j ?»’• whatever Mr. Sedgemore would have dow was 

opportunely, or inopportunely, prevented hy the sudden popping 
of the soda-water cork, and the contents of the bottle fiying up 
into hjs face and all over hi« shirt-front, which considerably dtin|)#d 
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his ardour and cooled his courage, without, however, allaying his 
suspicions, which were, on the contrary, rather increased by the 
Anacreontic manner in which Mr. Pbippeu quaffed another bottle 
of soda-water he had at length succeeded in bringing to him. 


CHAPTER XV. 

IN WHICH MANY STRANGE OCCURRENCES TAKE PLACE; 
SOME OF A NATURE SUFFICIENTLY MYSTERIOUS TO 
HAVE INCREASED MR. SEDGEMORE’S SUSPICIONS, AND 
SUFFICIENTLY EQUIVOCAL TO HAVE CONFIRMED MISS 
SUSANNAH SIMMONs’ THEORY OF ELDERLY GENTOLOGY ; 
MORE ESPECIALLY AS THE SEQUEL PROVES, THAT 
THERE IS NO FIRE WITHOUT SMOKE, ANY MORE THAN 
NO SMOKE WITHOUT FIRE. 

It is in vain to decry hero-worship as long as the decriers confine 
their labours to lapidating and trampling those who have been 
bora idols or chiselled by the great sculptor, Destiny, out of the 
quarries of time merely to mould others of the coarsest and com- 
monest clay and stick them in the places of the former, thus con- 
verting a Pantheon into a bear-waid. And therefore it is, that 
though no great admirer of Mr. Charles Dickens in general, or of 
any of that wide-spread clique, the Hunibiigences, to which he 
belongs, yet one of his works we always did and ever shall admire 
exceeciingly We allude to his ‘‘ Oliver Twist,” a fiction which, 
for good feeling, utility, and truth, gains considerably by being 
compared with Mr. J'hoiiias Carlyle’s fiction of “ Oliver Twistc, or 
Twisted Oliver.” All men write, more or less, from their owm 
sympathies ; but though a steady omnipresence of self, and a suc- 
cessful though unwarrantable ambition, bulwarked by extreme 
personal moroseness, may have found at once a chronicler and a 
panegyrist in Mr. Carlyle, there will always, as posterity grow'S 
older, be an increasing majority of impartial historic analyzers, 
who will think of Oliver the Usurper as even his favourite daugh- 
ter, poor Frances Cromwell, did, which true bill she has left on 
record in that touching letter of hers to her lover, Charles Waller, 
the Protector’s Chaplain ; where, after saying how often and how 
vainly she had tried to reason herself out of her love for him by 
calling in pride to remind her of her superior station, she adds : 
“ But conscience insinuates that I had no right to the station I 
held ; and that the respect I received from all ranks of people was 
the effect of fear. It convinced me that the former was gained by 
m mjust usurpation and cruelly, and the latter w'ould most un- 
questionably diminish in promirtion as the power of my father 
declined j consequently, that the violent difference that I imagined 
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to subsist between our respective stations Was purely imaginary 
Besides, tbe conduct of the Protector to you convinced me that 
even ambition did not think it beneath its dignity to be intimate 
with merit. Then I would recollect the fascinating charms of your 
conversation and the graces of your mind, polished to the highest 
degree of literary splendour. These circumstances united to show 
me how vain it was to attempt my cure by having recourse to 
pride, and I therefore gave it up.” 

Poor Frances Cromwell ! poor Charles Waller 1 Child and Chap- 
lain, ye were alike but stumblingblocks, to be kicked aside and 
trampled down in the path of Mr. Carlyle’s great man, whose 
whole career strongly tempts one to believe the curious story nar- 
rated so circumstantially by Echard, of Cromwell (on the eve of 
the Battle of Worcester) meeting by appointment the old Gentleman 
in the wood, and there entering into indentures with him for the 
exact number of years his power and life lasted ; though Oliver 
tried hard for an extension of the Roland he had received. But 
the nameless Personage was inexorable, and drove a stringent bar- 
gain, Now, what inclines me to a belief in this legend is, tliat 

iVoa- nmdtm itvemor ! 

But to return to the two fictions of the two Olivers. Having 
stated in what consists their difference, it is but right to point out 
in wiiat they resemble each other, “ and the like,'' if, indeed, it be 
not objected that nullum simile ^uod idem cst; for the idiosyncracy 
of Mr. Dickens’s Oliver is, that he is always ashing for " more;” 
whereas Mr. Carlyle’s Oliver, scorning alike parochial and parlia- 
mentary convenances, is always helping himself to more! Monsieur 
de Montalembert has been kind enough, after having imagined the 
present of England, to predict its future — a sure sign that the gifted 
and exceedingly amiable foreigner has not been admitted to 
Madame La Grande Bretagne’s petit lever, or he might also have 
predicted that her future, compared with tbe onward march of 
other nations, cannot be so very brilliant after all, unless she has 
that terrible triple cancer of social, literary, and political mjMBUG 
from which she is now suffering first skilfully ojjerated on. How- 
ever, let us leave both the high-level sewer” and the “ low-level 
sewer, ’’and return to our own more immediatebusine8s,fir8tcandidly 
confessing that this preliminary flourish of trumpets from Naseby 
to Cheney-row, and from the Commonwealth to tbe Empire, was 
wholly and solely to usher in the incontrovertible remark that hero- 
worship never can be put down, as long as one man shall baVe a 
single brain in his head, a single glow in his heart, an inch more 
in his mind, and, above all, a shilling more in his pocket, than 
another. And to prove how deep-rooted it is as a social institution, 
it is by no means a see-saw, upped, and downed, at two extreme 
ends, with a deal” of vacancy between them ; but has a ididing 
scale, from kings to kangaroos, from thinkiers to tinkers# from 
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conquerors to convicts, from orators to organ-players, from singers 
to sinners, from Meranon to mummies, and from Cadmus to cads. 
And it so happened ^at Mr. Phippen was the hero of the latter 
fraternity { hut, alas I what hero can invariably “ behave as such,” 
and act up to his worship, and not occasionally skip and go on 
like a mere ordinary mortal, as if nothing was expected from him ? 
And so it was, we are sorry to say, with Mr. Phippen on the day 
he sallied out after having swallowed that unusual bottle of soda- 
water which Mr, Sedgemore had brought him. Immediately after 
he left his office, but did not leave a single order, nay, more, he 
did not utter even a word; and, silent drinking being a thing 
that Mr. Sedgemore was tottdly unaccustomed to, of course he did 
not know what inferences to draw from it ; so he sat down and 
drew a profile of Miss Susannah Simmons on Mr. Phippen's blot- 
ting-paper, accompanying the sketch by the sister art of music, as 
travestied in “ Villikina and his Dinah,” till he came to the cold 
pi»on," when, bursting into a fine strain of energetic prose, he 
flung down the pen, exclaiming— 

“ Plowed if that bottle of soda-water ain*t 'most as bad to me I ” 
Meanwhile Mr. Phippen, totally unconscious of the conjectures 
his unwonted potations were giving rise to, pursued his way west- 
ward down I’h read needle-street, regardless of the innumerable 
overtures made to him from high places, of " Brompton ?” Hox- 
ford-street ? ” ‘‘Paddington, Sir?” or the beavers that were 
touched to liim, which, indeed, almost amounted to a “ testimoniar 
from “ The Old Hats Club;” but still Mr. Phippen shot on, 
regardless of it all, till the tongues between the dragons’ teeth of 
the cads rose up in arms, and on and on, from first to last, might 
have been heard this one hope of many voices — 

“ I say, Bill 1 I hope as that ’ere jolly old cove ain’t been a con- 
sulting on none of them there quack doctors, and they’ve been a 
telling on him to walk for his ’ealth, and such like ?” 

If such were the case, all we can say is, that Mr. Phippen was 
following the prescription most zealously; for his pace was of that 
accelerated description that those who had leisure to think, and 
thoughts to spare from their own affairs, arrived at the (to them) 
satisfactory conclusion that the old gentleman w'as walking for a 
wager, and that if he only continued, as he was doing, to act up 
to “ Old Rapid’s” advice, and “ push on and keep moving,” he 
would certainly win it. And he did push on till he reached 
Oxford-street, where he stopped, took off his hat for a few seconds, 
and drew a long breath, after which he turned into “ Mart’s,” the 
large fruit-shop, selected a couple of dozen of very fine oranges, 
and, further gave half-a-guinea for a not very large basket of 
strawberries; hut if the basket was not large, the strawberries 
were; and he capped this extravagance with a couple of pounds of 
hothouse grapes, and half-a-doaen apricots, for which latter he 
paid twelve shillings. When they were all packed in one long, 



1A4 


vxuxi.it. av.iv>\.«xii«:*o* 


boat-shaped basket, and embowered in a perfect vineyard of fresb 
vine leaves, Mr. Phippen was seized with a fit of admiration. 

‘‘ Ton my life,’’ said he, “ that looks very rural and pretty t” 
Won’t you try one. Sir?” said the smiling shopman, handingf 
him another circular basket of apricots. 

“ Much (Meeged to you, not any I thank you. Fm like the 
daws, cherries are my fruit. Ha ! ha ! ha ! ” 

“ Fm sorry, Sir, we haven’t any cherries yet.” 

** What ? no ' Cherry ripe ! cherry ripe ! ripe, I cry,* eh !— well 
give my compliments to the blossoms and tell them to make haste, 
will you ? And also I shall be much obleeged to you to let some 
one call a cab for me ; but to mind the horse is a good one, and 
fresh, as he’ll have to go about twelve miles there and hack.” 

When the cab came, and it, the horse, and the driver had 
undergone Mr. Phippen’s scrutiny, and received liis approval, and 
the basket of fruit had been put into it, he himself got in, telling 
the cabman that he wanted to go to Brentford, but not into the 
town, nor to the Three Kings, but that he was on the Chiswick 
side to turn down a lane, called Uazeltree-lane, and then he (Mr, 
Phippen) would stop him and tell him where to go. 

^‘But first of all,” added he, “ stop at a saddler’s, where they sell 
lady’s whips and dandy dog-collars, something natty and smart. 
I don’t want a collar for a bull-dog, nor a muzzle for a bear. Now 
go on 1” 

And with a wave of his hand and a “ good day” to the bowing 
shopman, Mr. Phippen leant back, elongated his feet, and drove 
oft’, but soon had to rouse himself from Ins dolce far 7ii€nte by the 
stoppage of the vehicle at the saddler’s, where he alighted ; the 
saddler having, as he saw him do so through his shop window, 
hastily put, en evidence, a large, solid, substantial, well-worked, 
rather dear, and riot the latest-fashioned saddle ; thinking, from 
the appearance of this new customer, that that would be the very 
thing to suit him, and so he should get rid of it at last. But this 
was only another instance of the folly of judging from appearances, 
as Mr. Phippen’s very first words dispelled the illusion, for he 
said, looking round the shop — 

“I want a small dog-collar, something light and pretty. Ah! 
there’s the sort of thing — that red morocco one with the silver 
plate tipon it.” 

“It’s not real silver, Sir,” said th^ man, handing it to hitn : 

but I could have a real silver plate put on it, if you wish it ? ” 

“ No, this will do very well,” replied Mr. Phippen, e.vammirig 
it ; ” but do you ever put any bells to these sort of collars, little 
round bells perforated ?” 

*'Oh, yes, Sir, frequently!” and the saddler opened a drawer 
and produced a box of bells of various sizes. 

** Ah, these are the very things’. Just be so good as to hang 
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thre« of them to this collar. I suppose it would take too long a 
time to have a name engraved on tne plate ? ** 

“ Depends entireh% Sir, upon the length of it — that is, the 
number of letters ; but a name and address could be done in an 
hour.” 

“ I don’t want an address, only a name of three letters — T.I.M,” 

Oh ! that I can get done for you in five minutes. Sir, at the 
silversmith’s next door.” 

Can you ? Then 111 take this collar.” 

** Thank you. Sir.” 

‘‘ How much is it ?” 

With the bells it will be five shillings. Sir; and the engraving 
I suppose sixpence more. I’ll just step in with it myself.” 

“ Oh, stop ! there’s no difference, I suppose, in the fashion of 
dogs’ and cats’ collars 

^‘None whatever, Sir, except,” added the man, smiling, ‘‘I 
should think it was quite a rise in life for a cat to wear a dog’s 
collar.” 

“ Rise in fife ! ’Egad 1 a cunning cat has twenty to an honest 
dog’s one. You never heard of a dog upon a house-top, did you ?” 

Why, no, Sir.” 

“ Well, there it is.” 

The saddler almost instantly returned, saying the collar would 
be sent in in less than five minutes ; and as he again took up his 
position behind the counter he thought he might, like an over- 
tired rider, as well make an effort to get off his saddle^ so, laying 
his haT\d upon the pommel, he called Mr. Phippen’s attention to 
it by saying— 

very superior article this. Sir; I’ll venture to say better 
made gooas could not be bought.” 

I don’t doubt it ; but I don’t keep horses, and you know, a 
saddle’s no use unless one can get the right horse to put it on.” 

“ Oh ! beg your pardon, Sir; perhaps you will do me the favour 
of taking a few of my cards, in case you should know of any 
gentlemen who might require anything in my way?” 

With all my heart, Mr. Leatherbey,” said he, reading the card. 

** Much obliged lo you, Sir.” 

And as a shop-boy from the silversmith’s next door now brought 
in the collar, Mr. Phippen transferred the silver-paper packet to 
his pocket, saying— 

Good day, Mr. Leather.” 

“ Leatherbey, Sir,” corrected the latter. 

Ah, Leatherbey ! So it is. 'Egad 1 they say there’s nothing 
like leatiier ; and that’s the way, I suppose, that I made the mis- 
talfc.” - 

“ No offence. Sir,” bowed Mr. Leatherbey, as be himself shut 
to the cab door, when once more Mr. Phippen found himself m 
route for Brentford ; and the first green lane they turned down 
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from Bayswater to cut across to Kensington, lie began to enjo^ the 
drive, as there was a perfect firmament of primroses and violets 
peeping out of the hedges, while the bridal May above them’ — 

** Bftlmed soffc, like an angel’e blessing, 

Through the ambient summer air.” 

There are some natures so patented by Heaven that no evil 
contacts can corrupt, no prosperity parch, no wealth warp, no 
misfortunes mildew, or no ingratitude harden them, and from 
whose elastic verdure, let fate's storms and whirlwinds beat Upon 
them as they may, those unobtrusive moral daisies— -kind thoughts 
and acts — are still ever springing. Such a nature was Phillip 
Phippen’s; and to all such, to return to the woods and fields^ 
bear the greetings of the birds, and inhale the breath of the 
flowers, is to feel among their true kindred, who are incapable of 
the crueltifes and treacheries of human relations, or the neglect, the 
cowardice, or the hollowness of human friends (?). Such natures 
are generally tried in many furnaces; but shall they not be purified 
at last to whom God has spoken in adversity and in prosperity, 
by the empty cup and the broken cistern, by the full one and the 
flowing fountain — and in many voices, low and loud, having a 
providence in each and all — shall they, not more than others, be 
able to put aside tlie veil of beauty He has hung between Heaven 
and Earth, and look up, through the humblest of created flowers, 
to those glorious regions of uncreated light where He, the living 
God, “ inhabiteth the praises of eternity?” 

But of all these furnaces there is none so fiery as that of 
memory, whose relentless branding-irons are ever ready to sear 
the heart and brain for some gaud of hope or happiness pilfered in 
youth, but dearly expiated through long after-years. And through 
this furnace and under this ordeal the old man seemed now passing, 
for in going through a narrow^ lane, the luxuriant boughs of the 
woodbine and hawthorn forced a passage through the window : 
Phillip Phippen broke off a branch of the latter, and for a moment, 
as he buried his face in it, appeared to revel in its delicious perfume j 
but when at length he held it at a little distance from him, and be- 
gan to contemplate the delicate tracery of its fairy-like flowers, 
and the cool, bowery look of its green varnished leaves, a thorn 
ran into his finger. 

“Ah!'' he exclaimed, flinging the branch from him out of the 
window, “ always the same; — fair, sweet, alluring and treacherous! 
Fool ! to be pierced bv you a second time, and in ray old age too.” 

And leaning back ne pulled his hat over his eyes, folded his 
arms, and appeared to be sleeping. Perhaps he was ! 

*■ « * * * , 

** Beg your pardon, Sir, but this is Haaseltree-Iane,'' said the cab- 
man, stopping and alighting about three-quarters of an hour after 
Mr, Phippen had thrown the spray of hawthorn out of the window* 
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** Oh, is it?*’ said he, rousing himself, well, let and 

you may go on to Brentford, cabby, and bait your Wrse; but 
be here — let me see, it’s now a quarter to five — then be here at a 
quarter to nine exactly, and wait till I come. What’s your 
number? — 947.” 

‘‘ Very good, Sir, a quarter before nine. Take this here basket 
with you, Sir, or leave it in the cab ? ” 

♦‘No, no, give it to me. ’Egad! a pretty thing if I had for- 
gotten them after bringing them all this way.” And so saying, 
Mr. Fhippcn tucked the long basket under his arm, and proceeded 
up the lane, till suddenly stopping and looking about him, he 
uttered the following soliloquy, w^hich might indeed have occasioned 
Mr. Sedgemore to form far more compromising conjectures than 
ever the soda-water had done. 

♦♦’Gad! I haven’t brought her last letter; but I am sure she 
said Hazeltree Lane, and that I was to go on till I came to where 
three roads met, when I should see a public-house, and I was to 
inquire there the way to Hazeltree Cottage ; but that if she could 
possibly get away from her mother, she’d come and meet me. ’Fon 
my life it’s funny too to take a house and not know where it is. 
Well, never mind, as long as she and they all are happy and com- 
fortable, though 1 suppose Bob’s at school. I wish 1 could have 
come down here before, when I sent S&rah Nash to get the place 
ready for them, for it is awkward not to know one’s way to the 
house one’s going to ; well, it can’t be helped, I must only do as 
she said, and go on till I come to the public-house,” 

To which ten minutes more w^alking brought him, 

♦♦ Public-house, indeed ! ’ said he, looking up at a fine stuccoed, 
flat-roofed house, with small stone balconies to the windows, and 
a i>ortico to the door, on the top of which were two tubs, containing 
American aloes ; while all the windows had French blinds to them. 
The house itself standing in a large space, with a fine red gravel 
sweep by which to approach it, while through a half- open door, on 
the left hand side, was the vista of a large leafy garden, with a 
bowling-green and the Thames bounding it, like a silver fillet be- 
yond. From the centre of the portico hung the sign, which an- 
nounced itself as — 

‘♦THE FOUR ALLS, 

BY THOMAS LBVEN8. 

Neat as Imported, — Home-Brewed Beer, To he drunk on 
ike Premises! 

The Four Alls were pourtrayed by the artist in a board divided 
into four compartments, something (with the exception of the 
painting) after the style of Parmagiano’s early pictures. In one 
of these squares was represented the Church, symbolized by a 
church with a large extinguisher for a steeple, and a clergyman in 
awhit© surpike conducting, with a jaunty air, through the church- 
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yard a ha||y pair to the Hymeneal altar. In the next compart- 
ment, the*tate was exemplified by Her Majesty Queen Victoria, 
in her coronation robes, holdirij^ a sceptre, which had a strong? 
family likeness to a drumstick, while the Dick Tinto, having flushed 
her Majesty’s face “ with a purple grace,” gave her the appearance 
of having mt pied de la let t re obeyed the last line of the legend on 
Mr. Levens’s sign. The third solid square was intended as a 
homage to the Army, and was, consequently, illustrated by a light 
infantry soldier spitting a Russian on bis bayonet, as he might have 
done a lark, and apparently carrying him home for his supper. 
And then, last, though not least, came the Agricultural Intei^st, 
pathetically set forth by a fiehl groaning with waving corn, and a 
farmer groaning with fat, eyeing it like a rogue in grain, while a 
celebrated Protectionist leader (and here the hkeness was striking), 
looking 

Like hungry Jew in wiklerness. 

Rejoicing o’er his manna, ' 

was talking to, and apparently chaffing him. 

‘^Public-house, indeed!” exclaimed Mr. Phippen, as be looked 
from the house to the sign, and from the sign to the house; 
** there’s no such vulgarity to be found no\v-a-days. 1 only wonder 
that on the dogs’-nieat barrows they don’t inscribe, in gold letters — 

‘dogs’-meat establishment,' 
and upon rat-traps and mouse-traps-— 

* VERMIN ESTABLISHMENT.’ 

But I don’t see a soul about this fine place, and all the doors and 
windows are open. I suppose they are all playing at bowls. I'he 
proverb says ‘Those who ])lay at bowls must expect rubbers;’ but, 
’egad! I think Mr. Thomas Levens may expect robbers^ if he 
leaves all his house open in this way, and no one to look after it. 
At all events I’ll go in and see if there is a bell in the house, by 
which I can make anybody hear.” 

And 80 saying, be walked into the bar, which had every token 
of having been recently and numerously filled, to judge by the 
innumerable tumblers with teaspoons in them, redolent of, and 
still containing remnants of, gin and brandy-and-water, and tlie 
strewed fag-ends of cigars. However, at that moment it was per- 
fectly empty ; but as Mr. Phippen put up his glasses and looked 
around, his eye was attracted by a gilt frame over the mantel-piece, 
containing a paper printed in gold letters, and elaborately embel- 
lished with wreaths of roses and forget-me-nots, tied with blue 
true lovers’ knots, something after the fashion of “ freedomu of 
cities,” only minus the gold box. As the glare of the afternoon 
sun cast fake shadows on these gilded letters, Mr. Phippen, as 
there was nobody there to ask him to take a chair, took one with-* 
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0 Ut being asked, and standing up upon it, he read the following 
aiifiouncement : — * 

November, 1804. 

‘‘On the 15th instant, at Croydon, Surrey, aged 56, Mr. Thomas 
livens, many years Clerk of the Parish there. Some few years 
baek, having a very numerous family, be filled the following offices 
ia Croydon and its neighbourhood to maintain them ; he was 
Parish clerk, barber and publican, having many years kept the 
White Horse, on lJubbindiill, near the church; provided musick 
for dinners, balls, &c., See,; taught the psalmody at home or 
abroad ; was head-borough and bum-bailiff to the Court of Con- 
science; and many years one of the Wardens of the Royal Meck- 
lenburg Freemasons’ lodge at Croydon. He was a thorough good- 
natured man ; w'eli resjiected ; has left a large family, and taught 
the violin, flute, bassoon, and French-horn.” 

“ Umph ; I’ve seen worse pedigrees and worse epitaphs too,” 
said Mr. Pliippen, descending from his chair ; “ but i wonder 
which of these numerous functions the present incumbent is away 
fulfilling, and all his people apparently he]()ing him. I don’t see 
a French-horn here, or ’egad I’d have a blow upon it, as practice 
for Sir Titaniferous’a dinner-party to-morrow — ha ! ha ! ha ! But 
I must find a bell, or something to make them hear, for I can’t stay 
here all day;” and still, holding his glasses to his eyes, he \valked 
out into the passage, and at the further end of it found a range of, 
some eight or nine bells ; and underneath each, against the wall, 
on little oval white China plates, in black letters, were Nos. 1, 2, 
3, 4, 5, 0, 7, 8, 9 ; but the tenth, instead of a figure, had a larger 
plate, with *‘Jire belt' inscribed upon it; and a bell-pull, suspended- 
from it, with a large egg-shaped piece of Derbyshire spar attached 
to it for a handle, 

“ The very thing!” cried Mr. Phippen,and depositing his basket 
of fruit on a chair, hf seized the marble egg with both hands, and 
began ringing away as vigorously as he had seen ringers do in a 
belfry wiien a triple bob major was required. He was getting very 
warm from his exertions ; but he had not to ring long, for pre- 
sently came rushing in, like a human Niagara, all the people from 
the bowling-green — men, women, children, and dogs — screamingl 
swearing ! talking I barking ! headed by the landlord, a burly red- 
faced man in a white apron, suffering apparently from asthma, so 
that he seemed to be making ineffectual attempts to blow his pro- 
genitor’s flute, bassoon, and French-horn, all at once. At length 
he panted out — 

“ Where ! where ! where is the fire ?” and Mr. Phippen’s languid 
appearance, leaning against the bannister, and fanning himself with 
his hat, confirmed the illusion, 

* Jhis is extracted verbatim from the Obituary in “ The Gentlemau^s 
Magazine” for November, 1804, 
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** No! no!” said be, as soon as lie himself had recovered sufli^ 
cient breath from liis exertions to speak ; “ there’s no fire* Ah I 
get me a glass of water ?’* 

“ A glass of water I Ring the fire-bell for a glass of water! — and 
ring it, too, as if all London was on fire, Sir. I don’t care who 
you are; but you are wo gentleman ! Gentlemen don’t come into a 
nouse like this to call for a glass of water. Glass of water, indeed ! 
And above all, they don’t ring the fire-bell to order it! — watp, 
indeed. If you want water, there’s the Thames ; and it’s a pity 
but what you’d been soused in it before you had come into a re- 
spectable house and frightened females as you have done. Look 
at Mrs. I^evens, Sir — the state she and her cap are in. Had this 
happened twenty-five years ago. Sir, it might have caused her 

death, and that of my son. Sir ; and — and But here Mr. 

Levena was so choked with passion that it requires another cliapter 
to give it vent. 


CHAPTER XVL 

A nONG CHAPTER, IN WHICH A SHORT EPISODE OF A LONG 
TISSUE OP INFAMY IS RECORDED, BY ONE WHO REFUSED 
TO JOIN IN IT. 

Having been so particularly ordered to look at Mrs. Levens and 
her cap, to which Mr. Levens, with the trembling fore-finger of his 
right nand was still pointing, Mr. Phippen raised his eyes, and 
slowly turned his head in that direction, but very much with the 
cowed look of an old pointer, under the shadow of a raised cane, 
when he is told to look at the bone he has purloined, the article of 
wearing apparel he has torn, or any other misdemeanor he may 
have committed. But even when he ventured upon a more 
assured stare, he was not much the wiser for what he saw, as, in 
the first place, Mr. Phippen was no judge of millinery, and did not 
even affect to be so ; therefore, although Mrs. Levens’ Cap, with 
its weeping willows of green and pink satin ribbon, was hind part 
before, he did not see anything remarkable in that circumstance, 
but only concluded that, as it was the fashion to wear bonnets on 
the shoulders, it was also the fashion to wear caps in an inverse 
style. And in the next place, although Mrs. Levens was kicking 
vigorously — rather too much so he thought, considering the part 
she was representing was that of a fainting lady— still, as he had 
told Mr. Leatherbey, not keeping horses, he was no judge of kick- 
ing any more than of millinery — therefore* what struck him as the 
most peculiar incident with regard to Mrs. Levens’ situation was, 
that all this muscular restiveness was taking place in the arms of a 
tall mildewed-looking young man, of a cadaverous complexion, and 
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lank black hair and miistachios, and as Mrs. Levens was exceed- 
in^?ly fat and short this young gentleman had the greatest possible 
difficulty in preventing the globular mass intrusted to his protec- 
tion from roiling out of his arms on to the floor. Now it was not 
so much this graphic illustration of muUum in parvo even that 
puzzled Mr. l*'hippen; but (to use the expression of his own 
thought) ‘"what part in the play this young man acted?” Was it 
chance that had caused him to be so heavy-laden, or was 
Mr. Levens’s family conducted upon the same principles as Mon- 
sieur Crepinh'; and was this spider in mustachios the tutor; and 
just as Mrs. Levens was beginning to understand his system, was 
he going to be dismissed ? — and was this the real flame which the 
ringing of the fire-bell had caused to burst forth. Amid so much 
that was vague and vapour a glimmering of the truth, like a ray of 
sunshine piercing through a fog, at length illumed his under- 
standing, and he became fully sensible that he had caused a great 
hubbub, and that some sort of reparation was due to those people, 
or at all events was expected by them ; so, taking out bis purse 
and abstracting from it a five-pound note, which simple act alone, 
irrespective of its ultimate destination, acted as a charm in allay- 
ing Mr. Levens’s choler and abating Mrs. Levens’s kicks; but, 
having returned the purse to his pocket, and taken the bank-note 
gingerly between his finger and thumb, Mr. Phippen approached 
Mrs. Levens, and, with innumerable bows, said — 

“ ^Pon iny life, ma’am, Pm sorry to have occasioned you so much 
alarm, and if you’ll allow me Pll explain how the whole thing 
occurred ; only first of all, you know, ma’am, at every fire the first 
engine that arrives receives five pounds, so do me the favour of 
getting a new cap, as I see I’ve been the cause of bringing yours 
to play all over this young gentleman’s shoulders — a mode of pro- 
ceeding which Mr. Phippen found very successful. 

*• Oh I Sir,” said Mrs. Levens, reviving rapidly under the mag- 
netic contact of the crisp silver-paper, “ you’re very good, I’ra 
sure ; but there’s no occasion for thaty 

There never ia wdien you give or pay money ; it is only when 
you have not the power of doing either, that you should do so 
becomes an imperious necessity, which mmi be enforced. 

Here Mr. Levens himself rolled over, like a spring tide of the 
Pacific Ocean, to join the group, and add his intreaties to his wife’s, 
that the gentleman would not think any more of the matter. But 
the mob, who had received no such good reasons for satisfaction, 
still besieged the door, which presented a curious avssortment of 
noses and chins, that, being elevated by the tip-toes of their 
owners, flung back their hats upon their shoulders, so that they 
appeared like a servile imitation of the women’s bonnets, till 
Mr. Levens, being himself now perfectly satisfied, had no idea of 
pandering to such vulgar and bhtrusive curiosity; so seizing a 
tankard, which, thougn in reality empty, was supposed by the 
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spectators to be full, he advanced towards the door, and raising? it, 
while he backed his hand to a level with his right ear, as if about to 
hurl it amid the assembled crowd, he said in an authoritative voice, 
which must have been an heirloom from the time his father was 
bailiff to the Court of Conscience — 

Come, be off ; will you ? There’s no fire ; it’s only a gentle- 
man that rang the fire-bell for a lark.” 

And in a second this produced the effect of dispersing the mob, 
so that only the hahituSs, or those who were bre(a)d to the bar, 
and could afford to pay their way, remained to form a select circle 
round the landlord and Mr. Phippen, while the latter favoured 
them with the particulars of his invasion of 

‘‘THE FOUR ALLS.” 

“ It voaSi as you very justly remark, Sir,” said Mr. Levens, now 
mild and sweet as a glass of his own milk-punch, “ most imprudent 
for us all to leave the house without a soul in it ; for, instead of 
being a gentleman like yourself, who is a gentleman — (what a 
Janus Mr. Phippen must have been! since ten minutes before he 
was no gentleman ; however, it only shows how cheap and plenti- 
ful (?) gentlemen are, since five pounds can make one) — it might 
just as well have been some burglar or ticket-of-leave man. For 
mysetf^ Sir, I should have enjoyed the joke of your ringing the 
fire-bell exceedingly, bad it not been for Mrs. Levens ;,but she’s 
extremely nervous and delicate, as you see, Sir.” 

Mr. Phippen looked about, and seeing a larder with a glass 
window, behind which were two cold roast chickens, a tongue, and 
some custards and jellies, he concluded that it was thm Mrs, 
Levens kept her delicacies. 

“ In fact. Sir,” continued Mr. Levens, lowering his voice, though 
by no means so much as to be inaudible below the bar, “ I’m sorry 
to say Mrs. Levens has always had dreadful confinements, which 
have greatly shattered her nerves — frightful times! — My son, 
Sir!” and here Mr. Levens pointed to the moustachios, as if to 
adduce an indisputable confirmation of the last announcement. 
“ But what carried us all away was to see a boat-race, Sir ; and we 
thought we should not be gone five minutes.” 

“ Well,” laughed Mr. Phippen, “ it would have been too bad if 
your house had been burnt down, since you went for the water 
Defore even the alarm of fire was given.” 

And Mr. Levens laughed, and Mrs. Levens laughed ; Mr. Tom 
Levens (that consistent result of one of Mrs. Levens’s “frightful 
times”) did not laugh, but he smiled, which was a great deal for 
him to do, and twirled his moustache ; in short, we very much 
doubt, if Mr. Phippen had not possessed a five-pound note in the 
world (though the process would then certainly have been slower), 
whether be would not have equally conciliated tiie Levens family ; 
for good temper is a natural good breeding, which, to all reason** 
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able persons, is more acceptable than that which is artificial ; as, 
on the contrary, the politeness of an ill-tempered man or woman 
has in it something repelling, for it is hypocrisy added to malignity. 
But Mr* Phippen, being determined to follow up the conquest he 
had evidently made, said — 

** Be so good, Mr. Levens, as to let me have a bottle of your 
sherry ; and/^ added he, timidly, having seen that water was not 
popular in that house, some very cold water.^* 

But water, like many equally weak things, depends upon what 
company it is in, to be either aespised or thought a great deal of. 
And so ordered, and under the auspices of a whole bottle of sherry, 
it tiow rose like an inundation in Mr. Levens’ estimation. 

“Directly, Sir! You shall have the best bottle in my cellar; 
and I think I may say, though, perhaps, I ought not to say it, that 
I can give you as good a bottle of sherry as any man in England. 
It is some that my father had given him by the Grand Master of 
the Mecklenburg Lodge, when he was bailiff to the Court of 
Conscience, and it was bottled the very day the Prince of Wales, 
that is, His late Majesty, George the Fourth, was born. Sir ; in 
fact, it’s wins 1 don't generally sell. This way, if you ])lease, Sir I 
There’s a cool parlour, which you can have to yourself. Tom (to 
the inoustachios) see that the shutters are open in No. 3. Here, 
Phoebe ! you go to the pump for a jug of fresh water ; take the 
glass jug ; and be sure that you pump a good lot of water before 
you fill the jug, that it may be very cold.” And so saying. Mr. 
Levens ushered Mr. Phippen into the parlour, while he went down 
into tlie cellar to excavate from its cobwebs a bottle of the yellow- 
sealed vino puro de Xeres of the Mecklenburg Masonic Lodge. 

Mr. Phippen seated himself in a Windsor arm-chair at a small 
round table near the open window (about which Mr. Tom Levens 
continued to hover, doing something to the blind that was not 
imperative), so that when Mr. Levens, senior, returned simul- 
taneously with “ Phoebe,”, and the latter placed a small tray with 
the jug of water and one tumbler and one wine-glass before liim, 
Mr. Phippen, who bad never read any novels but Smollet’s and 
Fielding’s; “The Vicar of Wakefield;” the original edition of 
“Tristram Shandy,” and “The Spiritual Quixote,” took it for 
granted that it was a thing as regular as the bill, to ask the land- 
lord to share in any potations in which a traveller — whether bond 
fide or otherwise — might indulge; so, seeing the inhospitable pro- 
vision of glasses, he said to the Hebe of “ The Four Alls” — 

“ My good girl, bring a couple more wine-glasses.” 

An order which Phoebe having obeyed, with her usual prompti- 
tude jin attending to similar requests, Mr. Phippen filled them, 
inviting Mr. Levens and his son to join liim in a toast he hegf^ed 
leave, to propose — 

“ Which is, landlord, May your alarm-bell never be rung from 
any greater necessity than it was to-day!” 

G 
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‘‘You are very good, Sir. Fm sure I hope not ; and 1 also hope 
you’ll kindly excuse the mistake I made in my hurry and fright of 
speaking to you in the manner I did/’ 

“All very natural, Mr. Levens ; for when fire and water meet 
they are sure to produce a hiss ; and as I brought yoti up from the 
water that is the least I could expect for my fire. But I’m sur- 
prised, having read that very creditable account of — your father, I 
presume— -over the mantel-piece in the bar, to find you settled in 
this part of the world.” 

“ Well, Sir, so are many people ; for I may say that ray father’s 
son might have done ’most anything, or had ’most anything in 
Croydon ; but the fact is. Sir, Mrs. Levens being of a great Brent- 
ford family — 

“The ‘Buttons,’ I suppose?” put in Mr. Phippen, wishing 
with, perhaps, pardonable vanity, to show his topographical know- 
ledge. 

“No, Sir, the ‘ Hooks;’ I thought it only right to consult the 
wishes other relations and settle here.” 

“ Quite right, Sir. Pray let me offer you another glass of your 
capital sherry ; don’t know that I ever tasted better, really.” 

Mr. Levens excused himself, thinking he could finish the bottle 
when bis guest w'as gone ; but Mr. Tom Levens, having no such 
future in view, “ seized the present and lived to-day;” that is, took 
the second glass. 

“ Come, come, to drink Mrs. Levens’ health,” persuaded Mr, 
Phippen, blandly replenishing the landlord’s glass, “ as you used 
to do, I have no aoubt, in the days of your courtship. Most 
young men that are worth having are generally hooked; but seeing 
what a loving couple you still appear to be, 'egad ! you must 
have been regularly hooked-and-eyed together — ha I ha ! ha ! ” 
Mr. Phippen taking the initiative in laughing at his own execrable 
pun, which, however, was loudly echoed by Mr. Levens, senior; 
out Mr. Tom Levens, who seemed to think it was no joke, 
swallowed the sherry instead. 

“And pray,” said Mr. Phippen, “ which of his grandfather's — 
I mean his paternal grandfather’s — numerous and all equally 
meritorious avocations does your son follow ? ” 

“None, Sir; for his grandfather Hook dealt in second-hand 
books and for many years did all the printing of the hand-bills 
and such like in and about Brentford, ami, indeed, I may say, as 
far as Turnharn Green ; so it w^as his wish, and also my wife’s, 
that he should be in the Iheraity line, for which he’s had a first- 
rate education.” 

“ Oh, indeed ! Then you are an author, Sir ? ” said Mr. Phippen, 
turning suddenly round to Mr. Tom Levens, with a great increase 
of respect in his maimer. 

“Not ewaetly. Sir,” replied that young gentleman, looking 
damper and more nnldewed than ever, as he smoothed lus ruflled 
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right whisker with a lachrymose expression of slightljr offended 
dignity, that seemed to say, not quite so low as that, either! *’ 

“ The fact is, Sir/’ said Mr. Levetis phre, coming to the rescue, 

my son has been unfortunate in the onset of Lis literairy career, 
in falling in with some rather objectionable Rpeciments^ which have 
given him a distaste to the profession. But lawr ! as I tell him, 
there are black sheep in all professions, but we mustn’t condemn 
the whole herd on that account ; and so it is with the Press, Sir.” 

“ Oh ! you are connected with the Press ? ” 

Only for a very short time, Sir, I was on a paper called 
The Weekly Thunderer** 

What, as reporter, I suppose? ” 

No, Sir ; weekly papers have no reporters ; but as colabrateur, 
W’hich, in plain English, means skimmer ; that is, to collect all the 
cream of the daily papers.” 

*‘Ah! 1 understand; and make a sort of Cheddar cheese of it 
for the Sunday paper ? ” 

“ It is very much that, Sir ; and occasionally I had to write 
reviews.” 

” Well, I shouldn’t at all dislike that, if I was capable of doing 
it as 1 have no doubt you are.” 

‘Mt is not for me to say whether I am or not, Sir ; but to be a 
newspaper reviewer now-a-days, one is expected to be capable of 
anything, which, thank Heaven! I am not.” 

How do 3mu mean ? ” 

** Why, Sir, there is wheel within wheel, and most books are 
either praised or abused to order; and if I sold my time, 1 was 
not willing to sell my conscience,” 

Right, young man! I respect you for it. But surely there 
mUvSt be some honest, impartial critics ? ” 

Of course there are. Sir; but that does not prevent there 
being a certain knot of unprincipled, unscrupulous, and influential 
men, who have organized a sort of literary Inquisition, Their 
emissaries and their engines arc everywhere. It is a perfect atmo* 
sphere of corruption and intrigue us fai as regards indivubials, from 
whose influences there is no escaping ; and, by always taking 
the popular side of every question in their journals, Imoks, and 
magazines, they have a sort of varnished clap-trap public fair fame 
which ia all they care for ; and, therefore, none but Iheir victims 
and the initiated know tlie fearful sew'er of iniquity that their 
power spiings from, more especially as their motto is ‘ Onion is 
strength.’ And, however, they may secretly malign and despise 
each other, as most rogues do, yet, in print, they stick together, 
and will, in the teeth of the strongest facts, lie each other into 
and out of everything; more particularly a fellow of the name 
of Fudgester, whQ is jackal to^all the literary lions and tigers. 
They get him government appointments, and he repays thtu in 
puffs, perjuries, and adulation to the most unlimited extent.” 
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‘*Wbat an odious wretch! I only wish I could come across 
him, and I’d pull his nose for him/’ 

No, Sir, you wouldn’t/’ 

“ How, Sir,— I wouldn’t ? ” 

I mean, Sir, you couldn’t ; he hasn’t got any nose to pull! ” 

** Oh ! that’s another affair; but I suppose he’s not a cherubiito, 
and could be kicked ? ” 

Depend upon it, Sir, if they wanted you — I mean that gang — 
they’d contrive that you should do their dirty work, unknown to 
yourself i even if it were to signing your own death-warrant. Then 
for the subordinates, they keep a sort of infernal ordinary at a 
pot-house in the Strand, where, when they have tampered with 
any newspaper underlings and got them to do dirty work for which 
they are turned out of their employment, this infamous association 
keeps them in an ad libitum supply of tobacco and gin till they 
can find them further employment. But as the chief Mectenas of 
this Fudgester is a Sir Janus Allpuff, who, not content with having 
hunted his unhappy wife nearly to death, and reduced her to the 
lowest ebb of pecuniary destitution from defending herself against 
his infamous conspiracies, also prevents her in every possible way 
from earning her bread ; and w'ho so useful in this way as Fudge- 
ster ? But though Sir Janus thinks himself an exceedingly clever 
man, he has committed the egregious folly of leaving no outrage 
uninflicted upon his victim, so that she thoroughly defies as well 
as despises him, particularly as the very low tools ne is compelled 
to employ to do such dirty work have, many of them, betrayed his 
infamy in writing, which she is only wailing a fitting opportunity 
to make public ; l)ut the way I came to know all this was from 
refusing to be made one of these tools. You must know, Sir, that 
the proprietor of the Weekly Thunderer, a man of the name of 
Starch, bad, besides this paper, a periodical; and the ame damn^e 
belonging to this periodical was an old French adventurer. This 
old Ficassiette was a toady and legacy-hunting hanger-on, of an 
old Dady Dives, who was besotted with snuff and port-wine, and 
even more stingy than rich. Among this old lady’s other toadies 
was also a Mr, George Beaucherche, another sexagenarian legacy- 
hunter, who was a very disgusting personage in every way, having 
even figured very disgrncef^ully at a police office, but being rcli 
born, and what’s called in good (?) society, and having no morals, 
he w'as of course a chum of Sir Janus Allpuff’s ; and now, Sir, I 
shall be able to give you a slight specimen of the wheel-within- 
whed way this infamous gang work. This old Lady Dives had 
taken a great fancy to Sir Janus AllpufTs victim, and on one 
occasion bad invited her to go on a short tour with her. The night 
before they set out, this old French adventurer dined at Lady 
Dives’, and when she went up stairs to give some orders to her 
maid about the next day’s journey, he told Sir Janus’s victim, with 
tears in his eyes, that he was in danger the next day of having his 



furniture seized. Though as ill off as any one well could be herself, 
she could not bear to see an old man in such distress, more es- 
pecially as she had often on former occasions tried to help him in 
seeking a publisher for his translations ; so she gave him the few 
pounds she then possessed, at which he affected to be overwhelmed 
with gratitude, and you’ll see how he proved it. Sir Janus, as we 
generally judge others by ourselves, was dreadfully alarmed lest 
his victim should gain an influence over this silly old Lady Dives, 
and be left a legacy by her, which might make her in some degree 
independent of his persecutions, and that must be prevented at all 
hazards ; but his poor victim was much too honest and straight- 
forward a fool to continue long in favour with such a woman as 
Lady Dives, whose revolting meanness, amounting almost to dis- 
honesty, so disgusted her in this journey, that in writing to the 
Frenchman about a manuscript of bis she had taken to try and dis- 
pose of, she said how completely worn out she was with it ; adding, 
* I would not for Lady Dives’ wealth take her bad heart and her 
bad l)reath.* On their return, when Sir Janus’s victim retired to 
the remote village where she endeavoured in vain to shelter herself 
from his persecutions, this Frenchman, who was always getting 
her either to correct his manuscripts or give him tales oi her own, 
wrote her letters of the most fulsome gratitude, saying that he and 
his wife could not sit down without feeling they owed the chairs 
they sat upon to her, &c., &c., and a great deal more in the same 
strain, and began ceaselessly urging her to write on her own 
account for Mr. Starch’s journal. She for a long time refused, 
saying she did not like writing for that sort of periodica), and was 
sure that if she did, the terras she should ask would be much 
higher than Mr. Starch would like to give ; but still Monsieur 
Picassiette (the Frenchman) continued to urge her, saying Mr. 
Starch did not care what he paid for articles that suited him, as he 
was so very rich. Now the poor lady, thinking this was a nice 
way of the Frenchman wishing to return the little services she had 
rendered him, and considering she was much too poor to refuse so 
advantageous a proposal, named her terms, which, though high, 
were immediately closed with, and for these terms the articles she 
sent were to be published, without her name or initials. So forth- 
with she wrote a tale for Mr, Starches journal, with which he not 
only expressed himself perfectly satisfied, but, to her great sur- 
prise, enclosed her the bank notes for it by return of post, though 
it is not customary to pay for contributions to periodicals till those 
contributions are published. Now you will bear in mind, Sir, that 
this Mr. George Beaucherche and the Frenchman were as thick as 
two thieves-^and never was that expression more appropriate ; so 
of course Sir Janus was not long in hearing of this glimmering of 
independence for his victim j therefore the next thing to be done 
was to buy up Picassiette, and youll see bow effectually it was 
done. But first I should tell you, in order to show you the astute* 
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ness and diabolical cunning of this infamous gang, and the tortuous, 
sneaking measures they adopt to prevent their dirty work being 
brought home to them, by always employing others, as far a-6eld as 
possible, to do it, this Fudgester, from being a known tool and 
toady of that vile old profligate. Sir Janus Allpuff’s, and a declared 
enemy of his victim’s, never reviews her books, or mentions her 
name in any way, in his own particular paper, The JExeruciatop 
but merely sets on the ramifications of the gang to gttack and 
malign her in every possible way ; and, from the wording of some 
of these attacks, it is quite clear that Sir Janus gives the substance 
of what he wishes them to be, as the same internal evidence exists 
of such being the case, that does as to his furnishing the pith of the 
puffs about himself to these organs of his myrmidons; but, after 
all, there is nothing so silly as your ooer-cunning people, which 
the very bungling way in which Sir Janus gets his dirty work doue 
will ultimately prove ; and, indeed, some of the anonymous letters 
which his infamous literary myrmidons are set to write to his victim 
strangely resemble, in their little, mean, cramped characters, his 
own, or his jackal Fudgester’s, writing. Well, Sir, at the time Sir 
Janus’s victim sent this first tale to Mr. Starch for his journal, she 
was on the eve of publishing a novel, and Picassiettc wrote, telling 
her to be sure and tell her ])ublisher to send a copy to The Weekly 
Thunderer, which would give her a flaming review. She said 
that was precisely what she complained of in the present system 
of criticism; that all praise and all abuse wns meted out in pro- 
missory notes beforehand, quite irrespective of the merits or de^ 
merits of the work to be reviewed. Now, another member of this 
worshipful clique of stop-at-nothings, a few grades higher as to 
station, but quite on a par as to blackguardism, is the Duke of 
Twilglenon.” 

“ Ah I i’ve seen that horrid fellow,” broke in Mr. Phippen ; what 
a horrid looking wretcli it is ! — for all the world like a low drunken 
grazier in appearance, looking as if he had just beaten or worried 
one of the poor animals he had been driving, to death.” 

** Well, Sir, I believe he does kick and worry the only animal 
which every Englishman has a right to ill-treat to any amount, 
which is his wife ; for beautiful and amiable as the poor duchess 
is, it don’t prevent her being well brutalized by her riiflianly-looking 
husband. Ah I Sir, I often think that had the poor Princess 
Charlotte lived she would have had some feeling for her own sex; 
and that such notoriously profligate men and infamous husbands 
as this Duke of Twilglenon and bis worthy associate, that Sir 
Janus Allpuff, would not have disgraced the English Court, But 
perhaps a man in my sphere of lif^e is no judge of such mattera; 
only I cannot help thinking, according to the laws of Con, vice is 
vice and infamy infamy all the world over, whether in dukes or 
dustmen, or in baronets or bricklayers.” 

** To be sure it is,” said Mr. Fnippen ; only ten times worse 
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in the patrician than in the plebeian, as they have not even the 
excuses of misery or provocation to drive them into low vice.” 

Well, Sir, you will begin to perceive how useful it is to this 
clique to have all grades to bring to bear upon their complex plots, 
tbe high to awe the low, and the low to do the dirty work of the 
high. Besides, all this sort of thing in the way of payments saves 
money f and can l)uy what money cannot always do, namely, money 
itself.” And no doubt on such men as Mr. Starch and Picassiette 
the idea of even knowing and being en rapport with gentlemen (?) 
who knew a duke by station, however low and ungeritleman-likc 
his conduct might be, had a great effect. Meanwhile Picassiette, 
like all clumsy traitors, thinking to cover his treachery, was rather 
too lavish in his abuse of Sir Janus in bis letters to Sir Janus’s 
victim, and, as the sequel will prove, too suspiciously exulting in 
the triumph she would have over him in getting such large sums 
from Mr. Starch for her contributions, the first of which, by the 
bye, appeared forthwith, hut, to her great annoyance and totally 
against the express agreement, with her initials appended to it, 
which, as she had never appended them, amounted almost to a 
forgery; and what added to her annoyance was that she had just 
forwarded another tale to Mr. Starch, and therefore wrote to him 
to remonstrate against such a breach of faith again occurring. 
Just at this juncture her novel came out, and I was ordered to 
attack it, or rather her, in the most furious manner ; but knowing 
the promise she had received of a flattering review, and that she 
was writing for Mr. Starch’s other journal, I was too disgusted 
with the black treachery of the whole affair, and more especially 
the part Picassiette was acting, and therefore flatly refused ” 

Sir, T respect you,” interrupted Mr, Phippen, ‘'and I’ll try 
and prove to you that I do.” 

Mr. Tom Levens bowed and continued — " Yes, I refused, and 
consequently was forthwith dismissed from The Weekly 
Thufiderer, but of course others were found to do what I refused 
to do — most probably Mr. Starch himself, or Picassiette. When 
this virulent attack appeared in The Weekly Thunderer^ Sir 
Janus’s victim was naturally astounded and indignant at such 
gratuitous treacliery, and wrote to upbraid both Mr. Starch and 
his dme dumnde Picassiette with it, and to withdraw the second tale 
she had sent him. Thinking that in such a dirty business least 
said was soonest mended, Mr. Sfarch never vouchsafed a reply to 
this, hut set Picassiette (who was paid for it) to try and cram her 
with as many lies as he could, which he did accordingly, but so 
clumsily (as is generally the case with liars) that one lie contra- 
dicted the other; and, forgetting that he had previously Wasted 
to her what a wonderful man Mr. S^tarch was, as he was his own 
^iitor, reader, and caterer, and suffered no intermediate person to 
interfere with either of his journq^is, he now began by saying that 
the abusive review in The Weekly Thunderer was a greater 
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thunder-clap to Mr. Starch than to any one, as that he had been 
away at the Isle of Wij^ht, leaving strict orders with his reporter 
that the review should be a most favourable one, and that he 
would rather have lost a thousand pounds than that it should have 
happened, and that he had instantly dismissed the reporter in bis 
(Picassiette*s) presence ; ‘ but the fact is,* added Picassiette (au4 
this he thought a master-stroke of cunning, worthy of Machiavelli 
or Talleyrand), ‘that Sir Janus^s gang, the ‘guild,’ got hold of 
the reporter, and bought him over, as they have a pot-house called 
‘ The Cheshire Cheese,* where these fellows are well plied with gin 
and tobacco till they can find them other employment, when they 
have got them turned away from any paper or journal for doing 
their dirty work: this, Starch himself told me.'* In reply to this, 
she wrote back word, that in the first place weekly papers had no 
reporters ; in the next place, no subordinate dare go so diametri* 
cally contrary to their employers’ and principals’ stringent orders ; 
and, in the third place, he seemed to forget how often he had 
boasted to her of Mr. Starch’s self-sufficing and ubiquitous art of 
transacting his own business, and of his having no intermediaries, 
and therefore she must request again that he would instantly 
return her second ‘tale;’ as, of course, after what had occurreci, 
Mr. Starch could not expect or suppose that she would continue 
to write for him ; but there was no getting this out of their clutches, 
as ‘ the tale was in type;’ neither could she for many months get 
paid for it, and when she at length employed a lawyer to do so, 
he allowed Mr, Starch quietly, in the teeth of his own written 
agreement, to cheat her out of sixteen pounds of the stipulated 
twenty-five pounds. Meanwhile Picassiette’s letters were incessant, 
filled with different stories to try and convince her of his own and 
Mr. Starch’s guiltlessness, or rather perfect innocence, in the 
%vhole affair, always launching out into most florid eulogiums upon 
his, Mecaenas Starch’s ‘high honor!’ and ^straightforwardness* 
and his being incapable ! of such conduct ; which was about as 
logical and probable. Sir, as if I were now to attempt to persuade 
you while you were in the very act of drinking it, that my father 
had not, and never had had a bottle of sherry in his house.” 

“About!” said Mr. Fhippen. 

“ But,” resumed Mr. Tom Levens, “ the victim of all this, 
knowing how poor and destitute Picassiette was, would not only 
freely have forgiven him had he honestly said, ‘ I am indeed sorry 
you should have been so treated, when my hope and wish was to 
serve you, by getting you such a high price for waiting for Mr. 
Starch's journal; hut as, unfortunately, my bread depends on him, 
J cannot run counter to him by espousing your quarrel,’ she would 
have been the very first to urge him by no means to do so ; but 

* Extract from Picassiette Letters ; which^ with those of the <Hiier 
spies, have all been kept. 
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8h«3 was naturally additionally irritated and disgusted at his clumsy 
attempts to make her believe black was white. However, as he 
continued to pester her with his letters and assurances of Mr. 
Starch's hi{?h honor and integrity, she said, * Very well; here is a 
test by which I will believe in his sincerity. Every week, in the 
journal for which I wrote, he has long extracts from Thackeray’s 
"Nemcomes ; now, let him also give some extracts from my book, 
which was so abused against his orders and against his will, in the 
Weekly Thunderer, and then I will believe that circumstance 
occurred as you state it.’ Ihcassiette wrote back, saying what she 
required should be done immediately ; however, from that day to 
this, it never was done, but, instead, every week appeared either 
quotations from, or puffs of, Sir Janus. This was, of course, 
more than conclusive, and after that nothing could induce her to 
answer the little viper Picassiette’s letters which he kept writing, 
imploring her to rednstate him in her good opinion ; and the rea- 
son the wretch was so anxious and urgent for this was, that he 
Would have done, had the correspondence continued, to betray her 
whereabout to Sir Janus, and so saved the latter the constant 
expense he was at to send his cast-off mistresses and other equally 
reputable characters to hunt and spy his wretched victim of a wife, 
and even tamper with her existence, as will be one day clearly 
proved. But Picassiette, finding that nothing would induce her to 
have anything further to do with him, it became necessary for him 
to hasten the denouement of Sir Janus’s conspiracy, which he did 
with an honor and good feeling quite commensurate with the rest 
of his conduct, by showing the ])rivate letters she had written to 
him to that silly, superannuated old woman, Eacly Dives, more 
especially the one in which she had spoken of her bad heart and 
bad breath. Now, any one of the least good feeling, or even with 
the feelings of a gentlewoman, however angry and much annoyed 
they might have been with the writer of those letters, would have 
been utterly disgusted at ibe meanness and black ingratitude of 
this contemptible little reptile Picassiette ; but no ! in her they 
found quite congenial metal to work upon, and soon reaped the 
reward of their honorable conduct. Of course Lady Dives’s first 
act was to scratch Sir Janus Allpuff’s victim out of her will, which, 
as the former had never expected to be in it— poor, nay, almost 
destitute, as she was — troubled her very little ; and the old lady 
dying a tm months after, though she left her poor old faithful 
servants of forty and fifty years’ standing totally unprovided for, 
though one of them had twice saved her life, the amiable Picassiette 
received the reward of hf^ virtue in a legacy of some hundreds, 
ktid the equally admirable Mr. George Beaucherche of his, in some 
thousands, which, considering the five-and-thirly years he had 
passed in indefatigably toadying every old woman with money, 
either matrimonially or otherwise, was not too much as the recom* 
pense of his labour, to which those of Hercules must have been a 
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jest. But tliou^h Picassiette was now paid 00*, Sir Janus Allpuff 
had other irons in the Bre. I am not aware, even from the insight 
I have had into the Sodom and Gomorrah of the literary world, 
that it is customary for reviewers (?) previous to reviewing a work, 
to write anonymous letters to the author, stating that theirs was 
rather an influential Review, but that before they reviewed her 
last work, they must first assure her that the world did not care 
one straw whether she was well used or ill used, but they (the 
reumwer, mind, and the writer of the anonymous letters, for there 
were two,) wished to know was it possible that she meant 
^ Qf characters in the novel, for her own hus- 
band ? — as though they should ask, ‘ Is it possible you have dared 
to blaspheme your Goi> though, indeed, among that class of 
notoriously infamous and profligate men, who have left no law of 
God unviolatcd, husbands, of course, are generally given prece- 
dence to the Almighty in the awe and reverence such men endea- 
vour to inculcate in tlie female slaves of Great Britain. Now, with 
regard to that, the authoress bad only to say * that it was impossible 
to write a novel without having bad characters in it, and it would 
he equally impossible to mention any vice or any meanness which 
would not be perfectly applicable, and which, therefore, might not 
appear personalj to Sir Janus AllpuflT, who, having taken high 
degrees in them o//, was at perfect liberty to take his choice, and 
fit them on as he pleased ; and as for the sacredness of the mere 
WORD husband, as to her it was only the synonyme of the most 
extreme personal violence and brutality, terminating in being 
turned out of her home to make way for her legal tyrant’s mis- 
tresses, and to having had one child destroyed physically and the 
other morally, being swindled out of every shilling, and hunted by 
a relentless fiend through the world, it could not be very sacred, 
qmifjfue sacra, to her.’ ‘ Oh, but respect to her position,’ said con- 
ventionality ; ha had not left her any save one of honest superiority, 
which, as it arose from herself, it was not in his nor in his myrmi- 
dons’ power to deprive her of. 7'hen what was she to respect ? 
Surely not the iniquitous law^g that allowed a woman to be so 
treated, nor the vicious and immoral society which tolerates such 
conduct ; and least of all the opinion of a certain obsequious clique 
of the press, which panders to, puffs, and protects such infamy. 
The silliest thing that ever tyrant did is to leave his slave nothing 
to lose, to hope, or to fear, for then comes the reaction ; the pigmy 
springs into an armed giant, and the trampled worm is, for the 

« 

* In one of Tillotson’s Sermons the following passage occurs If 
men fancy God to be an ill-natured Being armed with infinite powar, one 
that delights in the misery and ruin of his creatures, and is ready to take 
all advanta^B against them, they may fear him ; but they will hat© him." 
Now if Bucm a cm© is even hypothetically prcsumeahl© with regard to thp 
Supreme Beinfo— when reduced to a chronic fact with regard to a mere 
Af human authority, the inference is obtiouf, 
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sake of others, willing to become a martyr to a came of wbich they 
have been so long a victim ; and of this overreaching folly the 
! clever’ Sir Janns Allpuff had been guilty. * Oh ! but his talents/ 
simpers some Miss, to whom they, no doubt, appear, as compared 
with her own, very great, j but his victim, being an exceedingly 
well-read woman, could not even bow down to and worship thetn, 
looking upon him much in the light of the ass which carried the 
relics, from having read the most of his works in ike authors from 
whom he transferred them; and, moreover, having more original 
ideas in her own head than he ever purloined from anybody else^s. 
So, finding there was nothing to be done with a wretch of this 
kind, and that he could not even hunt her to death, it was neces- 
sary to make the clique set up a hue-and-cry about the personality 
of her books j but who more personal, pray, without the excuse of 
gross outrage that she has had, than Sir Janus himself, even to 
formerly ridiculing the Assinmm and others of his now obedient 
vassals, to say nothing of bis converting Her Majesty’s ministry 
into highwaymen? Who more personal, either, than his friend 
Mr. Jericho Jabber, in his Caucasian romances? And who so 
personal, without any regard to vraisemblance much less to truth, 
as my Lady Gorgon, in her trashy productions ? But because she 
has made her house convenient to the English aristocracy for the 
last quarter of a century she has a pension of three hundred a year, 
while poor Haydon starved on an under-footman’s wages of 
twenty-five pounds — shame! shame! But Sir Janus had not 
done with his victim yet, The New Quarterly ; The hiterar^ 
Gazette, iu old Silenus Jordan’s most unscrupulous strain, so that 
his reminiscences seemed to hiccup through every line; The 
Assineeum and, in short, all Sir Janus’s special tools and literary 
bravoes — 

* ‘ Cursed by the goose's and the critic's quill/ 

were ordered to affect to treat her book as the production of a mad- 
woman. Nay more, Bob Clapper, another star of this galaxy, and 
quite worthy of being one, considering that he lives with another 
man’s wife and is always drunk, was also set to bell all over London 
that Sir Janus’s victim was mad, which really was very unfair to- 
wards Fudgester, as they had just concocted a job appointment for 
him, and inducted him into it, under the very appropriate title of 
Purveyor of Lunatics to the Literary Fund. But if Sir Janus had 
only had the goodness, instead of saying and setting his gang to 
say all this, to havemsiituted a medical inquiry, or any other inquiry , 
that could have his wife’s conduct and his own examined into, 
thoroughly sifted mid brought before the public, she would have 
been, and still would be, infinitely obliged to him. But no i the 
calumnies of this most loathsome and utterly contemptible clique, 
like their charities (?) are upon the principle of publicity and self* 
sicurity. With regard to tne former, they stab in the back and In 
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the dark ; with regard to the latter—ma Tk^ they dip their 

hands into other people’s pockets ; and no matter, as far as Sir Janhs 
Allpuff is concerned, if his victim wife has been hunted down to 
the lowest straits of pecuniary-destitution, as long as hU name 
figures in £100 subscriptions for restoring churches, or any other 
sound-of-trurapet doings, he will still have the Reverend Incum- 
bent of any living in his gift, swearing that he is a reformed cha- 
racter 11 and Fudgester endeavouring to demonstrate to the British 
public, by dint of brass and ink, that what might have the appear- 
ance of a barefaced plagiary in others, is the highest proof and 
evidence of profound originality in Sir Janus AHpjtff, and that so 
any * generous* critic must admit; and certainly it is very easy for 
critics h la Fudgester to he generous with other people's property, 
and there is no generosity in giving people what they (lon*t want ; 
80 Fudgester is quite right, to give his friends as much honor, 
originality, and generosity, as he possibly can. But it was not to 
be supposed that the clever Sir Janus, with such a corps d*€spnt{f) 
at his command, would let his victim rest; so he next sets a fellow, 
calling himself a theatrical manager (?), of the name of ‘ Leyton,' 
to write to her, demanding permission to dramatise one of her 
novels. Now the motive of this was two-fold : first, it inculpated 
the rare jest of leading the poor, struggling, financially-crippled wife 
to suppose that she was about to get a little money, wnich would be a 
great God-send to her, considering the terrible embarrassments his 
ceaseless conspiracies had entailed on her ; and next, it established 
a correspondence, under the pretext of arranging the scenes and 
condenvsing the plot of the play, which correspondence was drawled 
out over tne space of several months, which of course kept Sir 
Janus perfectly in possession of his victim's whereabout. But at 
length even such a very bungling plotter as this very * clever ’ man felt 
the hum of the play could not last for ever ; consequently the plot 
began to thicken, and the soudisaat Mr. Leyton was sent with a 
woman who had every appearance of being a 8treet-walker, in 
person, and under the name of Barnes.* This phase of the plot 
consisted in getting into the same house as Sir Janus’s victim, and 
giving her the trouble and expense of getting out of it; and at a 
kter period of the plot, this low fellow Barnes wrote her a most 
infamous letter, the handwriting of which was precMy the same as 

* As, according to our charming and equitable laws, ‘'the greater the 
truth the greater the libel/" the author ot this work would be only too 
glad if this Barnes alias Leyton, alias strolling-player, and always apy 
would bring an action against her, that she might get his infamous em- 
ployer thoroughly unmasked with all his infamous literary gang in a Court 
of Justice; as she has hea))S of documents and shoals of witnesses to es- 
tablish the rest of this disgraceful conspiracy, in which the women “ Fyke "" 
and " Getting” were concerned. And p^id>lic exposure is the mly mfegmrd 
against such utter blackguardism and cowardly rufiianjsm m their vile 
employer has had recourse to, As the case is unparalleled, »o must the 

f. !• uu U 
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the letters of the soi-dimni Leyton. But as Sir Janus Allpuff in- 
variably adopts the opposite verbal virtue to the particular vice he 
may be at the moment ijjractising, about this time he was seized in 
the House of Commons with such a * generous ’ (a favorite word of 
his) horror of the imder-hand and the anonymous, that he would 
like to hBve every article in a newspaper sijjroed with the writer’s 
name ! But surely he must have uttered this fanfaronnade under 
the full conviction that such an absurd law never would or could 
be passed ; for, otherwise, what dreadfully high wages some of his 
doers of dirty work would rccjuire for some of the paragraphs, pro 
and cott, wdiich they are ordered to indite! — Shocking to think of ! 
— for it almost makes one see in one’s " mind’s eye’ Sir Janus him- 
self reduced to such a state of pecuniary destitution as not to have 
even sufficient to pay for a raspberry puff, much less for a literary 
one ! Thus hunted out of the miserable and remote village in 
which she had taken refuge. Sir Janus's victim left it, not letting 
any one know the place she was going to, which so exasperated 
her tyrant to think that she should, even for a week, a day or an 
hour, escape from his persecutions, that the next time the misera- 
ble pittance he doles out to her became due, and from wdiich he 
even deducts the Income Tax 1 he positively refused to pay it to 
one of her solicitors till he had a clergyman\9 certificate, from the 
place where she then was, guaranteeing that she was alive ! — and 
this he no doubt thought a very ‘ clever^ way of finding out where 
she was. But honesty is always not only braver, but shrewder, 
than rascality, not only because it has nothing to fear, but because 
all resources are within its grasp ; and as his victim was deter- 
mined not to yield to this disgusting, though at the same time too 
ridiculous, piece of petty tyranny, — a very clever lawyer of hers, 
and one as honest as he is clever, soon brought that contemptible 
wretch Sir Janus, and his rascally attorney to their senses, by writ- 
ing them word wliat he would do if the disgraceful swindle which 
he calls an allowance was not instantly paid. Of course he soon 
hunted out his victim again, but his spy (everyone now being fore- 
warned) was sent about her business in a manner that must have 
rather surprised her and ‘ her gifted ’ employer ; and as now there 
is a talk of a gerieral election, with what he himself and Fudgester 
would call those * high and generous instincts ’ for his own safety 
which never quit him, I suppose he will keep quiet for some little 
time ; and he had better ! ” 

What a contemptible, dastardly set of blackguards, to be 
sure !” 

You‘d say so, Sir, if you knew as much of them as I do.” 

’Egad ! I think you’ve told me quite enough. How old is this 
Sir Janus Allpuff, and what sort of a looking fellow is he ?” 

Well, Sir, in years, I don’t believe he is much more than fifty, 
but from the horrible life he has led he looks eighty ; however, in 
the puffs, bf course all this is attributed to his literary labours. 
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His^ person is not so easy to describe; it is the head of a goat on 
the body of a grasshopper. But it’s the expression of his face that 
is so horrible ; the lines in it make it look like an intersected map 
of vice, bounded on one side by the Black Sea of Hypocrisy, and 
on the other by the Falsehood Mountains. But I owe you many 
apologies, Sir, for having detained you telling you such a long his- 
tory ; but whenever I think of those wretches my indignation gets 
the better of my discretion, and on I go.’* 

** I don’t wonder at it, and I assure you my indignation quite kept 
pace with yours/’ said Mr. Phippen ; but tell me, do I clearly 
understand that you have now no literary employment?” 

I have no emjiloyraent of any sort. Sir, and though I am 
sorry to hang about my father’s house doing nothing, I’d rather 
starve than do the literary dirty work that was expected from me. 
What I should prefer being is a tutor, as I was educated chiefly 
abroad, and, therefore, write and speak French and German as well 
as I do English ; Latin of coui'se, but I am sorry to say I’m not a 
very good Grecian.” 

’Gad ! it’s odd enough, but when]! first saw you I took you for 
a tutor.” And Mr. Phip])cn's eye twinkled as be recalled the 
remainder of his thoughts on that occasion. 

*‘I wish. Sir, you would take me for a tutor,” smiled the young 
man ; and for the first time Mr. Phippen remarked that he had 
very handsome, intelligent, dark eyes, and altogether would not 
be by any means ill-looking, if he could get rid of that damp dis- 
consolate look — ‘‘But, ah! poor fellow,” thought he, “having 

been connected with that d d paper has made him like it; 

for newspapers are always damp and uncomfortable, when first they 
issue from the press, till they are aired. Well, I must see if 1 
can’t air this poor young fellow a little; he deserves a helping 
hand for his ibonesty,” So mused Mr. Phippen, and thus he 
spoke — 

Well, I don’t exactly want a tutor, for, ’egad ! Fm rather too 
old for that, and I haven’t any youngsters ; hut Fll tell you what I 
do want, which is wdiat they call a foreign correspondent — that is, 
a clerk who can write French and German letters; and as you can 
do that, if you like to do it for me, there’s a hundred a year at your 
service, and a half-holiday Thursdays and Saturdays, and a whole 
one on Sundays of course* and my name is Phillip Phippen, of 
No. — , Threadneedle-street.” 

“Oh! Sir, £/o you really mean it?” asked both father and son 
in the same breath. 

“ ! always mean what I say; so if the proposition suits you, you 
may consider the affair concluded, and be at my office, at No. 
Tbreadneedie-street, at nine o’clock next Monday morning, the 
day before this day week, unless you prefer a longer time/' 

“ Oh, no. Sir! sootier if i/ou wish it, at any time is ecmtdly con- 
venient to me ; and I am sure I cannot sufliciently thank you.” 
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*'Poohl Pooli! well talk about that this day twelvemonth.* I 
should like to see the word obligation erased from every dictionary, 
for this is, or rather ought to be, as I am afraid it is not, a world 
of give and take ; and if mankind were not short-sighted fools so 
it would be, for sharing our burdens always diminishes them, while 
sharing our joys adds to them. Moreover, like begets like, as 
poverty poverty, and wealth wealth ; and depend upon it, young 
man, by sowing good offices %ve reap them. You refused to join a 
set of human blood -hounds in a woman-hunt, and to help the 
strong to set upon the weak ; and lo ! the genius of mischief in- 
spires me to ring your father’s alarm-bell one fine May-day, and 
Providence sends me to give yon a helping hand up into my office- 
desk, But considering that 1 only walked in here to ask the way 
to flazeltree (Cottage 1 must now be off, so have the goodness to 
let me know what I am in your debt, Mr. Levens?” 

*‘]n minc^ Sir, absolutely nothing; though Pm sure we are all 
much in yours’* protested the landlord. 

‘^No, no; ’gad zooks! that will never do. First to come and 
set your house on fire pantomimically, and then drink up all the 
Mecklenburgh Masonic Lodge sherry without paying for it,” said 
Mr. Phippen, taking out his purse. 

**No, no, sir; you really excuse me. I’m sure in your 
very handsome present to Mrs, Levens, and your kindness to my 
son, you’ve paid for the wine over imd over again ; and I’m only 
too; glad that 1 happened to have a bottle that I knew to be really 
good to offer you.” 

Some men are like some stuffs, which have a beautiful gloss oil 
one side, but are hideous on the other, which is often the case with 
your merely conventionally well-bred persons. But this was not 
the case with Phillip Phippen ; there was not much external gloss 
about him, for, like his own fire-proof iron safe, he w^as clumsy and 
solid in appearance ; but, oh ! what sterling and untold wealth 
there was within ! And, drawing upon that inexhaustible source, 
he no longer tried to prevent the landlord doing what he felt was 
a little gratification to him, and no courtier could have said with a 
better grace — 

“ Well, I thank you sincerely Mr. Levens, for your hospitality, 
and I must trespass on your kindness still further by requesting 
you to have the goodness to direct me to Hazeltree Cottage.” 

“If you will allow me. Sir, 1 shall have great pleasure in show- 
ing you the way,” said young Levens. 

“Much obleeged to you; that will he better, and prevent my 
running about the country playing the incendiary any more — Hal 
ha I ha 1 You won’t forget the 29th of May in a hurry, Mr. Levens 
^not the restoration, but the conflagration!” 

Rather say. Sir,” bowed Mr. Levens, “ the obligation we shall 
ever feel under to you.” 

Aud having again, as he passed the bar, apologised to Mrs. 
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Leavens and her cap for the panic he had occasioned them, Mr. 
Phippen set forward for Hazeltree Cottage, escorted by Tom Levepe; 
Mr. Levens phre having said to him sotto voce, while the latter 
went for his hat— 

‘‘You are not surprised now. Sir, at my son’s disgust to the liters 
air%j line 

“ Surprised ! ’egad ! no ; so far from it that I only wonder, after 
having been among .such beasts, he did not change your sign from 
‘The Four Alls’ to ‘The All-fours.' ” 


^ ‘ CHAPTER XVII. 

WHAT WOULD MR. SEDGEMOIIE THINK ? 

“Allow me, Sir, to carry that basket for you," said Tom Levens, 
as they turned down a lane to the right, leading from “The Four 
Alls.” 

“ Much ohleeged to you, but I prefer carrying it. I like the look 
and smell of the leaves, *tis like walking through a vineyard." 

“ Well ! its live and learn,” said Mr. Phippen, as they walked 
along. “ 'Gad ! I can't help thinking of the pretty tissue of black- 
guardism you have revealed to me to-day, as practised by some of 
our legislators and literati ; it is only another convincing proof that 
the sense to conduct sense is worth every other part of it, for great 
abilities are much more frequently possessed than properly applied. 
But no wonder we have so many wickedly crooked laws, when we 
have such a set of precious scoundrels for senators and censors, 
making fine speeches and writing fine paragraphs in the midst of 
so much practical iniquity. It is disgusting, upon my life !” 

“ Why, yes, Sir," responded his companion ; “ the present 
every-man-for-biinself or devil-take-lbe-hhidmost system is not 
much like Burke’s idea of politics, who said, as far as he understood 
them, they were but an enlarged morality ; but onr politico- literary 
illimimti have converted modern j>olitic8 into nothing but an 
enlarged swindle." 

“ Very like it, ’pon my life ; and this exclusive eye to number 
one, and the mania these fellows have for lecturing about the 
country, all for notoriety's sake — as if most of them were not quite 
notorious enough already — reminds me of a one act farce called 
‘The School for Eloquence,' 1 once saw when I was a boy. I 
recollect when the curtain drew up it discovered a debating society 
(it would now be a Mechanics’ Institute) with the Moderator seated 
in bis chair; and, after an exordium from him, showing in terms 
of poignant ironfj the real basis of all such assemblies, the inspired 
members of which u^uall^j on a s^dden, rise and decide with 
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eai6 upon questions so knotty and abtruse that they would at least 
require long and serious deliberation, and indeed could not, unless 
the speakers had supernatural faculties, he rationally or conscien- 
tiously determined on otherwise. The question for the night was 
then read, and was — 

'Is Oratory of use to Society?’ 

The speakers were the original proposers of the question. To wit, 
a Scotchman, an Irishman, a fop, a character in a mask, a French- 
man, a Welshman, and a town buck, as they were called at that 
time. The first, by his speech, served as a satire upon those who 
mistake an aggregation of high sounding w'ords and turgid phrases 
for eloquence and sublime ideas ; the second adduced a proof of 
the use and importance of oratory, by stating that his own cousin 
was a White Boy, and proved bis patriotism by levelling all inclo^ 
sures in the neighbourhood in which he lived ; till at length, obliged 
to quit his native soil, he came to England, and being reduced to 
necessity, was advised to work ; but, in order to avoid doing any- 
thing unbecoming a jauntleman, he assumed the crape, and rode 
for his health on the high-way, till the uncivil officers of justice 
seized him, and he was thrice brought to trial, but each time es- 
caped conviction by bothering the jury and producing an ellipsis in 
the evidence by bribery. Hence, the Irishman concludes that, as 
saving life when forfeited to the gallows is the most important of 
all possible results, his cousin’s good fortune w'as an unanswerable 
proof of the use of oratory to society ; w^hereupon the Scotchman 
condemns the Irishman’s argument, and says that oratory so used 
is a prostitution of a fine art, for the base purpose of rescuing a 
scoundrel from the gallows; and he contends in aflirmative of the 
question, that oratory is properly used in bestowing panegyric 
upon a man’s patrons, and procuring good ap()ointments. The fop 
asserts that its chief use is to enable a man to be well with the ladies. 
I’he masked speaker ridicules all that has been said, as proving more 
than enough in favour of oratory; while the Frenchman maintains 
that the whole art of oratory depends on grace and manner, they 
being to speaking what time and expression are to music; and as 
an inverse corroboration of his argument, gives some most ludi- 
crous imitations of the awkwardness and absurd gestures of some 
of our speakers in St, Stephen’s. The Welshman is an advocate 
for oratory because it may be well employed in doing honor to a 
man’s pedigree. The buck laughs at oratory as a false art, serving 
only to mislead mankind, and confound right and wrong, and lays 
down Afs oratorical theory with this syllogism: *lf any man con- 
tradicts me, I say 'you. lie,' and that’s my 'major; it he dares meet 
that, I blow out bis brains — that’s my minor ; and then who dare 
dispute the conclusion f* After which, as w'ell as I remember, the 
farce concludes with a patriotic riot, each man contending that 
every one is wrong hut himself ” 

Well, indeed, 8b*, allowin^t for the difference of subject, and 
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the one being a ridiculous fiction, and the other a ridiculous reaKtf, 
we are acting off the stage ]>retty much the same farce now s only, 
unfortunately, it is not restricted to one act. But here we are, 
within fifty yards of Hazeltree Cottage/' added young Levens, 
suddenly stopping and pointing to a small old-fashioned ivy-covered 
tenement that stood in a sort of lawned garden ; “ that is it. Sir, 
so now I wish you good afternoon ” 

Mr. Phippen, who was a pretty shrewd observer of character in 
his way, that is, when he thought it worth his while to observe it, 
was pleased with this little trait of his new clerk's not accompany- 
ing him quite up to the house ; “ For,” said he to himself, “ a 
pushing, vulgar-minded fellow would have done so, and, more- 
over, have lingered on to find out what the deuce was taking me 
there, and all about it. I’m sure Sedgemore would, for one. 
’Kgad ! I begin to take an interest in this young man and to 
shew that he did so, after Tom Levens had taken off his hat, wished 
him good bye, and was retracing his steps home, Mr, Phippen 
called after him — 

** Tzit I ho ! Mr. Levens !” 

** Did you call, Sir ?” said the other, returning. 

‘^Yes! Do you know, I think we have both done a very 
foolish thing, in entering into such a sudden engagement, for you 
know nothing about me, and I know nothing about you, except 
that I greatly approve your conduct in not doing dirty work for 
that d d literary gang.” 

”Oh, Sir!” interrupted the young man, ‘‘I’m sure Vm very 
safe in engaging myself to you, and I hope youHl have no cause 
to repent of your kindness in having taken rne; for, however 
humble my abilities may be, at all events you shall have no fault 
to find with my zeal and fidelity. Sir.” 

** It’s not that, — it’s not that. Pm sure that will be all right 5— 
but habits, you know, — habits, Tom. Your name is Tom, isn’t 
it?” 

“ It is, Sir.” 

‘‘ Well, Tom,” said Mr. Phippen, laying his hand upon the 
young man’s wrist, so as to make up by the kindness of his 
manner for anything that might have appeared offensive in the 
doubt implied by the advice he was going to give, “ it’s your 
father’s calling, and the temptation which it may liave put in your 
way, which a leetle alarms me. Now, I don’t mind your taking a 
few glasses of wine in company ; — it cheers, enlivens, and promotes 
mirth and spirit in conversation — nay, for that matter, if you can 
hear it, Tom, I don’t so much mind this bottle or that bottle ; hut, 
as you value your own respectability and my friendship, hmare of 
tim other bo tile ! — ^for ^tis f other bottle that always makes us 
drank, quarrelsome, stupid, stay out late, keep bad company, have 
bad headaches, and think more of soda-water than of Sunaay j so 
if ever you had my acquaintance with it, the first thing you must 
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do, before coming to me, is to break with that other bottle, if you 
can do so, without tracking it/** 

1 do assure you, Sir,” smiled the young man, I never had 
any acquaintance with it, and, indeed, 1 don’t know when I have 
taken so much wine as I did in your presence to-day, for though I 
fear the proverb of no one worse shod than the shoe-maker’s wife, 
cannot be generally parodied into, no one worse beveraged than 
the vintner’s son, yet in my case it happens to be so, for having a 
tendency to consumption, 1 have been forbidden by the medical 
men to take either wine or spirits.” 

** Come, that’s all right then, though I’m sorry for the cause; 
but who knows, if all goes on well, and the air of Threadueedle-street 
don’t agree with you, though — ’egad ! it’s reckoned the best in the 
world for the chest — hal hai ha! — perhaps 1 may be having 
occasion to send you out to Malaga or to the Mediterranean, 
Well now good day — good day — and at nine next Monday ; and if I 
should not be in the oflice so soon, you’ll find my other clerk 
there, Mr. Sedgemore, and your acquaintance will begin well, with 
deeds not words;” and,»,with another little chuckle Mr. Phippen 
proceeded to the gate of Hazel tree Cottage. 

**Ahr’ thought Tom Levens as he wended his way home, “if 
we had but a dozen such honest fellows as that in Parliament!” 

But Mr. Levens was wrong ; for Phillip Phippen would not have 
done for a member of Parliament in the present day. He might 
have been a cipher in the House, hut he would have never made a 
figure, for there was too great an anticlaptrapativeness in his whole 
nature, if one may coin a word ;“--and we don’t sec why one may 
not, provided one does it according to the rule laid down by Deme- 
trius Phalerus, who requires that in coining a new word that first, 
it he perspicuous, and next, that it be in the tone of the language 
that we may not, as he terms it, introduce among Grecian vocables 
words that sound like Phrygian or Scythian ; and ceeteris pmibus, 
as claptrap, the thing is most essentially Parliamentary in the 
year 1856, surely the compound explicative of anticlaptrapa- 
TIVENESS may be allowed. 

When Mr. Phippen reached the little black garden gate of 
Hazeltree Cottage (a regular cottage gate, composed of some half- 
down perpendicular bars, with a long bar, for solidity’s sake, 
going diagonally across the whole), he found that it opened 
inwards, as there were four steps to go down into the garden — if 
such it could be called, seeing that it consisted of two square 
grass-plots, intersected by a flagged walk, with a large mulberry 
tree in the centre of one plot, and a standard greengage tree, more 

* The author begs the Chancellor of tlie Exchequer’s acknowledgment 
of ^he restitution of this joke about **th$ other bottle/* which is neither Mr. 

Fhippen's, nor belonging to any one iu the locality of Fleet Street, as it 
first saw the light iu a very old perio^cal, called TtiC Inetkator, which died 
a natural death some fifty years ago* 
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productive tlian ornamental, in the centre of the other? while at 
the ^further end stood the cotta^je, an old-fashioned, two-storied 
house, roofed with heart-shaped tiles, which were nearly covered-^ 
the chimneys being quite so — with ivy; while a vine shaded all 
the lower windows, underneath which the air was made balmy 
with double-stocks, cabba;2;e-roses, mignionette, clove-pinks, wall- 
flowers, pansies, and the usual treasures of a cottage parterre^ 
A glass door opened from the sitting-room, through which H was 
easy to see a vista, terminating in another glass-door opening into 
a real garden— that is, an old-fashioned cottage garden, without 
the slightest pretensions to taste or laying out, and containing far 
more /ruit and vegetables than flowers, and even what few there 
were of the latter seemed to be scrambling hard for the little earth 
they could get among the peas and cabbages ; but still they 
struggled on and out with unabated sweetness and luxuriance, 
totally regardless of the supercilious air with which many a portly 
burgomaster-looking quince and pear tree looked down upon them. 
When Mr. Phippen bad proceeded half-way up the flagged walk, 
he deposited lus basket of fruit on the grass, and, leaning the 
knuckles of both hands on his hips, with the palms turned out- 
wards, he stood still, and took a suiwey of the house. 

“ Well, come,” said lie aloud, ** I don’t at all dislike this 5 it is 
really a cottage, and a good, substantial, old-fashioned one too, 
fresh and airy, with a plentiful springy foliage all over the bouse, 
to catch every stray breeze and sunbeam that passes, on the 
distribution-of-labour plan of making them contribute their quota 
towards keeping the place cheerful.” And, taking up his basket, 
he walked on and into the parlour to tvhich the glass door belonged 
without meeting a soul. 

‘^’Gad i it’s funny too; but it seems the fashion in this part of 
the world for people to get out of the way, and to leave their 
houses to take care of themselves.” 

And putting down liis basket in a window seat, — for like all old- 
fashioned houses of that date (the time of George the Second), this 
room had window seats, and the window panes were small, in very 
thick solid frames, rounded or fan-shaped at the top, — having dis- 
encumbered himself of his package, he opened his glasses and took 
a survey of the room, the mantel-piece of which was high and 
carved into a pointed arch in the centre; on either side of it was a 
circular china closet, with glass doors, fan-shaped and set in heavy 
frames like the windows ; the walls were ornamented with portrait- 
prints, in plain black frames, of Mrs. Abinger, Mrs. Cibber, Miss 
Pope, Miss Farren (Lady Derby), as Lady Teazel ; Mr. Garrick in 
Abel Drugger, and Mn Foote as Sir Charles Easy, in The Care- 
less Husband!, On an old fashioned card -table, folded up, between 
the window and the glass door by which Mr- Phippen had entered, 
were a large Bible and Prayer Book, The Pi^rim*s 
and Nelson’s Festipak and Fasts; while by the rid# of ihe 
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opposite halfcpen glass door was a round mahogan)^ three-legged 
table; with a fluted border round it, like those old wooden salvers 
of the same date. On this table was a quantity of plain work, 
with a thimble and pair of scissors thrown upon it, as if the 
sempstress had just quitted it. There was a wainscoted and high 
siirbase round the room, the wainscot in compartments, like a 
window frame, and, though it had originally been very good oak, 
some Goth of a recent tenant had painted it white. Along this 
wainscot, in perpendicular array, like a brigade of heavy dragoons, 
were ranged a row of ponderous, horse hair, high, square, 
mahogany -backed, lion-pawed, Jolmsonian-looking chairs, like 
those in Church -street. But the window curtains were of a lively 
old-fashioned chintz, of large bunches of carnations on a white 
ground, which had been washed till all the gloss, though not the 
brightness, of their colours had fled, and these drew up and down 
by pulleys from the side, the runners forming the draperies when 
they we e raised. The carpet was a Brussels, considerably the 
worse for wear, of a large stiff octagon pattern, intersected with 
equally stiff wreaths and bouquets of apocryphal flow'^crs, of which 
the pinks were very blue, and the blues very pink or amaranthine, 
while the greens and j^eilows seemed also, by mutual consent, to 
have changed colours. In the centre of the room was an oval 
table, wdth a snow-white cloth upon it, at one side of which figured 
a cold neck of roast lamb, and beside it a salad-bowl filled with 
undressed lettuces, crisp and fresh as possible; and on a plate 
beside it were a blushing, tender-looking beetroot, a cucumber, a 
few shives, four hard eggs, a jug of thick cream, and a bottle of 
I'Arragon vinegar, with powdered sugar, and pepper and salt, 
ranged, like a guard of honor round them all, ready for dressing 
the salad ; while at the other end of the table was one of those old- 
fashioned round wooden tea-trays, with a fluted salver border, 
upon which were ranged tea-cups and saucers ; and filling up the 
rest of the table were different kinds of bread, from the substantial 
brown arid white home-made to the more artificial fancy achieve- 
ments of the baker’s shop, and some delicious fresh-looking butter, 
taking a cold bath in a bright glass butter cooler ; and divers 
marmalades, one more tempting than the other, seemed to be 
Whi^ering sweet things to the different FornarimSi m the shape 
of bread, around them. 

** Well, pon my Ufel ’’ said Mr. Phippen, taking up one of the 
tea-cups and examiiiing it, “ this looks very comfortable. Pm very 
gMd I did not dine in town. *Egad ! one could eat one’s grand- 
lathier with that salad, as they used to say about the sauce IMert, 
when I was a youngster, in Paris ; and this chaney I like pro- 
digiously 1 — “it’s 80 cosy, gay, and cleaurlooking.” 

And Mr. Phippen was quite right; for the cups were old 
Ohekea, fluted, the white ground looking rich and creamy, like well- 
jfiade blancmange, whild a pretty border of heath ran round them. 
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But wk^re can they all be ? Not even that rascal Tim to meet 
me ! 'Gad ! I'll rinff, but not the fire-bell, though ! — ha I ha 1 ha I " 
And no sooner said than done ; Mr. Phippen did ring, and was 
proceeding, according to his old-established custom, to follo\y up 
the summons by going into the passage and screaming out “ Sirah 
Nash 1” when he suddenly checked himself, saying— 

No, 'Gad ! I mustn’t call, neither ; I may disturb the poor old 
lady." 

Bo he proceeded on a quiet voyage of discovery into the passage^ 
spreading out his hands before him, although it was broad day- 
light, as he had been wont to do some five-and-forty years back, 
when pursuing at Christmas the contagious — that is to say, catch- 
ing — game of bliud-manVbuff. At length, at the end of the by 
no means over large or over long passage, he came to a cream- 
coloured door, with a latch to it, which he justly concluded 
helonged to the kitchen; so knocking at it, without, however, 
awaiting the result of bis appeal, he pressed down the latch and 
opened it, when he beheld Sarah Nmh very busy ironing what, 
had he been a pater-famiiias, he would have known to l>e a 
woman’s nightcap, but not being one, we have much pleasure in 
stating that he had not even a suspicion of what it was, any more than 
Tim, who sat blinking in the window seat opposite Sarah, with his 
back up, forming an imitation of a little Alp, and to the full as 
good a one as Mr. Albert Smith’s common-place puppet-show is of 
Mont Blanc, except that the furs of this one were much the most 
natural of the two. 

*‘\Vhylawr! Mr. Phippen, Sir, that’s never you, to be sure, 
come at last?" cried Sarah, pounding down the iron on its stand, 
as if it had burat her, while Tim made but one bound from the 
windotv seat, and ran mewing over to the new arrival, and rubbing 
his head against his ankles. 

*‘And why not, pray, Sarah Nash? Who else do you think it 
is ? But where is Mrs. Chatterton ? And how is the old lady ? ’’ 

‘^Well, Sir, I think, of anythink, she’s a little better to-day; 
])Ut lawz, Sir, we’ve been expecting on you ever since four o’clock, 
and Mrs Chatterton w as so frightened that she put on her bonnet, 
and she and Master Robert are gone to Brentford to meet you, 
least ways to look after you. Sir, fearing as you had quite lost 
your way, and not knowing whether 3'ou would come by the 'bus 
or how.” 

** Oh! so Yellow Shanks is at home, then ?" 

Yes, Sir, his mar fetched him herself early this morning a 
purpose to see you." 

" What an idea I to suppose that a boy ought, would, could, or 
should, thank one for sending him to school ; but I 8aJ^ S^rah 
Nash/’ added Mr. Phippen, looking round at the snug cheerful 
little kitchen, where everything was as bright its jS?old, just issued 
from the mint, ** 1 say/'— ana here he winked his right eye and 
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plaeedi feis fore-l5nger at the right side of his nose*—" better than 
Chtirch Street, eh ?” ' 

Lawr, Sir ! never go for to name the ’orrid place, for the very 
thoughts of it sets them ’ere black beadUst and Mrs. Pyke, and 
the spiders, and strange noises a-crawling all over me, to say 
nothing of the rats and mice, that was worse than any Rooshins 
ever could be.” 

Mew! mew !” chimed in Tim, who evidently thought, that to 
deal categorically with that part of the question, he ought to rise 
in reply, as {hpropos of rats) Mr. Disraeli in another house always 
deems it judicious — query Jew-dish*us— to speak after Lord 
Palmerston. 

** 8o, ho ! Tim, my fine fellow ; see if I haven’t brought you 
wherewithal to win the heart of every tabby for ten miles round;, 
at all events, to bear the bell in spite of them.” And Mr. Phippen 
drew the red morocco collar irora his pocket, and shook its little 
chime of fairy-like bells before the dazzled pyes of the admiring 
Sarah, who exclaimed, in a perfect ecstasy — 

** Well, that is beautiful ! to be sure. Oh ! bless his heart,” 
added she, seizing Tim, and hugging him previous to having a 
collar- day, and investing him with the Order of the Great 
Grimalkin. 

‘*OhI Sir, 'are you heard from the lady lately— I mean Mrs. 
Pemble, Sir ?” asked Sarah, while adjusting Tim’s finery. 

”Ye8; 1 had a letter from her last week, and she was quite 
well, and I think if this horrid war was only over, and that 
youngster o^’ her’s safe home, there would be money bid for her 
yet. Ton my life ! that strip of red against the black is very 
necoming,” said Mr. Phippen as he admiringly watched the pro- 
gress of Tim's investment. Why, you look as smart, Tim, as if 
you were going to a ‘ dignity ball’ in the West Indies.’* 

But Tim raised a dissentient paw, and, no doubt, from his innate 
modesty, appeared exceedingly averse from having “greatness 
thrust upon him,” and so made an abortive effort to collar the 
collar. 

“ ’Egad 1” said Mr. Phippen, again looking round, and feeling 
that he was “ monarch of all be surveyed,” “ considering it was a 
pig in a poke, and that I took this place from an advertisement, 
I don’t think it so bad ; but do Mrs, Chatterton and her mother 
like it ? because, if they don’t, it’s easy to look out for something 
else, as I only took it for six months certain.” 

“Like it, Sir!” echoed Sarah, as if horrified at the heresy of 
such a question, “ they say they never was so happy in their lives, 
that they are only too happy, and cannot believe they are alive, or, 
leastways, still in this here world to he so happy. And as for the 
old lady she’s always a-saying, in spite of her rheumaticks, that if 
it was only to prevent your little finger a-aching, Sir, she’s sure 
she could, or at least she would, w^lk to Jerusalem and back agin ; 
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and Mrs. Chatterton, sh^ sets to and cries every time your n^e^s 
mentioned, and tells Master Rol>ert as he never ort hever to plav at 
marbles without fust a-kneeling down and praying God to bless 
you, Sir ; and it’s only t’other day as ’* 

“Come, come, S&rah Nash,” interrupted Mr. Pbippcn, ^*‘£171 
communications corrupt good manners and Pm afraid, since I 
have drafted you off into the country, you have been associating 
too much with jackdaws and magpies, and have to follow suif and 
chatter like them, while I’m as hungry as a hawk, and should like 
prodigiously to pounce upon that nice cold lamb I saw in tlie next 
room.” And so saying, he walked out of the kitchen, follo\Ved by 
Sarali and Tim, the former begging of him to ait dowm and begin 
eating immediately, and not wait for Mrs. Chatterton, and Tim 
rubbing his head furiously against his old familiar fncnds the Hes* 
sians, and making loud comjdaints against his ornamental fetter, 
and ringing the changes upon every plaint he uttered. But Mr. 
Phippen was far too naturally well bred to commit such a solecism 
in the biensSances of life as to begin the feast before the hostess ar- 
rived; so he turned to the china-closets, and began speculating 
upon the fates of the past generations to whose now skeleton lips 
those delicate tive-clawed dragon and egg- shell china cups had 
been raised, but more especially on the punch-bowls, w'hich, he 
had no doubt, had once not only been filled with a choice spirit 
themselves, but had contributed to the concoction of many other 
choice spirits, Avhose racy quips and cranks still echoed, albeit 
somewhat more faintly and flatly, through the world. 

*Pon my life I” thought he, ” punch and sack are a loss, for 
patriotism and sincerity seem to have gone out with them.” 

But as he mused, two shadows of unetpial length fell across the 
dingy flower-show of the faded Brussels carpet; and in looking 
for the substance he saw a lady in w^eeds, accompanied by a Blue- 
coat boy of about ten years old, coming hastily up the flagged walk 
of the front garden. 

** ’Egad ! here they are !” cried Mr. Phippen, as he went to the 
door to meet them. ‘‘Well, how d’ye do, my dear? Posi- 
tively you look twenty years younger already for this mouthful of 
country air ! And how are yow. Bob ? Famous things those 
crocus stockings, aren’t they? As good as seven-leagued boots 
for walking home in, eh. Bob ?” And Mr. Phippen winked in a 
scampish sort of manner, as much as to say, “I’his is entirely a 
piece of secret history between and me, Bob, that your mbtner 
need not know anything about.” 

But while Bob smiled, blushed, shewed the dimples in both his 
cheeks, hung his head, and seemed to be practising a pantomimic 
course of tooth-drawing upon the tassel of his soup-plate cap, 
which he had doflfed to Mr» Phippen, his mother began a speech 
of thanks for her happy home, and apologieeior being absent m 
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hfr benefactor’s arrival, but broke down at the very onset, and 
burst into a flood of tears. 

’egad 1 1 suppose I must be angry with you for not being 
here when I came, on tbe same principle as Lady Trueman, in the 
old play of The Drummer which, I dare say, you never heard of, 
for it was long before your time, and, indeed, before mine, except 
in the way of reading; — but she says, on a similar occasion, 

^ How could you be so cruel as to defer giving me that joy which 
you knew I must receive from your presence ? You have robbed 
my life of some minutes of happiness which ought to have been in 
it. So on that account, and that account I have reason to 
reproach you. But they say men's hearts are situated exactly mid- 
way between their pockets and their stomachs, and when I look at 
all the good things you have provided for me, and when you see 
the appetite I have brought with me to do them justice, 1 think you 
will find there does not remain any great matter of unbalanced 
accounts to settle between us. Ho ! SSrah Nash ! don't fly off and 
go disappearing there among the roses, as Cerito does in the 
ballet, but come and cut the osier that secwres tliis basket ; for my 
dear," added he, turning to Mrs. Chatterton, “ ' I have brought 
your mother a few grapes and strawberries ; and as for the 
apricots, I’ve no doubt Bob will be able to help us out wth them 
and the oranges." 

** Oh, Sir ! where will your kindness end ? So constant ! so 
considerate! so—" 

** Nonsense, my dear ; make the salad, and pray let your thanks 
end when my dinner begins, as you value my digestion." 

‘‘ Dear me ! have you not dined, Sir ? I wish I had known that, 
and y<>u should have had something hot." 

" Then you might have eaten it yourself, for bad you circumna- 
vigated the globe — as Swift said must be done, before a washerwo- 
man can go to breakfast — you could not have got me what I liked 
better ; for like Mrs. Siddons, if 1 have a weakness, it is for cold 
lamb and salad." ♦ 

Mrs. Chatterton smiled, took off her bonnet and proceeded to 
make the salad as Mr. Phippen himself had taught her how to do ; 
for like all persons who are not incomplete, and who, therefore, 
have a palate as well as an appetite, he was a little bit of a ^owr- 
mand, though not the least of a gourmet^ as he seldom exceeded 
three glasses of wine ; and so he was wont to observe that the art 
in cooking, like iirt in anything else, consisted in not letting it be 
perceptible in what the art consisted. And to this we beg to 
ap|)end an aphorism of our own, the result of long experience and 
deep research, namely, that sugar, salt, and onion, the trismegistus 
of the culinary arcana cana, are when properly, that is skOfuHy 
employed as condiments to flavour, what tact is to manner ; and 
ih^t is au unsuspected cause of a charming result 

4nd. now for the salad-maker* She was not pretty, though 



perhaps like Sterne's Eliza, " she was something more.*' Three^ 
and-thirty years of gnawing work-a-day struggles had passed over 
her, culminating in a great sorrow, namely, the loss of her hus- 
band, Robert Chatterton, a Bristol mechanic and a collateral 
descendant of the ill-fated wondrous boy,’’ Thomas Chatterton, 
inasmuch as that he was his father, the sexton of RedcUife’s, great- 
grand-nephew. But this great sorrow had done for Robert Chat^** 
terton’s widow what moonlight does for architectural ruins, and 
given to her ordinary and homely features a touch of that diviner 
light which radiates a halo round beauty, and lends a beauty to 
what otherwise has none. Mr. Phippen had met with her by chance 
one line, or rather one very i*ainy morning, that his heart was 
taking its constitutional ride upon his hobby; for all men have 
hobbies, only with a difference — as with some it is horses, with 
others pictures, others coins, old books, bronzes, china, and other 
objects of ver^u, while with others again, it is vice successfully 
varnished by hypocrisy, or theoretical and verbal morality, which 
never deviates into the vulgar tlemonstrativeness of action. But 
Phillip Phippen’s hobby^differed from all these, for his was light 
hearts and happy faces, and his immense wealth (he being a man 
of few or no personal e.Ypenses) was devoted to acquiring perhaps 
the largest collection in Europe of these rarities, so little sought 
after in tliis utilitarian age of solemn shams and political acrodates/ 
and so one morning that he was at Ludlam’s, in Piccadilly, 
ordering some shirts and flannel waistcoats, Mrs. Chatterton came 
in, looking more like the shadow of one of her own thread papers 
than a corporeal being of flesh and blood, and from out the mass 
of shabby weeds (for which Mr. Phippen had made way with as 
much of his old-school deferential gallantry as if they had been 
the bugled sables of a peeress), and in a low and humble tone 
there came a voice requesting to know if Mr. Ludlam was in want 
of ** any hands,'* but, from the supercilious tone in which the 
fihopman replied “Oh, dear no I Mr. Ludlam is over-stocked 
already,” oni would think that female Briareuses were alone em- 
ployed in that establishment. So apologising, with a deep sigh, 
the widow walked out of the shop ; but not alone, for at a short 
distance followed Mr. Phippen, and the rain descending in torrents 
about ten minutes tifter the chase bad commenced, gave him an 
opportunity of stepping up to her and saying — 

“ Allow me, ma’am, to offer you a part of my umbrella } " 

“ Ob, Sir, you are very good ! ” olushed and stammered the 
astounded Mrs. Chatterton, at such unwonted courtesy in the 
streets of London to a half-starved mechanic’s widow in shabby 
black ; “ but I have nothing on that can spoil” 

“Nonsense, Ma’am 1 I suppose you have your lungs on, and if 
they are spoilt it is not so easy to repair them or to get new ones ; 
but, I beg your pardon, the offer of my umbrella was a mere pre- 
text i wanted to ask you about some buskess of my own.” 







And so saying, Mr. Phippen resolutely hoisted our old friend the 
brown gingham, and established himself as walking-gentleman 
beside the widow. The fact is, Ma'am,” continued be, ** I heard 
you in<|ttiring just now at Ludlam's if they wanted any work done ? 
It seems they didn*t, but I do. Haven’t a shirt to my back, 
Ma’am, or rather a back to my shirts ; they all, every one of them, 
want something doing to them, though, ’egad! I believe the 
shortest way and the best plan will be to have a set of new ones 
at once. Eh ! don’t you think so. Ma’am ? and here he looked 
full in her face, as if he (juite expected that she should reverse the 
state of affairs between Sir Roger de Coverley and ku widow, and 
give him, Mr. Phippen, *‘a whole coal mine to keep him in clean 
linen.” 

I have no doubt. Sir,” said Mrs. Chatterton modestly, I shall 
be able to repair your linen if it is not too far gone as if she 
dreaded appearing too ambitious were she to "grasp at the golden 
offer of making a set of new shirts. 

“No, bo; I’ve made up my mind, Fll have new ones, but I 
must explain to you how I like them made. There is a great deal 
of talk just now about the right man in the right place ; but 'egad ! 
as far as shirts go, there's nothinjf like having the right slopes, 
and gussets, and buttons, and all the other ffiyomarees in the right 
place.” And with similar agreeable and technical discourse Mr. 
rhippen beguiled the way till they arrived at a dismal court off 
St. Martin’s Lane, where the colour mounted up into the poor 
widow’s pale face as she said, seeing that her companion was anoiit 
to follow her up the pointed, creaking, sanded stairs that led to 
her room — 

“ No, Sir, if you please not ; my place is 7iot fit for you to come 
into, and it’s at the very top of the house. But I'll wait upon you, 
Sir, at any hour if you’ll tell me where ; returning you a thousand 
thanks for employing me, and, indeed, Sir, if you knew but all, it 
is a charity ana two large tears, more at her good fortune in 
having found employment than grief at her past want of it, rolled 
donm her cheeks. 

“ ’Gad ! I’m tired ; so I hope you’ll let me come up and rest a 
little ? ” 

“ Why, Sir, really,” still hesitated the widow, “ our place is not 
fit for a gentleman like you to come into ; and — and — ^my poor 
mother, who is a mfirtyr to the rheumatism, is in bed.” 

“ Well, what of that ? Do yon know Fm a bit of a doctor in 
my way, and I dare say I shall be able to prescribe something for 
her that may relieve her.’’ 

Mrs. Chatterton made no further opposition, and accordingly 
preceded him up the creaking stairs to the very last story, amid 
that nosaic of unsavory odours peculiar to town poverty in its 
ag^tvated forms, from the poisonous bad tobacco of the artizan, 
and the vapour of his mi$sus*s birch-broom Bohea and molasses 



sugar, down to the fainter, but by no means less offensive* atrao- 
phcric effluvia e» permanence of cats, apples, and children. 

Upon opening the door of this garret, a feeble t’^oice from the 
bed, between the parentheses of a short, dry, hollow coughs said-— 
“ Dear heart, Jenny, I thought you’d never come back t and 
there’s Bob crying hi« eyes out because poor Billy is dead* . But 
as I tell him we shall soon follow the poor bird if this goes on 
much longer.” 

And hearing the sound of loud sobs above the old woman’s 
cottgh, Mr. Phippen turned his eyes to the window of this shelving 
room, and, sitting under it on the floor, saw a pale emaciated- 
looking boy, between nine and ten, with an empty bird-cage be- 
side him, a piece of withered groundsel hanging between the burs, 
and a few husks of seed strewing the floor of the cage, while its 
late occupant lay stiff and cold on the child’s lap, who, with two 
old match-boxes and a knife, was endeavouring to fashion a coffin 
for the poor little canary, whose emancipation from its narrow and 
gloomy prison be was lamenting so bitterly. 

** Hush, mother ! here is a good gentleman who is going to give 
me a set of shirts to make,” said Mrs. Chatterton, approaching the 
bed, and lowering the miserable, flimsy, patched, blue curtain so 
as in some degree to shade the occupant of the bed from appearing 
in too bold relief before the visitor. 

** Don’t disturb yourself, my good woman,” said the latter, 
seating himself very unceremoniously on the old rush-bottomed 
chair beside the bed. ‘‘ I don’t IHfe that cough of yours* Not 
dangerom, but, like many people who may not be exactly danger- 
ous, it’s troublesome. Let me feel your pulse, and Fll see if I 
can’t give you something to check it.” 

And the old woman held out her skinny hand to this new 
MMecin malgre lui with a ”God bless you, Sir! I’m sure you’re 
very good.” 

Oh, dear, yes I” said Mr. Phippen, with an air of flatical im- 
portance and professional wisdom that would not have discredited 
the whole College of Physicians, bad they been all stacked into 
unanimity under that one bay wig of his ; ** I think we shall soon 
be able to get this under.” And tearing a leaf from his pocket- 
book, he wrote on it the only things he dared venture to prescribe 
medicinally, which were a bottle of syrup of squills and aoroo 
Tilou lozenges, adding, as a codicil to these, ** ana plenty of mut- 
ton broth, with the meat in it, three times a day*” Within which 
prescription he placed a five-pound note, and rolled it all up ready 
to give ** his friend the mdowf as, in his own mind, he called her, 
when he should go away ; and his next task was to console Bob 
for the loss of his canary, which he did first by promimng him 
another, which apjieared only to increase the poor child’s grief, by 
making light, as it were, of his affection for hi« departed friend. 
Finding this to be the case, Mr. Phippen changed the and 



told him how much happier the poor bird was, dead and at rest, 
than beatinisf his wings against the bars of his cage in such a gloomy 
and un*8unDed atmosphere ; and then he went on to ask the boy 
if he thought he should be able to run the faster if he had stockings 
as yellow, aye, and for that matter, much yellower, than poor Biliy^s 
wings ? And so, gradually, he began to interest the child’s atten- 
tloii, and ultimately to inflame his imagination with the glories of 
becoming a member of Christ’s Hospital ; while, amid the grateful 
tears of the mother and grandmother, he elicited from them that 
they were fellow-townswomen of his, and at part of their narrative 
he oecame greatly excited as it became patent that they were near 
relations of a person who had once done him a grievous injury. 
Well, what of that ? It was no fault of iheirs; and even if it had 
been, Fhillip Phippen bad but one way of balancing such accounts, 
and that was by the Gospel double-entry of returning good for 
evil. But he preserved a discreet silence touching his own antece- 
dents, merely telling these poor women that he had once been very 
intimate with a part of their family, and therefore that on the score 
of old friendship they had a ri^ht to his services ; and shortly after 
he rose to depart, apparently much agitated, but promising to see 
them again on the following day, and pressing the prescription into 
Mrs. ebatterton’s hand as he wished her good bye. 

Eh! and about the shirts, Sir ?” inquired she, following him 
to the head of the stairs. 

“Oh! ah! yes! About the shirts. Very true. I had forgotten 
all about them. We’ll settle that to-morrow.” And with another 
“ Good day, my dear,” Mr. Phippen hurried down stairs. 

But before that day week Robert Chatterton was placed on the 
foundation Christ’s Hospital, of which Mr. Phippen w^as a 
governor ; and Mrs. Chatterton and her mother removed to a nice 
cottage in Surrey, And this was just about the time he had inti- 
mated his intention to Mrs. Ferable of transplanting Tim and 
Sdrok Nash, and after be had done so the discomforts of the lodging 
in Church-street having no longer any attractions for him, he took 
tip his quarters in a more central position — namely, at the Blen- 
heim Hotel, in Bond-street. The cottage in Surrey, however, 
proving, after a few months’ residence, too damp for the'bld lady’s 
rheumatism, he begged they would not scruple to look out for 
anoihfer abode, which they had the means of doing, as he had 
settled one hundred pounds a year on each of them for their life, 
and whichever died nrst, her hundred pounds was to revert to the 
survivor ; for, as he was wont quaintly to express it, “ If you pre- 
tend to serve people, what is the use of doling them out a piece of 
bi'ead for their breakfast, and saying if you want another slice for 
your dinner, which of course they will, ask me for it which 
most likely they won’t; so if you have any sincerity in your inten- 
tions it is better to give them the loaf at once, and let them help 
^themselves as their wants arise, without saddling a fresh obligation 
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wpon tliem fot every addidonat crumb.*’ However, Coding they did 
mt remove from tbe cottage in which he had first settled them, and 
which to them, indeed, appeared, by comparison, a perfect Paradise, 
‘ he, seeing HazeltreeCottage advertised and set forth very attractively 
in the advertisement, had taken it for them, merely sending Sdrah 
down to verify the likeness between the reality and the de- 
scription, and, her report having been favourable, he immediately 
concluded tbe bargain, and hwprofeffSes had been now established 
there about three weeks ; but until the present occasion, from a 
press of business, he had never been able to go so far to pay them 
a visit. And thus it was that Phillip Phippen had become acquainted 
with Mrs. OhaUeiton and her mother. No wonder, then, that 
Tuesday, the 29th of May, 1B55, was a great day at Hazeltree 
Cottage, and that the sun that morning, as he peeped through its 
ivy-shaded windows, and through the vapour-shrouded ones of the 
dormitory of Christ’s Hospital, woke up faces almost as beaming 
as his own I 

Now as Mr. Phippen studiously avoided speaking to Mrs. Chat- 
terton or her mother of their relations, which appeared to be as 
disagreeable a subject to them as it was to him, he often expatiated, 
with as much bitter indignation as if he were still suffering and 
perishing in the next street, upon the miserable fate of poor 
Thomas Chatterton. As a poet and a genius, he might, indeed, 
have ignored his existence; for, except Shakespear, whom, as a 
constant play-goer of half a century, he knew by heart and often 
quoted, saying ’Gad I he had felt it and seen it all, over and 
over again, only Shakespear expressed everything that was going 
on in the world within and the world without, so much better 
than he could but Chatterton, as a denizen of the vast republic 
of misery, not to know would have been almost like an historian 
being ignorant of some remarkable event or epoch in history. 
Moreover, this page of the past did admirably to titrn to whenever 
Mr. Phippen wanted to ward off any grateful speeches from the 
present owner of that ill-fated name, uj>bn whom poor Chatterton’s 
mantle of misery had descended, and upon whom it might have 
rested for ever but for the Samaritan of Thread need I e-street. 

** ’Fon my life, my dear, you have improved,’’ said Mr. Phippen, 
passing sentence on the salad, and hastily raising his napkin, wnich 
he always tucked through one button-hole, and drawing it across 
his lips, in order to do so, *‘for it’s not like any man or woman 
that even lived ; and do you know why ?** 

*^No, 1 do not,” smiled Mrs, Chatterton, ** only if it*i not like 
fQU either. Sir, Pm sure it can’t be good.” 

Not more like me than any of the rest ; for it has’nt a fault ; 
that’s what I mean.” 

** Then, after all, it is like you. Sir.” 

Come, no flattery, if you please. Tt is a thing that I e$|wially 
detest, and, therefore, never give or take, Besides, what do you 



UWan, you htiiSRy, by comparing me to a salad ? A salad’s green ; 
and 'gad, Fd have you to know that forty years passed in Thread* 
needle- street would take the verdure even out of an American 
prairie T’ 

Tim, w'ho had been curled up under the table, making a pillow 
of one of Mr. Phippen*s feet, having his attention suddenly at- 
tracted by a martlet flying out of a cherry-tree past the garden 
window up into one of the ivy-crowned chimneys, now made a 
sudden spring across the room ; and, like the old lady of nursery 
anthology in her celebrated equestrian excursion to Banbury Cross, 
being provided with the means of accompanying himself with music 
in his progress, he, in his turn, attracted not only the attention but 
the admiration of the Blue-coat boy — 

** Oh ! mother," cried he, just look at Tim. What a beautiful 
collar he’s got, with bells to it and all !" 

He in smart indeed. Ah ! Sir, you are as kind to animals as 
you are to human beings.” 

“ Well, suppose I am. Nine times out of ten they deserve it 
better. Animals, that is, quadrupeds, are innocent excellent 
people, particularly dogs and donkeys. ’Gad, I suppose it’s w'hat 
may be called a fellow feeling, but I never see a donkey that my 
heart don’t warm to it, and 1 should like suddenly to sprout into 
thistles, so as to give ihegn a salad — poor, patient, innocent, put- 
upon things—as agreeable as the one you have given me. Strange 
that the two animals in the creation most honored by the Creator 
should be the most oppressed by man; for honored they were 
when Our Saviour deigned to be born of woman, and to enter 
Jerusalem on an ass. But had you women less of the ass in you — 
that is, less patience and passive endurance ^we self-elected lords 
of the creation could not oppress you as we do. But people never 
are helped till they help themselves, nor pitied till they feel for 
themselves ; and ’gad ! as a sex, you only know how to complain. 
And until you are tmanimous in enforcing some slight justice and 
protection from the legislature, instead of being split into factions 
of the silly and the selfish, who, not suflering individually, care not 
how much their sex may suffer collectively, you are leaving the 
field clear for the vicious and tyrannical of ours, in the interest of 
whose vices it is to keep the iniquitous laws for grinding wives as 
they are, and continuing to crucify women as St, Peter was crucified, 
with their heads downwards 

Indeed, what you say is only too time. Sir; and it is this 
^gregate of silly selfish women who do the cause such dreadful 
injury, such being, for the most part, as profligate as the men. 
Like them, they care not how oppressive and unjust the laws may 
be against them as a sex, since they are in the position of smugglers, 
to whom the exorbitance of the excise and custom duty is nothing, 
since it does not afiect their illicit dealbgs ; on the contrary, the 
imposts that press so heavily upon the honest and conscientious 



\fwtla S U ItfC/ cuk>S f' ijf 


portion of the community ia all so much additional gain to those 
who infringe them.” 

** Mother, do look at Tim’s collar and the bells!” urged Robert 
Chatterton, who bad succeeded in catching that gentleman, and 
now laid him on his mother’s lap. 

“ Yes, beautiful indeed,” said she, stroking the cat’s head, who 
purred his thanks in a deep contralto. “ It reminds me”-^nd 
her eyes filled with tears as she spoke — ‘^ of a collar an uncle of 
mine gave me for a cat I had when I was a little girl.” 

“ What uncle, mother ?” asked the boy, 

** He’s dead now.” 

And where’s the collar ? I never saw it.” 

“No, Tin sorry to say I used to leave it tossing about, and at 
last it was stolen ; and when I had lost it, I was so sorry I—and to 
this day I keep reproaching myself for not having taken more care 
of it.” 

“ Ah ! there it is^ as Shakespear says in Much Ado About 
Not king : 

^ It BO fulls out, 

That what we have we prize not to the worth 
Whiles we enjoy it ; but, being lack’d and lost. 

Why, tfien we rack the value ; then we find 
The virtue that possession would not shew us 
Whilst it was ours.’ 

'Gad! it’s wonderful how that man knew everything! I only 
wish he could come, like the ghost in Hamlet, and give us Some 
tidings of the other world.” 

But seeing that Mrs. Chatterton’s tears now began to flow in 
good earnest, he added, somewhat apropos de bottes — 

“ Do you know what I never can understand about that poor boy 
Chatterton ? — which is, why the deuce, when his poems were so 
good, and would have done him such credit as his, that he should 
go and toady an old dead monk by fathering them upon him ? — a 
fellow who, however well versed he might have been in Pasties 
and Hippocrass, probably knew nothing of Poetry or Hippocrene.^’ 

No wonder Mr. Phippen could not understand it; but doubtless 
poor Chatterton, with that prescience possessed, more or less, by 
all whose passport is made out for an early return to the realms of 
light, knew even in Ms day (though then there was no Literary 
Inquisition, like “the Guilt of Literature,” for breaking on the 
wheel all uncUqued talent, or no maelstrbm of milk-and-water, like 
its chief tool, The New Quarterly y ready at a moment^s notice to 
direct “ to imraortaliiy” some ultra-inane Dickens-and-ditch-water 
imitations, or “ to the lowest oubliette of ‘ the Gmlf ” one of its 
predestined victims— weff A er, on that very account, being likdly to 
reach their allotted destinations)*— still, it may be fairly presumed 
that by intuition Chatterton knew the English world too well, 
more especially the literary world, not to feel that geniue in a 
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j^arret had no chance, except the one atnounting almost to a cer- 
tainty of being kept there by the barriers of neglect at least, if not 
by the pikes of persecution ; whereas dead men’s fames clash with 
no living petty spites or paltry pushings, and, moreover, it looks 
learned, and gives room for logomachy — always a desideratum 
among critics (?). So poor Chatterton borrowed the monk’s hood 
to hoodwink them, and perhaps also — who knows? — to give a 
plethoric air to his own starvation, and so lay a trap for bread, 
instead of stones — knowing how literally, though, albeit, some- 
what profanely, the well-fed portion of the world act upon the 
Gospel principle, and take care that to those who have much, much 
shall be given, while /ro?» those who have nothing shall be taken 
even that which they seem to have. 

But one of the, most melancholy things to me in that poor 
young fellow’s fate,’’ continued Mr. Phippen, “ is the idea of the 
posthumous sulwl&riptions that Southey and Cottle got up to pub- 
lish his works for the benefit of his starving sister (though it was 
very good of therth I’m not saying it was not) ; still, when one 
thinks that had that poor boy had half even of one of those hun- 
dreds during his miserable struggle, it might have prevented its 
fearful termination. ’Gad 1 I think if I had been Mrs. Newton 
I would have starved before I could have eaten a shilling of it, for, 
all said and done, it was blood money.” 

‘‘ Ah 1 Sir, she had a daughter,” was the widow’s only defence 
of her husband’s relative. 

’Gad I I forgot that ; yes, I see, she couldn’t help taking it, 
hut it was a pity too.” 

And this was as explicit a way of owning himself vanquished as 
if Mr. Phippen had lowered his arms at a tournament, or said, 
1 give in” at a prize-fight. But in order to cover his retreat as 
well as possible, he added — 

” Now, my dear, give me a cup of your good tea.” 

“ No wine, Sir ? You need not be afraid of it, for like all else in 
the house, it’s your own that you gave us ; and there is some very 

f ood home-brewed beer, not brewed by ust but I know that it is 
oniie-brewed, as we get it from a farm-house.” 

Neither, thank you, for I foolishly took my allowance before 
dinner. I’m glad you don’t find me ^ drunk and disorderly,’ for, 
to ask my way to this place, I turned into one of those taverns 
where everything is ordered ‘to be drunk on the premises,’ and 
therefore 1 suppose everybody is expected to be so too ; it was up 
yonder, at ‘ The Four Alls,’ Mr. Levens’s — a very honest man 
apparently, with a pedigree as long as ray arm, of psalmody, 
shaving, bailiffs, bassoons, free-masoiiry, and French horns. And, 
’egad I I set the poor people’s house on fire for ’em.” 

And Mr. Phippen laid, down his knife and fork, and laughed till 
the tears came into his eyes as he recalled the tableau of little, fat, 
round Mrs. Levens, kicking and struggling in poor, long, thin Tom 
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Levans’s atma, which was all the world, as he afterwards explained 
to Mrs. Chatterton^ like an obstreperous and suddenly galvanized 
round of beef trying to free itself from the skewer that upheld it. 

*'Set their house on 6re, SirT* echoed the widow, looking 
aghast. 

No, my dear, not quite so bad as that : but this was the way 
of it/’ and as soon as he could sufficiently master his laughter 
(which, now that he was not afraid of offenaing any one, kept ex- 
ploding every five minutes like little preliminary eruptions of 
Vesuvius,) he gave her the whole scSna, from his arrival at The 
Four Alls” till nis departure, also elucidating by explanatory notes 
Mr. Levens’s pedigree, which, in his former cursory mode of 
merely alluding to it as a fait accompli, had considerably mystified 
her. 

While they were all three laughing over thk episode, and Bob 
more especially lamenting that he had not beefPthere to see Mrs. 
Levens during her high state of excitement, w^hen she was con- 
verting her son into a fire escape, Sarah came in with the Old 
lady^s grateful thanks to Mr. Fhippen for the grapes and straw- 
berries, and a large cup to take her up some tea. 

*‘Slirah Nashl” said Mr. Phippen, hope you don^t forget 
the Chinese way I taught you of telling what o’clock it is by the 
cat’s eyes, for you must be sure and let me know when it wants a 
quarter to nine, in case I should forget to look at my watch 

« Very well, Sir; I’ll be sure to let you know.’^ 

** Mother, may I have this bit of bread for the birds ? for I hear 
the nightingales beginning now,” said Robert. 

**yes, dear.” 

** That’s right. Good boy ! Always feed the birds ; and you 
are doubly bound to do so now that you are yourself a yellow- 
hammer.” 

** Oh ! IVe got such a pretty poem about an old man, who, when 
he died, left a legacy to feed the birds,” said the boy, venturing to 
approach his benefactor, and summoning additional courage to 
look up in his face ; for, though he loved him dearly, his mother 
had held him up, not only as the hemg par excellence, to be always 
first in his prayers, but she had also enlarged upon lago’s idea, 
with reference to Othello and himself, ♦ and taught her son to 
think that that kind old man had indeed 

A daily beauty in his life, 

That made all others ugly.*' 

Nov was she far wrong ; so that the child’s love was tempered 
with a sort of awe, such as a good Catholic might feel foar his 
patron saint. 

Have you> my boy K’ said Mr. Phippen, patting his head. 

* ** He hath a daily beauty in hiS life 
That makes me ugly /' 
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‘‘ Show it to Mr. Phippen, de^r. I’m sore he will he glad to see 
it ; for it was his prize. Sir, for history and general good conduct.” 

And away went Bob to the farther china closet, and rettirned 
with his fine green-and*gold volume of Longfellow, and blushing 
up to his ears to think how he was proclaiming his own honors, 
he turned over the leaves until he came to that charming Legend 
of Wurtzburg, which Longfellow has so exquisitely versified, and 
pointed to the lines where Vogehveide, the minnesinger of its 
cathedral, dying — 

** Gave the monks his treasures j 

Gave them all with this behest, 

They should feed the birds at noontide, 

Daily on his place of rest/* 

Poor fellow 1” cried Mr. Phippen, “ may he rest all the better 
for it in bis narrow bed.” But when he read on to where tlie 

g ortly abbot put his veto against the poor little aerial choristers* 
eritage as wanton waste, and how they, poor pilgrims, came — 

In vain o*er tower and turret, 

From the walls and woodland nests, 

When the minster bells rang noontide. 

Gather'd the unwelcome guests," * 

he closed the book, and, shaking it as vehemently as if it had been 
the utilitarian abbot’s neck, said — - 

*Egad, Bob I I only wish we bad that rascally abbot here 1 
And if he must thwart and annoy the poor birds and rob them of 
their rights, it should be as a scarecrow j for you and I would 
bang him up to the highest cherry-tree we could find, wouldn’t we ?” 

*‘That we would cried Bob, clapping his hands, in great 
delight at the mental panorama before him of a fat abbot dangling 
as a chatelaine from a cherry-tree. 

’Pon ray life ! this seems very pretty poetry though ; not that 
I’m a judge,” said Mr. Phippen, as he aafain opened the volume 
and looked through it. Pm surprised I for I thought the Yankees 
thought of nothing but 

^ Dimes and dollars, 

Dollars and dimes 

and that in America as in England 

* An empty purse was the worst of crimes/ 

*€fad, rii buy this book.” 

Bob looked eagerly at his mother. The look WES as legible as 
his otvn best copper-plate hand ; so that she instantly, viS the same 
electric telegraph, nodded a double assent. 

Oh, JSir r* said the boy, now really redder than the chelrries! on 

H 2 
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the tree from which they should like to have hung the utiHtSrian 
abbot, “ if you would accept this one, I should be so glad P’ 

What, iny boy — your priae-book?” 

Oh, yes, Sir ! I only wish it was something better or something 
more.” 

“ Well, I will accept it, and shall value it doubly, to think that 
my little yellow-hamraer was so good that he won Longfellow when 
he was only a short fellow 1 So that is the long and the shoit of 
it, Bob,” said Mr. Phippen, as he transferred the volume td his 
pocket ; and Bob, who thought this a rare jest, felt so buoyant that 
lie was convinced had he only put the tips of his feet to the ground, 
and willed it, he could, as one does in a dream, have flown back to 
Christ’s Hospital, and told all the boys in his class of the .peat 
honor that bis prize-book had come to ! And even Tim seemed to 
be thinking something of the same marvellous and magical sort, as 
at that moment he scratched his ear, and shook out such a peal 
upon his bells as must for life have deafened any stray flea then 
invading him \ to say nothing of bells being considered all the 
world over, from Fairyland to Finland, as the most infallible mediums 
for adjuring or conjuring supernatural agencies. And as the twi- 
light deepened, and the moonlight came tripping through the 
leaves ifl little fugitive rays, that seemed, as Bob said, as if they 
were playing at puss-in-the-corner all over the room — now here, 
now there, and never remaining anywhere — he grew much braver, 
and stood up much closer to Mr. Phippen, and even took very great 
liberties, in prying into Ms boyish pursuits, and making black- 
letter researches into the aboriginal games of leap-frog, marbles, 
trap-ball, snap-dragon, pegtopism, and other similar dissipations, 
and ultimately both felt and expressed much surprise at hearing 
that all and each of them had, like the Chinese people (in their owm 
estimation), attained to perfection so many years ago, and con-* 
sequenlly had never varied since. And so the time passed, till 
Sarah appeared to •w'arn Mr. Phippen that it wanted a quarter to 
nine, when, with his usual punctuality, he instantly rose to depart; 
but the widow and her son aiked leave to accompany him down the 
lane, as far as to where the cab was waiting for him. 

’Gad ! that’s very good of you ! and I’m sure I’m extremely 
obi eeged to you for your hospitable reception, I don’t know when 
I’ve passed a pleasanter time. I’ll come and see you soon again-— 
that is, as soon as I can get away ; and, do you know, I like this 
little, quaint, old-fashioned nook ten times better than that new, 
staring, brown brick affair at Esher, which, somehow or other, 
always gave me the idea of a red-haired man with his ey^-lashe^ 
cut off. Good bye, Sarah Nash I” added he, turning to that nytirph, 
who was opening the gale. 

Good bye, Sir ; and will you phase Sir give my duty to Mm. 
Pemble when you writes 
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Very good, that I’ll do. Tim ! good night, old fellow ; and 
don’t forget that — 

* Fat of snails, and marrow of mice, 

Make a dish tliat's wondrous nice,' " 

sun^l Mr. Phippen, to Bob’s infinite amusement, as the former took 
Off his hat to Tim, who was now in Sarah’s arms, and who 

mewed” his adieux in return. 

“ *Pon my life, this is delicious !” cried Mr. Phippen, stopping 
before they had gone twenty yards, and inhaling a long respiration 
of tlje thousand perfumes from leaf and fiower that the evening air 
was distilling, breaking off at the same time a branch of woodbine 
out of the hedge, which indeed invited him to do so, by touching 
his cheek as he passed, and flipping a tolerable sprinkling of dew 
over him ; and then he looked up into the clear sky, with its young 
crescent moon and little vibrating white clouds, through which 
every now and then some star would flash like a stolen glance. 

“Well, it’s surprising to me,” said he, withdrawing his eyes 
from the heavens, and uttering his thoughts aloud, “ that people 
don’t take a little morl trouble to get there.” 

“ Oh, Sir ! when you come down here again,” said Ilobert 
Chatterton, “ may I not come, too 

“ Well, I don’t exactly know how that will be. Bob, as I cannot 
fix a time for coming again. Dear me, there’s the cab. I’m sorry 
we have no farther to go ; but, bless me, Bob, I was nearly com- 
mitting a terrible over-sight. You know you were asking me just 
now about school-games and customs in my time ; and there was I, 
very nearly forgetting the most time-honored and popular of them 
all” 

** Indeed, Sir !” cried the boy, getting still closer to him, while 
his eyes dilated in the moonlight, thinking he was at last going to 
hear something new, or at least not known there, to carry back to 
school with him. 

“ Why, yes ; wasn’t that too bad ? However, a little giddiness is 
excusable in young fellows like me. It is this. You must know, 
Bob, that in my time, whenever youngsters came home from school, 
or eiders went there to see them, it was always a matter of course 
(and, indeed, I’ve been credibly informed that the custom still 
exists) that the said elders should give the said youngsters a tip,” 

And Bob laughed as, suiting the action to the word, Mr. Phippen 
put a nice, new, bright, double sovereign into his hand. 

“Oh I no, indeed, Sir, thank you ; he does not want it,” said 
Mrs. Chatterton, “ and I can give him whatever he does want.” 

*^Hush, for Heaven’s sake!” cried Mr. Phippen, playfully 
placing his hand before her mouth 5 “ only consider if any utilitarian 
member for Farthingfudge, or Screwemalkight, should be going by 
on the top of a Turnham-gi*een omnibus, we should hs^ve Mm 
bringing in a bill to that effect next session, entitled ‘The Codgers* 
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Tip Protection Bill/ Well, good night; Goo Mess yon, my dear. 
Good bye, Bob, and mind you ^et as many prizes as you can* that 
J may continue in your good books, though, 'gad ! I don’t mean to 
rob you of them a// as I did to-day/ And so saying, and shaking 
both mother and son cordially by the hand, he got into the cab, 
which drove off, but it had not proceeded far before the cabman 
pulled up suddenly. 

** What’s the matter?” asked his fare ; but instead of answering 
him the man ran a little way back to some one who was calling 
him, but presently returned handing in a silk pocket-handkerchief. 

“ It’s your handkitcher if you please. Sir, as you dropped, and 
your lady picked it up and was a calling arter us wdth it, that’s 
all.” 

My Lady, indeed I” echoed Mr. Phip>pen as he threw himself 
back into a corner of the cab, which now made another start, and 
this time an effectual one. 


CHAPTER XVni. 

THE LITTLE GREAT WORLD OR LONDON. THE PARYENU’s 
DINNER. THE FINE PEOPLE MR. PIlIPPEN FINDS HIM- 
SELF AMONGST, WITHOUT BEING, IN FINE, MUCH ELATED 
THEREAT. 

There is not much room for description in the costume of even 
the most elaborately got-up modern eUgant ; consequently there is, 
of course, still less in the toilet of Mr. Phippen upon the day that 
he was to dine at Sir Titaniferous Thompson’s ; so that it may be 
brieliy summed up as a particularly soigtd specimen of the Horid 
Gothic. The flowered black satin waistcoat, the “ vmy tasty thmg'* 
with which he had so maliciously tried the nerves of the bran>-new 
baromftt on the previous day in Tlireadneedie Street, was in requi- 
sition, but only modestly in the back ground, under a white one of 
the most dazzling freshness ; for, unknown to himself, Mr. Phippen 
was a disciple of Brummel’s, and the great theory of his dress, on 
all occasions practically carried out, was, “plenty of clean linen,- 
country washing, and no perfumes/’ Still, as he had a vague idea 
that the latter were de rigeur on great occasions, he had sent to 
Smith’s for a half-guinea bottle of thair really fragrant lavender^ 
water, as be did not even suspect the existence of any other perfume, 
with the exception of attar of rose, which, like genius, is pleasant 
enough at a distance, but exceedingly oppressive and disagreeable 
when too near. And the lavender-water being opened, some of it. 
was duly poured ujxm a eambrk handkerchief of a curiously ino 
teiture. ' ' 
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xtiy life, that*s pleasant!'’ said Mr. Phippen, waving the 
perfumed cambric like an orifiumme through the room ; “ but not 
equal to the hedges in Hazeitree Lane, though." 

And with this soliloquy, and the kerchief consigned to his 
pocket, Mr. Phippen’s toilet was completed. Moreover, his carriage 
(for he had one — a Clarence) was at the door j but his having a 
carriage at all was only the result of his having an opera-box, he 
being passionately fond of music j and whenever he lent his box 
to ladies, he invariably placed his carriage at their disposal also, 
but with job horses j for, as he himself said — “ What would be the 
use of his keeping horses ? He should be always lending them, 
and, 'gad I the poor animals would be driven off their feet ; for 
nothing knocked up horses like shopping, balls, conceits, reviews, 
horticultural f^tes, &c., &c. ; it was worse than hunting, or even 
posting, fifty times I " And so the Clarence remained at a livery 
stable in Bruton Street, where they gave him very good horses 
when he wanted them, and also supplied him with an exceedingly 
respectable-looking coachman and footman, who looked as well in 
his quiet dark-green livery as if they were in the habit of donning 
it every day. 

Mr. Phippen being dressed, eight o’clock having struck, and 
the carriage having been announced by the waiter, what, did he 
mean by ensconcing himself in an easy chair, and setting in for 
“the leading article" of The Times f Why, to show his know- 
ledge of some, at least, of the usages of “ good society '' (?) — one 
of which consisted in the. bad manners and ill-breeding of keeping 
people waiting when they ask you to dinner ; and so he thought 
ho would re-assure his host that he was not quite such a Goth as 
he might think him, but could, when he chose it, be as impertinent 
as the best of them ; so, leaving him in more agreeable and pro- 
fitable society than any he is likely to meet with — to wit, the afore- 
said leading article— we will precede him to Hyde Park Place, and 
enter at once with our Asmodeus-privilege of authorship. The 
exterior of the bouse (my Lord Dunnington’s, which Sir Titanifer- 
ous Thompson rented; we have already described in a former chap- 
ter. It is the received opinion, that when a woman marries she 
ought to approximate herself, her feelings, her tastes, her bearing, 
her habits — in short, her whole being — to the sphere and nature of 
her husband — which, like all other received opinions, makes no 
clause or provision for exceptional cases which occur, more or less, 
in all general conditions, and consequently does not recollect what 
a terrible abyss such an approximation and elasticity of character 
might plunge some women into ! However, when Lady Georgiana 
Giraffe (m;Ao, par parmthhe, was one of the most common-place 
of the common-place) bestowed her hand and title by courtesy on 
Sir Titaniferous Thompson, she seemed so entirely of this opinion 
that she plunged so suadenly and effectually into the rt^le of ndme&u 
rkhe, that nobody ever thought of making the invidious distinction 
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of calliag him a parven% bvt always spoke of ihm as sucb. Shm^ 
ebe concluded, was to wealth what faith is to religion-ythe evideuoil 
of things not seen ; and consequently esepmse, even in defiance of 
taste, appeared the one thing aimed at throughout their estaMiA* 
ment, as though she would have said at every turn vid placardsi.as 
they do in pantomimes, There ! thafs what I marri^ this Utthi 
uglyt tulgar, mean^looking man for It was necessary, at least 
she thought so, in order to follow out this public and constant 
vindication of ber marriage, that their dinners should have some 
much more salient points than the mere perfection of the midnet 
though they had one of the first artistes in Europe ; neither was 
the magnificent horticultural display of the dessert en permanence, 
h la Musse, with the little fountains of iced and perfumed waters 
that played amid the flowers from the artistically-arranged plateam, 
nor tne first course being served on curiously-embossed old cingtic* 
cento silver plate, the second entirely on gold plate, and the third 
on Capo de Monte china, of the very rarest workmanship and de- 
signs, enough, in Lady Georgiana Thompson’s opinion (and per- 
haps she was right), to counterbalance the piece of very ugly 
common clay that she had been obliged to take into the bargain 
with all these gems, and yet leave the latter sufficiently in the as- 
cendant to make her the envy of all her dear friends and acquaint, 
aiice ; so that, in continuation, her own chair, in the centre of the 
table, was of crimson velvet, with gilded arms, smnewhat throne- 
shaped, and, in order to make it the more conspicuous, the ^een 
that put on at the back was so arranged as to form a pillow, the 
eider-down stuffing being first covered with white satin, and then 
a case of Dresden lace slipped over it, frilled with point d^Alenfon. 
What a pity, therefore, it would have been, if Lady Georgiana 
Thompson could have been cured of “ those horrid headachifsi” 
which compelled such a charming combination of red velvet and 
white lace ! The menus du diner, too, were like no one else^s, for 
they were always printed, not exactly on satin, but on satin paper, 
in gold letters, like a command play-bill, which was not only t&ni 
soit pm mamuis ton, but exceedingly annoying and mystifying to 
near-sighted elderly ladies and gentlemen, who would much richer 
have known in plain, legible black and white what they were going 
to have for dinner. However, amid all this display, there was one 
aping of regality really charming. Lady Georgiana had obtained 
their landlord’s (Lord Dunnington's) leave to pull down the arch 
of the partition wall in the alcove where the sideboard stood, which 
opened into a breakfast roomj this was completely filled with 
flowering shrubs and exotics, and bosquets of moss ana evergreens, 
w^bich concealed a Hesse Darmstadt and a regimental band, that 
played alternately during dinner ; and as Jjord Dunnington had 
somewhere heard, among the numerous English and foreign phy- 
sicigns he was always consulting for his gout, that music promotes 
digestion, he was too good a landlord, dined at Sir Titaniferous’s 
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* 1 ^ often, and appreciated the tours de force of PriBnetelli, the 
harooet’s chef too scientifically, to refuse such a trifle to Lady 
Oeorgiana as the permission to pull down a party wall, or, indeed, 
all the walls in the house, provided the so doing did not endanger 
those of the kitchen and dining-room. Moreover, he claimed con- 
nection with the Thompsons on account of his discarded niece 
baring married a disinherited defunct cousin of Sir Titaniferous, 
and, indeed, he would gladly have made it out relationships at least 
on the 7n<mey side, if he could. But as for Lady De Baskerville, 
he always boldly talked of her as his relation (1) for she was a very 
handsome woman, and her daughters were the most beautiful girls 
in London. One had married well, and no doubt the other would 
do so; and the sons were all getting on amazingly except the 
eldest ; but then he was a peer, so there was no necessity for him 
to climb unless he liked it. Altogether it was charming to see 
family ties so knit as they were at Dunnington House that day, for 
Lady De Baskerville was truly kind in being an hahituie, and 
showing her intimacy with the Thompsons. The only difference 
between her and her nephew was, that he always spoke of her as 
‘^my aunt, Lady De Baskerville,” while she as invariably spoke of, 
or to, him as ** Sir Titaniferous,” which was at once more respect* 
ful and less compromising ; for there is a wide difference between 
liking people^s money, their dinners, and their position in the world, 
and liking themselves, or caring to be thought belonging to them 
if they have not always belonged to that position. And friend- 
ship (!) (of which the fashionable %vorld every day furnishes the 
most remarkable instances) may exist independent of all esteem or 
regard, for the same object may be detestable to our tastes, but 
adorable to our interests. The mind has a surprising faculty of 
accommodating itself, an amazing elasticity of adaptiveness, so 
that by dint of habit both persons and things in themselves, either 
pernicious or antipathetic, cannot be dispensed with but reluctantly 
or with regret. Still, what a Janus is that said custom ! — for while 
it acts as pacificator to antipathies it quite as often plays the lago 
to friendships and affections. But Lady De Baskerville had 
shufiBied her cards so well as to let the prevalent idea in society be, 
that jt was L^dy Georgiana who was her relation and not the 
marito / and this ingam felice she had achieved partly by letting 
judgment go by default— that is, not contradicting the mistake — 
and partly (though she was so very respectful to her nephew) by 
calling her niece by marriage Georgy/^ or “ dear Georgy,*^ as 
often as it was possible to do so without being » vulgarly demon- 
strative ; and as Lady Georgiana was exceedingly plain (that large 
fea^tured sort of ugliness that wonH let people charitably pass it 
by)f, and anything but young, she by no means discouraged this 
fodd familiarity, but quite the reverse, for however you might 


Look In her face and you'd forget it all,^ 
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there was in the sound ef ** dear Geor/?y*’ a somctlimg thet ppi* 
supposed youth and beauty* But we must leave the dinin^if-room, 
where the candelabra arc beginning to be lighted, and go up stairs, 
which, indeed, was like walking through an avenue in tht Chdtem 
des Fleurs, so luxuriantly were they decorated with exotics ; and 
as royalty had been expected that day, instead of the usual Ax* 
minster stair-carpets, ones of crimson velvet, bordered with 
miniver (worth a small German principality in themselves), had 
been substituted* The portibres of the doors were also of crimson 
velvet, but to lighten them for summer they had an inner drapery 
of Honiton lace, for, as Lady Georgian a said, ^^one really ought 
to patronize one's own manufactures,” and as long as they were 
of an equally costly description she was always ready to uo so. 
But, alas ! the course of true getting on in the world, like the 
course of its antipodes, true love, never yet ran smooth,'^ and 
that morning Lady Georgiana had received a note from Lady 

, announcing that their Royal Highnesses the Duchess of 

and the Princess of were invited to dine at 

Buckingham Palace, and Sir Titaniferous also receivtjd an apology 
from their other great card. Lord Oaks, saying he had received a 
command to dine at the Palace also, so that only his son, Lord 
Acorn, came, and a few of the acrobats of bis Lordship’s political 
party. Mais d tout malheur quelque chose est bon; and this 
seeming disappointment was more than counterbalanced to the 
host by the slight nervousness he felt as to Mr. Phij>pen*s un- 
courtly franc parler in such society, notwithstanding the pains he 
had taken to double-gild him, and quadruple his capital, for this 
occasion, which, as Sir Titaniferous was aware from his own 
personal experience, would have made any amount of vulgarity 
(had Mr. Phippen possessed it) not only tolerated, but adulated, 
by our haute mUe, Besides, this absence of royalty, by leaving 
the baronet less pre-occupied, gave birn more time to con his 
lady-wife's oft-repeated, and as oft-forgotten, lesson ml to ask 
people to drink wine with him ; not to ask young ladies when they 
would take another ride, meaning thereby go out in the carriage 
with Lady Georgiana j not to speak of the Princess Victoria as 
the Princess Royal j not to panegyrise any fMbuiante by saying he 
thought her a very genteel girl ; not to issue a bulletin about his 
health, saying that Dr. Holland had forbidden him to drink cham- 
pagne, as not one of the five or six-and -twenty dear friends dining 
with him cared one straw what state his health was in, as long as 
it was not altogether so bad as to prevent his giving dinners ; and, 
above all, not to say that, in spite of the doctor’s prohibition, he 
sometimes gave himself ‘ a treat/ and took champagne « with a 
hundred other mts, too numerous to mention. Lady De Basker-* 
villa had also her consolation in thinking that she could more 
exclusively devote herself to snaring that rard mis^ old Lord 
Celendon, though she could not get over Florinda’s folly^not to 



VBftir soccBSSttri/. 


ms 

my disobedience— ‘in ^oing with her brother to the Crimea j yet it 
was not exactly that either, as they bad started from Cowes with- 
out asking her leave, and written from the Dardanelles to say 
what they had done; but what made the thing so terrible, in Lady 
De Baskerville’e mind, was not only the time the silly girl was 
losing with Lord Celendon, who, on his side at least, had no time 
to lose, but she also feared that the beautiful Florinda, like that 
other misguided young creature, the Princess Arizapha, in that 
most entertaining of histories, “ The Adventures of John of 
Gaunt, might prefer the gaiety and good legs” of some sub- 
altern out there to Lord Celendon’s prosiness and gouty ones. 
What a pity the mother was not out there, instead of the daughter I 
—for, though she might not have made so many conquest®, what 
a general she would have made! for no one possessed the art of 
giving a defeGt the air of a victory like Lady De Baskerville. So 
when Lord Celendon had sunk down into a berghre beside her, 
and wheezed out what he meant to be a little playful persiffiage 
about ail being fair in love and war, but its being very uiifair to 
send such a lovely creature as Lady Florinda to the seat of war, to 
increase the lists of the killed and wounded, wdth a great deal 
more to the same effect, equally new and equally spirituel-^ 

“Ah, my dear Lord Celendon!” said the mother, lowering her 
voice to the piano of a confidential communication, ostensibly to 
flatter her auditor, but in reality to escape the ridicule of being 
heard by any one else ; “ few people know Flo*, or have any idea 
of the depth of womanly devotion that there is under that smiling 
face of hers. She’s not the least like other girls of her age. Balls 
and f^tes have little attraction for her; her sphere is in a sick 
room; it’s /Acre she shines! So gentle! so thoughtful! so inde- 
fatigable! We always call her the ‘little nurse’ at home; and, 
poor dear child ! her great ambition was to go and join Miss 
Nightingale at Scutari.” 

But Lord Celendon looked as if he thought that one sick 
room and one set of dilapidated limbs were quite sufficient for a 
young lady of eighteen to exercise her nursing talents upon ; so, 
quick as lightning. Lady De Baskerville deciphered the look, and 
perceived that, like her daughter, she had gone rather too far in 
going to Scutari ; so she added — 

“ But that was quite out of the question, so I have written to 
De Baskerville to say that he must bring Flo* back, directly.” 

“ I think your Ladyship did right,” was the old peer’s laconic 
rejoinder. 

And now the rooms began not exactly to fill, for they were too 
large for a mere dinner-party, however numerous to have filled 
them, but the guests began rapidly to arrive, and were of that 
heterogenous description generally to be met with in the mammon 
temples of les nmveaux riches^ comprising almost every link in 
society’s ffiU chain, from its legitimate leailers that are courted 
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manmwed for, and tlie intermediate ordinary mass of pnsliers 
and climbers, down to the plebeian hangers-on, who are ohly 
permitted and suffered, but who nevertheless must not be con- 
verted into enemies by total neglect. Moreover, this being called' 
an age of ** progress*' Q) (though the great struggle appears to be 
not so much to progress as to rise\ of course Sir Titaniferous had 
not been long in the House of Commons without acquiring the 
dodge of coalescing with the literary swell-mob, seeing, by the 
literary-politico samples in that house, of what steam-power the 
puffology of a certain clique of the press is in fabricating virtues 
and talents for their protegSs, and disseminating them by electric 
telegraph through the country, while all their vices and short- 
comings (which is but natural since they are wedded to the latter) 
are kept, like their wives, snugly in the back-ground, and their 
existence ignored by the community at large. In fact, though by 
no means a brilliant man, Sir Titaniferous Thompson could not, 
in his parliamentary career, have attended half-a-dozen divisions 
upon great beer or button bills, or any other of those equally vital 
and important questions, upon which the legislature delights to 
expend its time and the country's patience, without of his own 
accord, unaided bv any higher intelligence, discovering the differ- 
ence between St. Stephen’s and the saint after which it is named — 
for the latter, the Early Fathers tell us, “ was a man full of faith 
and the Holy Ghost f whereas the former, as must be palpable to 
the meanest capacity, is an assemblage full of froth and the 
hollowest humbug ; so the great thing is to stick close to it^j lead- 
ing HUMBUG ENCES, and this Sir Titaniferous did. And there 
they now stood in the persons of Lord Acorn, Mr. Jericho Jabber, 
Sir Jonas Packlhemall, Mr. Wallstaff, Sir Janus Allpuff, and a 
Colonel Giltpin, who was a nonentity as to talent, but an out-and- 
outer as to obsequiousness and parliamentary elasticity, and there- 
fore was of use in his generation ; for politics, in the present day ; 
are nothing more than a sort of great town and borough picnic to 
which one brings brains (c la financier), another spoons, another 
tongue, another Ute de veau au naturel, and so on j but the beauty 
of this arrangement is, that while every man looks exclusively 
after his own individual quota, he profits as much as he can by 
his neighbours. It must be confessed that this group was any- 
thing but a graceful one, though Lady Georgiana’s velvet portieres 
formed a hack-ground to it that would have been at once the 
admiration and the despair of a painter. Beyond it stood anotiier 
(of men, of course, as is generally the case in England), consisting 
of Mr. George Beaucherche, the sexagenarian legacy- bun ter, Of 
whom Tom Levens had made (not exactly) honorable mention. 
He was what some persons thought a handsome man, he himself 
being decidedly of that opinion ; but, being very large, and every 
year getting larger, without his finances in any degree keeping 
pace with his personal expansioA, and being witnal of a minutely 





thrifty and economical turn, he had so completely outgrown his 
clothes that every one lived in a constant state of alarm, that 
having already seen too much of Mr. George Beaucherche, they 
might see more ; and so the public hope was, that the first use he 
wquld make of that silly and heartless old woman’s (Lady Dives’) 
legacy, would be to get a new wardrobe. Altogether, the chief 
characteristic of his appearance was maumis ton, as it was an 
admirable imitation of those Brummagem brigands, as confectioned 
at the Surrey theatre, or Bartholomew fair ; and, indeed, he could 
not, have been quite as irresistible as be thought himself, consider- 
ing the ceaseless pains he had taken, and the reams of paper he 
had sacrificed in letter-writing, never to have succeeded in hook- 
ing even one legacy, till he had got from that besotted old 
Lady Dives what should have been the provision for her old and 
faithful servants. One of the many strings to his bow (a very 
long one it was) had been Mrs. Jericho Jabber during the lifetime 
of her first husband, when she very foolishly, and not very honor- 
aWy^ used to shew and laugh over his voluminous diurnal epistles; 
but as Mr. Jericho Jabber was at the same time playing exactly 
the same game, and being the cleverer van rim of the two, he was 
in the death literally, and carried off the lean widow and her fat 
jointure. Beyond a certain point no one can bear : the loss of the 
lady, there is no doubt, Mr. Beaucherche would and could have 
borne h la Brutus, when he heard how his Portia fell ; hut the 
loss of the £5000 a-year jointure, of which he had made so sure, 
eaten ao many bad dinners, and wasted (as it turned out) so much 
good flattery to secure, — that was, indeed, a blow such as only the 
hurricanes of adverse fate can aim ; but, no doubt, as he did not 
mortally succumb under it, he called philosophy to his aid, and ' 
consoled himself with a maxim of his Imperial Majesty Napoleon 
the lliird, i.e., that ** a great enterprise never succeeds at the flrst 
attempt,” though it was far from being his first attempt in that 
particular line. Next to him stood a little man, with rather a fine 
and somewhat Shakespearian head, which he did not quite belie, 
as he wrote plays, some of which were, in wit and artistic arrange- 
ment, infinitely superior to the much overrated Rivals, School 
for Scandal, and Critic / but then he was not Richard Brinsley 
Sheridan, the boon companion of princes, the etfant gdU of 
duchesses, and the Jeremy Diddler of tradesmen — he was only 
plain Mr, Pluch^, with that great drawback to getting on in ** the 
heat bad society ” in London, to wit, being an exceedingly re- 
spectable man in private life, having been an excellent husband 
and father, muis en revanche, he was a greater tuft-hunter than 
even Sheridan, for, in short, poor Mr. Pluch6 was just the sort of 
little* grateful, humble, “thank you for small mercies” sort of 
man* to die of a how" from a lord “ in aromatic* pain.* The third 
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of tills group was a trailing poHtlctau, a Mr. Fllmer Bnobson/wlip 
had begun his political-^no, parliamentary — career as a red-hot 
Tory, but finding the Whigs had a much longer reign of it than 
the most sanguine amongst them ever could have anticipated, and 
his wife being Radical in everything, even to her ugliness, which 
was on the largest and coarsest possible scale of what Cptnte 
D'Orsay used to call laideur an blanc — to wit, a fade Monde-^znh 
she being all for Free Trade, the he Snobson suddenly launched 
into Liberalism ; and really now-a-days the humbug is so nearly 
equalized, whether under the names of ** Whig,*’ ** Tory,” ** Con* 
servative,^' or Free-Trader,” that, if it were not to humour soipe 
booby constituency, who will not believe that an M.P., under 
whatsoever name, is an equal fiction, it would not be worth any of 
these gentry’s while to take the trouble of what is called ‘‘ ratting.” 
However, Mr, Filmer Snobson’s own texture was so essentially 
cotton — without one silken thread — that perhaps he had done well 
to change his colours, in winding out the prosy speeches in the 
house, which were as interminable as the longest reel of that 
commodity that ever found its way into the market. Mrs. Filmer 
Snobson (certainly she was not handsome t mais ga n'erapiche pa$ 
les sentimensj and doubtless it was her striking likeness to 
Prince Albert’s prize, Lady Swine, that caused her to be so well 
received at Court), — ^but Mrs. Filmer Snobson, we were about to 
observe, was now sitting talking to Mrs. Jericho Jabber, and 
between them they divided the trammels of marriage for tbeir 
respective lords and masters (?), thus rendering it only a sort of 
limited liability, as Mrs. Jericno Jabber was only bone of her hus- 
band’s bone, while Mrs. Filmer Snobson was entirely flesh of her 
spouse’s flesh. 

In the ofhng, a little behind them, and considerably interfering 
with Lady de Baskerville’s and Lord Celendon’s tSte^d^tite, was a 
most hideous and exceedingly vulgar-looking old woman, with a 
hump upon her back, and one eye about the size of a shilling, 
while its companion was not above half those dimensions, which 
had at one time earned for her the sobriquet of eighteen pence. 
She was rouged, or rather raddled up to these two unequal optics ; 
and her dress, being very short both in the waist and in the 
length, and being composed of black tulle powdered all over With 
round white spots, added to her attractions by giving her the air of 
a supi^annuated guinea-fowl, to whom repletion and rheumatilin 
bad rendered roosting an unpleasant process, and who therefore 
preferred standing on one leg, as she was then doing. Hawg 
been an authoress before the beginning of this century, when 
blotting a certain number of pages, no matter with what trash, an# 
surviving the operation, was considered quite suflBcient of a miracle 
to give a person the entrSe into society as Mr. This, or Miss lhat, 
‘‘thsj autmorbss,” though her sire in private life had been a 
footman, and in public a strolling player, and herself a governess, 
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Sh« contrived to make keraelf useful to some of tlie haute vol^e of 
those early times, and so wa^ handed down to their descendants of 
the present day as a sort of oral tradition, and, the ornamental 
heittg impossible, the useful still continued; for this objet non 
charmant was Lady Gorgon, the most indefatigable match-maker, 
or match-raarrer in London, according as she was retained on 
either side; and where there were no matches to be made, and 
they were already marred beyond her powers of meddling, she was 
Equally ready to undertake, and clever in eicecuting, any other little 
ddd job in tne way of helping on a profligate husband, provided he 
were rich and well up in the world, and forging a lie or dissemi- 
nating a calumny about his victim wife ; and much of this honor- 
able sort of secret service had she rendered to her friend and in 
every way worthy compare, Sir Janus AUpufF. She and her sister 
had noth succeeded, late in life, in prevailing upon two he-knighted 
apothecaries to marry them, and on one occasion, when the two 
knights of the pestle were abroad with their perpetual blisters, it 
used to be said in Paris, “Those poor men cannot help being apothe- 
caries, but they really should not drag their drugs about with 
them.*’ Having given this slight sketch of Lady Gorgon’s ante- 
cedents, it is needless to say that she was parvenue to her very 
crooked back-bone, and lived upon lords ana ladies, and by thepi 
too, for the British Government, ever ready to mark its gratitude 
for services of a particular sort, had bestowed a pension of some 
hundreds a- year upon her. But it was not too nauch, all thinga 
considered, for, to parody the great Condd’s un sou par victoiret it 
was not, though it appeared a great deal to the uninitiated, in reality 
much more than a halfpenny a job. But as the Duke of Twil- 
glenon had just arrived, looking more ruffianly even and swell- 
mobbish than usual, it was of course necessary for l^ady Gorgon 
to drop the gouty old Lord Ceiendon, as a minor prey, and join his 
Grace C?), Mr. Jericho Jabber, Sir Janus Allpuff, and that clique, 
to whom she was flatterer in chief. Truly says Tacitus, **pessimm 
gmus inimicorum laudantesf while the proverb asserts that Flat- 
tery is the food of fools,’* which is rather too invidious toward the 
poor fools, as your clever knaves, your hangers-on to popularity, 
your runners after the world’s great shadows and bubbles, your 
aespisers of character and seekers of reputation (?)> feed far more 
largely on this garbage than your poor, simple fool 5 and, like the 
Styrian peasants, who take graduated doses of arsenic to improve 
the freshness and sheen of their appearance, either would die if the 
poison ceased to be administered; and there are none $0 suscep- 
tible of flattery as those who pique themselves upon being flattery- 
proof. Of this Shakespear (who, as Mr. Phippen justly observed, 
knew everytliing) was so fully aware that he makes Decius, in 
play of Julius Omar in the conspiracy stiene, answer 
Cassius, who doubts whether they shall be aole to persuade Csesar 
to come forth to the Capitol that day— 





** never fear that ; 

I can o'ersway him, for he lovea to hear 
That unicorn may be bctfayM with trees. 

And beara with glasses, elephants holes, 

J^ions with toils, and man with flattery : 

But when I tell him hates flatterers, 

He says he does, being then Tmetfiatiered** 

But where flattery, which is the legitimate tool of the hireling an^ 
the parasite, becomes indeed a thing to grieve and to wonder at is, 
vhen the great and noble stoop to the degradation of employing 
it Passing over more modern instances, who, without a feeling 
of deep regret and humiliation at belonging to a species that can 
so prostitute the Promethean spark they possess above other 
animals, can read that master^piece of human eloquence, as it will 
for ever remain — the oration of Cicero, addressed to Caesar on the 
behalf ofMarcellus — and not be moved also with astonishment that 
the transcendent talents centred in the great patriot and defender 
of the liberty of the people of Rome should not only bend before 
and supplicate the invader of that liberty, but should also grovel 
down into flattering him with the same lips that had destroyed 
Cataline ? 

But this certainly is irrelevant to such animaculae as my Lady 
Gorgon, who far more resembled the ichneumon, which travellers 
tell us is the parasite of the crocodile, its business being to clean its 
master’s teeth (a somewhat dirty job truly) ; but then its perqui- 
sites are the carnage it finds there. JSo leaving Lady Gorgon among 
her crocodiles, like an allegory on the banks of the Nile,” and 
passing over the other groups distributed about the room, who 
were merely ladies and gentlemen, and therefore had nothing to 
particularly distinguish them in the present day, which is one of 
high intellect and profound science, wherein even the lowest acts 
of blackguardism must be treated intellectually, and the blacktest 
crime perpetrated scientifically — for as The Times truly observed, 
touching the Rugelev and Darlington poisonings, “If the thing is 
to be done, it must be done scientifically ; the darkest deed of the 
blindest passion must be accomplished with the patience and clear- 
sightedness of the coldest intellect,” thus safely eschewing the 
devils highway of open crime and vulgar murder { hut, as we be- 
fore said, we will leave the ichneumon with her crocodiles m f6k 
de cwre-dmi, and go down into the hall again to escort Mr. Phippett 
up<*fitairs, as he may be shy. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

WHEEB, AMONG MANY GEBAT (?) MEN, MR. PHIPREN MEETS 

With a gentleman ; and as he (mr. phippen) robs 

tJP SOME ANTiaUB REMINISCENCES OF THE CONSULATE 
AND THE EMPIRE, HE FINDS THAT OLD STORIES, LIKE 
OLD FASHIONS, COMB INTO VOGUE AGAIN, IF KEPT 
SUFFICIENTLY LONG; SO THAT, ALL THINGS CONSI- 
DERED, HE ACQUITS HIMSELF NON CE MALE, CONSIDER- 
ING THAT IT IS HIS DEBUT IN HIGH LIFE, EITHER 
* ABOVE ^ OR ^ BELOW* STAIRS. 

Just as Mr. Phippen arrived at Dunnington House a cab drove 
up, and two men got out. One was a literary celebrity, and justly 
deserved to be such, as far as his very clever novels went ; but, in 
gratitude to ibe ignorance and inanity of the Matrons and Misses 
of the fashionable world, of whom he was becoming Venfant chhri, 
he had recently given a series of lectures upon the celebrities of tlie 
eighteenth century, which, had he calculated one whit less truly 
upon the profound and extensive ignorance of his audience, woul(i, 
from their vapidity and total absence of anything like new light 
thrown upon the thread-bare matter he had selected, have been an 
insult to that modicum of understanding, which even lords and 
ladies are allowed by courtesy. However, he had not reckoned 
without his host, and the mobs of the Slite which attended these 
lectures thought them all very fine, and felt much edified at being, 
for the first time, apprised of what every decently-educated child of 
twelve years old ought to know; and so Mr. Thrashaway, the 
lecturer, became more popular than ever — a fait accompli which 
had procured him the additional honor (?) of being patronized by 
his present companion, a Mr. Abner Haystack, a gentleman of 
Jewish extraction and appearance, not handsome, nor even like the 
King of Persia, except in name, but he was a great linguist, and 
really a clever man, so that he might have taken his stand upon 
his own- ground, and that a high one; but he preferred being the 
veriest tuft-hunter in London, a sort of appendix to the peerage, 
and infester of great houses ; and this it was, perhaps, which gave 
to his nearly grey and very bushy hair a faux air of flunkeyism, as 
if it had "‘caught the powder living as it flew! During their 
drive to Dunnington House, he had been kindly initiating his in- 
finitely cleverer companion into the mperfimitns of the creme de la 
crime of society, of which, as he had passed his whole life in skim- 
ming, he naturally fancied himself quite the cheese 1 But to 
prove how completely he was of the times, thrifty, in bis strictures 
upon siwoir pipre he had like all the great (?)per6anages of the present 
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day, kept a sharp look out as to his som, and so had proposed to 
his companion that they should divide the cah-fare j for every soul 
of this generation, whether old or young, rich or poor, a Mecjenas 
or a mendicant, seems thoroughly impressed with one of the few 
great truths that Gothe, that Jupiter Touans of the modern Pan- 
theistic school of cold-blooded materialism, ever uttered, nain©ly» 
that 

With neither purse nor scrip, thou lightly cHmb*st th© hill j 

But the bag weighed down with riches is a UghUr burden still.** 

Now Mr. Thrashaway, who had borne with quiet unction the ele- 
gant extracts from Mr. Abner Haystack's dipimha of living and 
defunct magnates, determined to bide his time for illustrating Mrs. 
Primrose's favourite proverb, touching the impossibility of convert- 
ing the aural organ of a certain animal into a velvet receptacle for 
money, and so take his revenge of the elegant Abner. And that 
time was now come 5 for before the assembled legion of powdered 
and unpowdered satellites of that great Orion," Sir Titaniferous 
Thompson’s house, the relentless Thrashaway walked up to the 
superfine Haystack, without any symptom of that love proverbially 
said to exist between ancient cows and the reality of his bucolic 
name, and said, in an audible voice and with an air savouring far 
more of the Seven Dials than of the seven Dukes which Mr. Hay- 
stack bad been pouring out upon him like the seven vials in the 
Eevelations during their drive — 

I tell you what. Haystack, I'll toss you for the cab-fare,” 

Poor Haystack ! Had he been tossed by a bull, he could not 
have looked more aghast I But there was nothing for it but phi- 
losophy, and he had not translated so much German in vain i and 
so recalling Gothe’s epigram of 

How, when and Where ? No oracles reply ; 

Bestrain thyself to since, and ask not for the why V* 

And since thus it was that Mr. Thrashaway had so committed 
himself, and compromised him, before tbe flunk ey*ocracy of the 
grmt parvenu* s establishment, the elegant Abner had only to pass 
on and ascend the velvet-covered stairs with as much dignity in his 
deportment as if he had been really the King of Persia, instead of 
only his namesake. Mr. Thrashaway followed, enjoying his 
discomfiture, while from a study off tne hall issued three more 
guests, one of whom was the identical tropical-looking gentleman 
who had got into the train with Mrs. Penrhyn and Sir Gregory 
Kempenfelt, in their way dowr? to Baron's Court j this personage 
rejoiced in the name of Hebblethwaite, The other two were of so 
ordinary an appearance as not to need a description j — ^in fact, they 
not only hohm like Joneses and Smiths, but they were Jones and 
Smith, for theme were their respective names. Having allowed all 
these to precede him> so that he might be the very last, Mr* 
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pea followed the groom of the chambers a|»stair8, who, thoagh he 
had twice enquired the name of that unknown personage, was not 
able, or affected not to be able, to catch it, so that after all, that 
worthy man, who was quite content with his own good name, was 
announced by the better known and more aristocratic one of 

** Mr. Phipps, my lady.’* 

Whereupon Lady Georgiana, having received her cue, and anx- 
ious to give- it to her guests, rose, and greeted the last arrival with 
the most empressh civility. Indeed, had Mr. Phippen thought 
about it (which he did not), he could not but have remarked that, in- 
stead of that super-abundance of bad manners so rife in ** good^’X?) 
society, Which generally produces for every unknown face an 
impertinent stare, legibly demanding " Who on earth are yow 
there was, on the contrary, a deferential sort of falling back, and a 
slight pause in the tesselations of conversation going on about the 
room, as if he had been actually some Prince of Saxe Swllland- 
smokeum, with a revenue of two whole hundreds a year. The fact 
was, for their very souls they could not do less, for Sir Titanife- 
rous had, as a preliminary measure, bestowed six millions on him, 
being just three more than be actually possessed ; but this increase 
of riches Mr. Phippen ignored, and therefore had no merit in not 
setting his heart upon them, though it might have jarred on his 
self-love (had he had any) to have known why his advent was so 
very successful! Sir Titaniferous followed in Lady Georgiana’s 
wake, making him a speech for his kindness in coming to them, 
and then, turning to his aunt, said — 

Lady De Baskerville, allow me to present our good friend^ Mr. 
Phippen* to you.” 

. The greatlady immediately rose, the brilliants onher neck emitting 
additional scintillations, it might be from the accelerated pulsation 
of her heart, in which prudence and pride were encountering in a 
gladiatorial struggle j but, the former coming off the victor, as it 
always does in minds well regulated by the world’s chronometer, 
she held out one of her white and sparkling hands to the Samari- 
tan of Threadneedle-street, and said how Jmppy she w^as to have 
the pleasure of making Mr. Phippen’s acquaintance. 

But whether it was that Mr. Phippen was completely over*^ 
powered and taken aback by this unexpected honor—or whether, 
with a twinge of Threadneedle-street, he did not care for her lady- 
ship’s hand without her seal, we cannot pretend to say ; but certain 
It is that, with a total absence of the gallantry that was natund, 
and the courtesy that was habitual to him, he stood bowing 
profoundly all tbe while, leaving Lady De Baskerviile’s proffered 
hand in abeyanee and never once attempting to take it. But, as 
his face at first became very red and then suddenly livid, we can 
ohly sobpoee that the honor overpowered him, and that he avoided 
purpoieiy taking the fair hand extended to Wm, from being of my 



Lord Boke’s opinion in High Life Mow Slmrs, dial ^^loo 
frmity breeds despisery** 

But Sir Titauiferous, who was nervously watching this lillle 
se4na^ now came to the rescue, saying— 

“ 1 regret to say you will not meet the Duchess of andithe 

Princess for we had an apology this morning, as they wero 

asked to dine at the palace, and Lord Oaks has failed us for the 
same reason.” 

Oh !” said Mr. Phippen, with as much bearish bluntness as if 
he had been drumming on the table in his own oSce, “ you need 
not make me any apology about that ; it’s a very different thing 
when a whole audience arrive at a theatre to be disappointed by 
hearing that the actors have been ordered off to Windsor at a mo« 
ment’s notice, and there is to be no play; and if, indeed, we are to 
have m dinner because your royalties are retained for the Palace, 
that is another affair, for as a good Christian, one don’t like suhsli^ 
tuting fasts for feasts.” 

It was now poor Sir Titaniferous^s turn to look disconcerted,, 
which he did, past the power of concealing it at this uncouth and 
democratic speech ; till he once more opportunely recollected that 
six millions gave a man (aye, and would even give a woman!) a 
right lo say, he^ or do whatever they pleased, independent eff the 
Eoyal Assent. But here, in his turn, the host was rescued by a 
Member of the Humane Society stepping forward, in the person of 
a Mr. Mills Bouverie, a very handsome, gentleman -like young 
man, who said to Mr. Phippen, with a smile — 

** Why no, that would be rather too much of an inverse ratio of 
the Em[)eror of Morocco’s considerate permission to all the rest of 
the world to go to dinner as soon as he has dined.” 

Very true j and those who, like me, have no fancy for things 
a la Tartare would fare but badly,” rejoined Mr. Phippen. 

Here dinner was announced, and Mr. Phippen said in his own 
mind, ’(jad ! Pll stick to this young fellow, he’ll make a good 
pilot for me as I daresay he knows all the soundings here, and 
will be able lo tell me who the people are.” It had evidently been 
arranged in the programme that he was to have the distinguished 
honor of taking Lady Be Baskerville down to dinner; but,, com- 
mercially calculating that as he had not availed himself of her 
hand, he could not be expected to offer her his arm, be would mt 
take the numerous hints given him by the host and hostess, but 
walked on with Mr. Mills Bouverie, keeping up a convenarion ad 
as not to lose him in the crowd, and, therefore, Lady Be Baskarir 
yille was oldiged to be taken down, or rather to take down Lord 
Cekndon as she went h pas accommodating her pace to his hobble. 

When every one was at length seated, Mr. Phippen, who had 
secured Mr. Bouverie on his right, perceived that on his left he 
bad Lady Be Baskerville, while upon looking down the table he 
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saw llitt in tlie of Sir Titanilerous wars those three black 

graces,” Hebbkthwait, Smith and Jones, as if to keep his eye 
upon them, for fear they should say or do anything worthy of 
their names ; for nervously susceptible as Lady Georgians was 
about all kis the bknMmces, he, in descending the ladder, was 
ten times more hdgetty touching the sayings and doings of those 
of his former associates, whom for private and particular reasons 
he dared not cut, and was actually obliged to ask to come again and 
again. As birds of a feather proverbially flock together, Lord 
Acorn, Sir Jaflus Allpuff, and Mr. Jericho Jabber, had got as 
near to each other as the intervention of the respective ladies they 
were compelled to take down would allow ; the Duke of Twilglenon 
having, of course, been obliged to sacrifice Mmselfto Lady Geor* 
giana. Mr. Haystack, after tbe horrible circumstance that had 
occurred in the hall about the cab, kept as much aloof from Mr. 
Tbrashaway as possible, that the footmen who had witnessed the 
outrage might suppose Mr. Thrashaway was merely a casualty, 
and not a habit of his. But decidedly the Fates were adverse to 
him that day, for just as he was steering towards a peeress, who 
gave very good dinners herself, in order to offer bis arm for the 
present occasion, he was pounced upon and retained by Lady 
GOrgon, who had effectually baited her hook with a whisper that 
she had something to tell him about a petit diner fin that was soon 
to be at Swansdown House ; and so, all her geese being swans, the 
victimized Abner fell naturally into the trap. Mr. George Beau- 
cherche, from steadily pursuing onf. sole aim and end in life, was 
more fortunate, and had secured a rich old dowager, to whom 
{this one being of a pious turn) he was talking tracts and toasts 
and-water, Alas I what a pity that he had not known of Mrs. 
Kelly before she was shot, as though a duke and two peers had 
been refused by the pidevant poor outcast’s millions ; yet, as the 
latter rejection w’as said to have been owing to the machinations 
of the late Mr. John Sadleir, and he having — 

** Like a duke, or a duchess's daughter 
Quaff'd prussic acid, without any water;” 

she surely would not have been able to resist so experienced a 
hero from the diggings as Mr. George Beaucherche, who alwayb at 
least hoked sure of being very successful 1 

“Shdl you go to Pans for the Exhibition? ” asked Mr. Mills 
Bouverie of his neighbour, by way of beginning another conversa* 
ikm^ 

Well, I have some thoughts of it,” said Mr. Phippen ; for 
’gad, I should much like to go again, as I have never been there 
»mce I ivas a youngster of sixteen — first, during the Consulate, 
and, four years later, at the commencement of the Empire.” 

” 5*wo most interesUng' epochs | for 1 suppose you saw Bona- 
parte ? 



eevenil timem,** Mr. Hiippeii, layitaf <3wn Mi fwfc. 
“Awi nitell you aii iueideut tbafc occurred the firet time I Haw 
Mm : Youmuet know when I was drst sent abroad I waa con- 
iWgiied to the Abb^ Sicard, who Honiced me about Parie^ and 
accommodated himself as good naturedly to all my ignorance and 
folly of sixteen as if he had been my grandmother. One day in 
our usual round of sight-seeing, he took me to the National Instil 
tute to see all the celebrities of that day, pointing them out to me, 
and telling me the names of their works. ‘And what,’ said J, 
‘are the names of the works of that young mmnt f* showing him 
one he had not named. ‘ Ciel ! est il possible ! * cried he* ‘ that 
you do not know that that young samnt has given ns an tniire 
new history of France in six month^ I That is the First ConmV ** 

“ How very interesting 1 ” said Mr. Bouverie j ‘‘ and was Na- 
poleon handsome at that time ? 

Yes; for he had not been to Egypt, or grown fat. I wish I 
had been older; but still, young as I was, I was particularly struck 
with the probing expression of Ms eyes, which seemed to reach 
everybody’s thoughts, without ever betraying bis own.” 

** Of course then you saw the Ahbd Sicard's own Institution for 
the Deaf and Dumb ? ” 

“ Oh, yes ! I was a constant attendant there j and so were all 
the most elegant women in Paris — Madame Tallen, Madame 
Recamier, Madame La Grange, Lally Tolendal, and all that set, 
in the most beautiful toilets, as they were thought in that day ; 
but ’gad ! they were so scanty that I recollect tlie ‘ wit in Paris * 
then was to cdl them ‘ Rumford’s,’ after Count Rumford’s stoves, 
which were said to produce the greHtest possible amount of 
warmth, with the least possible expenditure of material.” 

Mr. Bouverie smiled, and then asked if the intelligence of the 
Abbd Sicard’s pupils was as wonderful as tradition had handed 
it down. 

“Well, really it was. I think I see the good Abb^ now, with 
that kind and most benevolent face of his, rapidly talking to all 
his silent pupils on his fingers; their answers used to be written 
down in chalk on a black board. Two of them I was so struck 
with, that I wrote them down at the time, and therefore remember. 
One of these questions asked by the Abbe was, ‘ What is grati- 
tude ? ' Answer : — * The memory of the heart.’ The other — 

‘ What is friendship ? ’ to which the reply was, ‘ Friendship is the 
love of the mind.’ Now, these answers would have been re- 
markable in boys of fifteen and sixteen, endowed with all their 
faculties ; but they were peculiarly so in those poor deaf and dumb 
dbildren.” ^ » 

As you say: but indeed in England I don’t think w© ever 
could hgte heard such answers, for in our systems of cdueatbii 
for every class, we enforce mental and physical, but no moralaud 
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p^yfeliological dayelopuient. But I think you said you were again 
In Paris during the Empire ? 

Yes, for a short time j and I used to attend the lectures of 
Cuvier on Natural History, who read admirably, and whose 
lectures, as well as those of Fourcroy on Chemistry, were at that 
time the great tendentious of all the eUgms and eligmtes of Paris. 
But the thing that impressed me most on that visit was hearing 
the noble, brave, and devoted speech of poor Jules — (I think it was 
Juies de Folignac), — ^braving all the Oonsequences of the Emperor’s 
fury, and requesting his young life might De accepted in lieu of his 
brothers.” 

” Yes, it was very noble; but he was ultimately reprieved, was 
he not r’ 

<« Why yes, ’gad ! it made a great sensation at the time, I 
remember. The Empress Josephine had so arranged it as to 
smuggle in Madame de Folignac, the mother, early one morning, 
into the private apartments at Bt Cloud, where no one but the 
Emperor and Empress were allowed to come ; and she threw her* 
self at Napoleon’s feet to ask her son’s life, and being soon joined 
in her entreaties by Josephine, she gained her point. Ton my 
life, the restoration of the Empire in France, and this talk of peace, 
is all to me like living my young days over again ! and if we do 
have peace, I think the same skits that we had at the peace of 
Amiens will do over again ; for they said on that occasion, that 
although the war was over. General Satisfaction had not returned 
to England, and at the Stock Exchange I remember they stuck up 
this doggrel j — 

* Peace Ratified. 

Bulls Gratified. 

Bears Mortified. 

Nation Dissatisfied, 

Alley Purified, 

All BUctrified: 

But I think the best of them all, and the one most likely to be 
^propriate for the next peace, was over the Lunatic Asylum, at 
York, written by one of the inmates — query, should he have been 
there ? Let me see— oh 1 yes, these are the lines— 

‘ The Stateiiimn gave us war, 

The Boldier gives us peace ; 

Burely this is madness, 

But wonders ne’er will cease.’ ” 

« Very good,” laughed Mr. Bouverie, quite delighted with the 
old gentleman’s anecdotes, which he evidently told with much 
gueto* as though he wished to prove that, notwithstanding so 
much talk of progression, persons at. all eventSj whatever tmctt 
might do, remained much as they were when he began the iwlu* 
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“Do you youaember any more of those iit^e^ 

Mr. Bouveiie. 

“At one time I had hundreds of them, and occasionally they 
spring up again all of a sudden, like a crop of mushrooms ifter a 
shower of rain ; but I suppose you have heard that epigram that 
was made at the time upon Charles Fox having said that he’ wafii 
glad England had not got what she had been fighting for/' 

“ No, I have not ; but I should like to hear it/' 

“ The origin of it was this : — Fox was dining at ^ The ShakeSpear/ 
just at the conclusion of the peace of Amiens, and after haring 
launched out in a most enthusiastic strain as to how glorioufi it 
was to the French Republic, and to the Chief Consul, who deserved 
glory for so glorious a struggle, he wound up by saying, ^The 
object of the war we have not gained most certainly, and I like the 
peace so much the better on that account.’ Whereupon, the next 
day, this epigram was all over London — 

* The peace 1 approve of, because *twill advance 
The republican cause and the glory of France ; 

JLud that England has warred without gaining her ends, 

Is a subject of triumph to me and my mends. 

* Where’s he from, whose lips such strange sentiments show-^ 

A Briton, a Frenchman, a friend, or a foe ? 

Ask the man at * The Shakespear,' where lately he dined ; 

‘ He’s a Patriot-Whig, and a friend to mankind.* 

* Cry you mercy, without pour intelligence, waiter, 

I’d mistaken your Patriot- Whig for a traitor.’ ” 

Mr. Bouverie thanked him and complimented him upon his 
good memory. 

“ 'Gad, Sir, I remember ever 3 rthing of those days as if it were 
bul yesterday ; i/s only last week that slips away from me, io as 
that I can never overtake it.” 

Here their attention was roused by old Lord Celendon, saying 
across the table to Mr. Thrashaway, while he cast an indignant 
look at Mr. Jericho Jabber and Sir Janus Allpuff — 

“ 1 tell you what, my good Sir, when once the most barelaced 
corniption has seiated upon the representatives of a country, i/s all 
up with the country, for i/s like chronic disease, where things are 
sure to proceed from bad to worse ; till, whether the govcrrinaent 
is dissolved or not, the constitution roust be seriously, not to say 
irrevocably, injured. What has been, may be, and will be again. 
Caesar destroyed the Commonwealth, and after his time each aui> 
ceeding Emperor, every successive Senate grew more abject und 
more complying than the last, till the old Roman spirit was entirely 
exdn^uished. And so it will be with the Old English spirit, if a 
certain set of unprincipled political mountebanks are let run 
their rig muclt' longer/' 

“ Surely your JbordsMp must admit, taking a statesmidika idw 
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rejoined Mr. Thraabaway, (who, whatever hi# #o»-di>a»? 
politics might »e, was always in the habit, in the periodicals %vith 
which he was connected, of helping those very lame dogs, Mr. 
Jericlio Jabber and Sir Janus Allpnff over the stile, as he now 
belonged to their Hterary clique ; surely you will admit that a 
C 90 *istent opposition, whether in the Senate or the Press, is, and 
has ever been, deemed beneficial to those countries in which it 
exists?*' 

Aye ! — thank you, Sir, for the word— a consist mt opposition 
may be so, but not a scribbling and a devil-take«thc*^hindmo8t 
opposition, whose onhf principle is opposition, with one solitary 
look-out, that of self-advancement." 

I certainly think," chimed in Mr. Haystack, who was always 
happy to coalesce with a peer, of whatsoever party, but who was 
in his vocation on the present occasion, since, as an habituS of 
Swansdown House, he was of course a Whig renfonci^ " that is, I 
quite agree with Lord Celendori ; and, moreover, I also think that 
our degenerating honor and increasing iniquity is becoming truly 
classical, for we are beginning to label our worst crimes and vices 
with the grandiloquent names of high-sounding virtues, like the 
Greeks and Romans." 

** Pardon me," said Mr, Bouverie ; ** but I think the ancient 
Greeks and Romans would feel themselves much aggrieved by 
your comparison, or, at least, the Greeks, for the Romans I give 
up to you as a set of fiinty, pompous natta? tien ; but the Greeks, 
when they committed a horrible and unnatural crime, had, at all 
events, the grace to know and feel that it a crime, and to call 
it such j for instance, in the Cmhphori of iEschylus, Orestes is 
made to say that he was commanded by Apollo to avenge his fa- 
ther's murder, and yet if he obeyed, that he was to be delivered to 
the Furies ; and the tragedy accordingly concludes with a chorus 
deploring the fate of Orestes, obliged to take vengeance against a 
mother, and involved thereby in a crime against his will. Now, 
theoretically, it is impossible for us, nominally unpagan moderns, 
to lend our minds to notions so irrational and absurd. Bo much 
for our powers of helitf. But 1^11 tell you what we would do in 
our modem Babylon, were the tragedy of Clyfemnestra to be 
enacted in real life, with this difference, that Agamemnon should 
be the aggressor, and turn Clytemnestra out of her home to make 
way lor his mistresses, and then hunt her through the world, and 
order her son eventually to murder her, if he, instead of the heroic 
Afamemnon, were a craven who had not even the courage of his 
vices, and so took to the most slimy hypocrisy, in lieu of virtue^ 
a|id became a trading politician, got a certain clique in the press to 
write him up, taking car®, of course, to keep the whole contents of 
his coiers in his own possession, while he subjected his victim to 
every privation and humiliation,— you would see how all Lohddtl 
would uphold him, and what an amiable and charming young man 
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Om^ woidd fee tfeduffel for aiiarderiog fei« motfeer ! for we ^ 
so truly SpSTtan, tfeat the only thing we mer punish in vice in 
virtue, either, for that matter) is fmlurt^ Only mmeed^ and you 
9 m§t be right, whether it fee in poisoning your friends, swindling the 
public, or in the minor and highly-popular little pastime of out* 
raging a woman at every source, till she curses not only the blas- 
phemous mockery of the name of wife, but the still greater one of 
mother. Depend upon it, under such circumstances, a mQ4^m 
Orestes, whose papa made himself useful to any political party, 
and was in what’s called good (?) society in London, vrould fee 
under no necessity of doing as the Greek Orestes is made to do in 
the first act of Eleciru, and go about spreading the report of his 
own death, in order to humour the superstition of his compatriots, 
who thought that after all such reports the object of them would 
fee sure to die in reality j for we are wiser in our generation, and it 
is not till the measure of our social or political iniquity is full to 
overfiowing, that we begin to reap a harvest of ovations from our 
moral society and our discerning public/’ 

“ There I quite agree with you,” said Mr. Phippen ; ** for every 
day’s experience convinces me that the two great and, indeed, only 
secrets for getting on in the world nuw-a-daya is total want of prni- 
ciple and total want of feeling. Yet still, even Brummagen mmJem 
ifSneases (?) should remember that history has its truth-recording 
Strabos as well as its poetical fictionizing Virgils ; and that truth, 
however plain, will, sooner or later, find a chronicler.” 

Aye, even what is called * so clever/ ” rejoined Mr. Bouverie ; 
** however that sort of electrotype cleverness of young England, or 
rather of young England’s leaders, makes one always on the look- 
out for the realization of Lord Corke’s assertion, that ‘ Wrong 
actions are not to be defended either by names or numbers. 
Vicious examples may receive a stamp from fashion, and, like 
counterfeit metals, at their first appearance may dazzle and pass 
for gold, till Time, that irresistible discoverer of falsehood, rub# 
off the gloss and reveals their baseness.’ ” 

t believe it does eventually/’ rejoined Mr. Phippen, ** but the 
worst of it is, that Time, being an old fellow like me, always travels 
by such a deucedly slow coach that he lets that sort of literary and 
political cracksmen victimize the public to an immense amount before 
nis detectives come up with ana expos© them. But as I take it 
for granted that you know all the people here, will you teH me 
who those two illdooking fellows opposite to us ere— the one with 
ringlets, that looks as if they were made out of snajees and 
ieeches, and the other with a head of light hair and moustaclies, 
like a distaff gone mad, and the lines in both their faces pvipg one 
the idea of the devil having ridden rough-shod ovcf them# and 
Indented tlia hoof of every vice into them r 
**Ohl those/’ laughed Mr* Bouverie, ’’are Mr, Jerlefeo 
and Sir Janus Allpuff, my Lord Oaks’s two leading tercets* 





all 

is of the eMef trained bands of onr Metro|)olitan cliqtiesi 
of wMcb wbat is called ^society* in London has some balf-doeen*^ 
to wit* the Lansdotrne House cU<|a0, wMcli can only talk Lans« 
dow»e Bontej tbe Devonebire House clique, ibid; the Stafford 
House clique, cte cuppo; with its new variation of the Uncle Tom 
fooleries ; and then the slow coach heavies of the Bath House 
clique bring up the rear with their t&ik, mtkout, however, ‘ the know- 
ledge of common things/ Next, dense as a November fog, tomes 
the Parliamentary Bore clique, with their motions, measures, com- 
mittees, pairings (but no repairings), crams, and all the mpromptm 
fmtm b loisir of which they accuse their last guiltless election/' 

Hood heavens I how can Lord Oaks think of halancing Ms 
political ladder on the chins of two such mountebanks ? Ton mf 
lile 1 their hair alone is worth paying a shilling to see, and reminds 
me of the intrigues that used to be carried on, when Bonaparte 
was. First Consul, by means of locks of hair; but you’ll be tired of 
my old stories/’ 

By no means, pray let me hear what you were going to say/' 

** Well, you must know, that during the Consulate great excite- 
ment all of a sudden reigned in Paris, at tlie First Consul having 
appeared ft-equenily in" powder j for, ’gad, Sir! it turned out that 
. his barber was no other than the famous ex-Chouan in disguise^ 
;; who had undertaken to give signals to the partisans of Louis 
{ hmte by his manner of powdering and frizzing the Chief Consul, 

■ It was observed that two expresses were sent off to Warsaw the 
1 day he first appeared in powder, and this circumstance having been 
I oominunicated to Fouch4 that sleepless dragon-commissary of 
* Police, he arrested the JBarhier Comie who had long been marked 
. suspmfe, even from the tenth of the previous Fructidor in Fouch^’s 
? private book j and, when arrested, upon him were found a very 
' curious cypher in curls, chignons, straight, long and short hair, 
5 together with several hieroglyphics in curling-irons. It seems that 
I pmder and curls, or cannons as they were called, were very signil^ 
cant intimations of war, and plain and straight hair denoted pence >• 

! and all this handy-work of the Tuileries Figaro it was that had 
i made the Tiers ConsoUdSs fall to fifty-four, as the right side of the 
Consurs bead described the French Republic, while fie left %^as 
i gtff^aphically sectioned out for the rest of Europet so that » 
^«promin«nt curl in any particular division, powdered mort or less, 
;denoted hostility, and the degree or approach of it to any parii of 
Bttirope# It was actually sworn on the proofs nerM, that tbe Swiss 
'JpsMms, which stood very high and close to the centre Of the OhiOf 
iomee, were powdered thidci that Spain was particularly 
j^teasted > and upon the right side of the head there was combed a 
itmqxsctus of a new Constitution. The ConsuFs head, upon being- 
:^ompared with this cypher* left no doubf of the eonspimey i besides 
jwMehi Several fake mtrls in the shape of ships, ariallery and basrions, 
md jmuloUiiioii the culprit, who w4s han^ overto the 
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oi tbi 0 Palaese, to 1 ms tri®4 % a jttfy, half crops and half fmt di 
j»oi»drc — laal ha! ha! ha! Such were ikt jtm d'uprit 
dnys, and I was jnst thinking as onr friend the Jew oppetsiise 

has evidently oiled the ringlets on one side of Ms head moto thaii 
the either, wnether the oleaginous side might not he inteniied at an 
Extreme-Unction cypher to Maynooth, and its more arid vMmg 
as a black frost telegraph to the perspectipe Nttvsik*/' 

* Now Barabbas was a robber !* *’ 

**He! he! heT 

“Hal ha! haT 

Laughed Mr. Phippen and Ms companion. But just then a 
magnideent mdmza from the “ Most in Effitto*' sighed totn one 
of the hidden bands, and flowing, like a silver tide as it wcto» 
through the room, for a moment hushed the less harmonious 
voices. But as an experienced chef has always a sufficient supply 
of ** stock” to meet any unexpected demands on his hatteme de 
cuisine, so Mr. Jericho Jabber had always a gymnasium full of 
athlete enthusiasms, whether for parliamentary, festive, or literary 
purposes; and therefore he now displayed some wonderful fours 
deforce (remaining from an old cr«m he had got up on his return 
from the Pyramids), upon ancient Greek, Assyrian and Ethiopian 
music, which naturally whirled him off into a twin ecstasy u^n 
dancing, which (for the benefit of a young lady, who sat within 
two of him, with a very beautiful pair of eyes, at which he had 
been for the last half-hour employing his in hurling quotations 
from one of his own novels aoout The Oirl; hut Mrs. Jericho 
Jabber’s presence will not allow of oar finishing the extract^ what* 
ever he may have done, so we will merely state that, for the benefit 
of that young lady), he designated dancing the photograph of 
motion ; explaining that there was no person or thing that might 
not be imitated by gesture, and then almost pantomimicaliy showw 
lug lter> by means of a gMd spoon and a terrible hurling of hki 
lingiets to the back of his chair, how the Lacedemoaiana and 
l%ebaiis used to attack their enemies, dancing. And on he went 
to act as master of the ceremonies to their great ball of We 
been, m are, and toe shall be mlimt — ^and, notwithstanding hW 
Imutiful ey%s, he continued to cram her as if she had been a ynung 
turkey instead of a young lady, though, most probably, all this 
was irrespective of her digestive powers, and only to astonish the 
listening dunces and dowagers around him, and show that he knew 
all about it; for in English society, next to ignorance, pedainhy k 
the thing that has the most ^tecc^s*-*4he former for Wng 
mriie, the latter from being beyond it ;^80 on and on, like poor 
Tommy Moore’s Phantom Boat,” or a Will-o^the-wisp, bowided 
Mr. Jericho Jabber, till he got back again to Thebes, and, for 
change pf air, frean thence to Athens, and told the young lady how 
the. Athenians 'had erected .a statue to ^^ndbronkdi 
fayourite danm of Alexander, and how they also adynii«N&dl«ry 
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honors for haring 4snc©d the Pyrrhica, which, 
by llie bye,'’ adHed he, a« if Scaliger had ioM him this in eon€- 
dfiB*i», ^^iSca%er boasted inatiy times to hare danced before the 
Ewperor Maximiliati/* Ai»d mach more did he tell her, of how 
certain dances were committed bjr the Homans to their most august 
priests, called Baiios; how Lucian deduced the origin of dancing 
from Heaven, since not only all the celestial bodies, but likewise 
the ocean and the hearts of animals have a regular motion like it ; 
— winding up with one of those fine presto begone ! perorations 
and hocus-pocus arguments (?) with which he was wont to beguile 
lietenihg Senates upon much more vital matters, he burst forth 
witlj, Why, as a proof that there must be, that there something 
divine in the origin of dancing, look at the religious rites into 
which it has been introduced, not only among the sacrifices of the 
myateiies of Delii, and round the fountain of Ilippocrene, from 
whence Pindar calls Apollo oanc&h, but," — and here, as a culmi- 
nating and irrefragable argument (?)♦ he drew the handkerchief 
he was flourishing in his right hand hastily, like a strap, across 
hi« left; — more than all this, as an appeal to our Christianity (1) 
did not David dance before the Ark ?” 

And here Mr. Jericho Jabber leant back exhausted, — as well he 
might be. Whereupon Mr. Abner Haystack, taking advantage 
of the halcyon silence that reigned for a moment, when a good 
thing (as he conceived everything he uttered u>as) would be sure 
to tell, leant forward, and said*— 

** After all, Jabber, you must allow that there’s nothing like the 
good old English coumry-dance, as it is the only one wherein one 
is oouStatitly changing suies, and one has to give hands across, and 
Set to the opposite party j and indeed the original directions 
printed on ‘ Sir Roger de Coverley,’ and another contemporary 
country dance, called ‘ Cavbnuish Court, or, Look Sharf I* 
after the changing sides, are t * first couple cmi up, and east off, 
and hands round.' ” 

The but ill-suppressed laugh being now decidedly against Mn 
Jericho Jabber, he had nothing for it, but to resort to his favourite 
dittdude of sticking his thumbs in the arm-holes of his waistcoat, 
and uttering his usual Caucasian truism of ** Con is great 1” After 
which he suddenly took to admiring the mouldings of the ceiling. 

But decidedly lovely as were the flowers and firuits that l^otn^ 
upon that glittering, gorgeous. Belshazzar-like looking table* and 
©r<piisite as were the harmonies which fi^rst seemed to stir and, 
ulUtnately, to nestle among the leaves, the spirit of mischief must 
have also been at that banquet, at least as an Undbm, for even Mr. 
Ceoige Beaucherche could not escape its mahgn influences, though 

logical a one, too, as that Jews should be admitted hdb 
Fariiallient h&imm the Founder m ^hriedianity Wim a Jew 1 C'esf niws 
exmifk/ 
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voting himself to lii« rich dowager, dcccantiag on Coapelsrof £a«o 
bf had never seen, and criticising preachers whom he had never 
heard; which natnraily brought him to the terribly ungodly state 
of the world in general, and of the London world in particulag } 
and as a modern instance, to illustrate this wise saw; he t<dd old 
Lady Goldaeres the desperate mt Lady Decameron had made at 
Mm for her daughter, Lady Belville, before she married Lord 
Belville.” 

Dear me ! put in a little espidgU woman on his left, a Mrs. De. 
Crepigny, who had gone through all the chapels, and listened to 
all the preachers with a quiet smile, but who being a friend of f^y 
Belville’s could not kt Mr; Beaucherche’s last, pass, ‘‘ You sur- 
prise me, Mr. Beaucherche, for I thought, and so did everjrbodf» 
that Lady Decameron bad found for Constance what she bad 
always sougU’^xmk and money 1” 

In which, though more emgemte, Lady Decameron was more 
fortunate than Mr. Beaucherche, as hs had passed his life in only 
seeking for the latter of these two boons ; and still with the except 
tion of Lady Dives’ little homoeopathic globule of El Dorado, had 
not succeeded in securing it. This melancholy reflection upon the 
unequal distribution of prizes in the lottery of life effectually silenced 
him for some seconds. 

Mr. JTericho Jabber had by this time quite recovered from the 
efiects of the awkward coup de pied he had received in Mr. Hay* 
stack’s vulgar country-dance ; apd as be fancied himself and his 
eomphret Sir Janus Ailpuff, the Boanerges of their party, (though 
in every other respect, Heaven knows nothing could be more un- 
like St. James, and still less like St. John, than they were,} was now 
holding forth upon the J ews’ Disabilities Bill. For etiH in England 
nOw» as in Judsea ^erst of old, “ These sons of Levi take too mmh 
xp&n themsehesJ^ ’ 

What is your opinion about the Jews being in Parliam^oH*' 
asked Mr. Mills Bouverie of his nrighbour. 

“ ’Gad !” said he, ‘*when there are so many infidels there already, 

1 don’t know why they should be excluded ; out the greatest d«mg^ 

I see in it is this, — if the rabies mnong a flock of sheep or a beid^rf 
deer is such a fearful thing, surely the Eabbis (who are all sharp 
clever Mlows) among such a number of asses will be still worse- 
But to tell you the truth I don’t care how long they squabble over 
that ; but 1 do wish they would amend the eecloBiastical lawe^ 
area dis^ace to ^y civilized country and as 

as If we had nothing but Jews in the legislature, whose whole hud 
sole mm was to tinker up the Levities! law in lieu of the 
Constitution. ’Gad 1 I must say that I should be very glad Whea 
one of the refwresentatives of the Twelve Tribes; and his perty now 
in the House, at the next general election wafet a mg tv $atP the 
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^ih-- 4 i they were xmimth taottor ery/m« the Country 
' of Itim 'em out !* 

Why, yes 5 es the English law now stands, women are certainly 
more hrutallv oppressed than any other beasts of burden in our 
country/' 

** Yes ; but a set of proiigate fellows like those belonging to that 
clique, will twaddle amain both with tongue and pen about mar- 
riage ties 1” 

“ Which would be all very well if there was a single law, human 
or divine, sufficiently stringent to compel such men to have any 
regard for them ; but it is too bad, while th^y have all the immu- 
ni#i>e of marriage, the poor wretched women, if such be their 
tyrant’s pleasure, should know nothing of those said marriage ties, 
but the cruelties. Nor do I, I am sorry to say, in our generation, 
see any chance of their obtaining the slightest justice, since the 
great principle of English legislation, and the great aim of our 
social conventionalities appear to be the screening, upholding, and. 
In short, chartering profligacy in men, whose vices, however heinous, 
are always consivlered in the light of * private affairs,' and so defe- 
rentially held sacred accordingly." 

** 'Gad I that is precisely the state of the case." 

Bnt here their attention was arrested by hearing the host ex- 
claim— 

*‘Oh! oh! ray dear Lord Pendarvis, I cannot allow that,** 

What are your aws pHses with Lord Fendarvis about, Sir Titan- 
iferous ?” languidly drawled Lady Georgians, opening her cassolette 
and looking ‘Etiquette for Paroems,' over it at her lord, but 
decidedly not master." 

f# Why, Lord Fendarvis says that we English, speaking socially 
more than mtiomllyi have no sympathy or benevolence \ aud I 
maintain we are the most charitable, benevolent people in the 
world. Look at our charitable institutions, and the moment there 
is a subscription, look at the sums that flow in from all quarters." 

"Granted, ray dear Sir,” rejoined Lord Fendarvis 5 "I never 
said that we were not fond of seeing our names in print, or that 
when an injustice, n misfortune, or an outrage became the faskiou, 
and that The Times had sounded the key-note of the tone our 
sympathy ouykt to be pitched at, that we were not equally ready to 
lay down our money and lift up our voices j but for tb© real G^spid 
charity of not letting our left hand know what our right does, of 
the real Christkn sympathy that expands to the mblamned sorrows 
of some more than lowly, of some neglected fellow creature in the 
prisoned exile of a despised minority^ and which devotes time and 
thought, that is, gives with the heart and the head as well as the 
baba to their necessities— of this noiseless, nameless, and con- 
sistent, because constant benevolence, I say we are fncapable* 

" I quite agree with you," from Mr, Phippen. 

SALAR JUNG LllRARV 
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yoiir Ijordskip hrget** said Mt. Mtich4 deliglted lo 
refresh his moutk with th« fragraat names of so many lords Uhd 
dukes, “the great, the repeated acts of pecuniary kindness to 
Brummel in his exile from his former noble companions ?-^wbo, at 
the time they relieved his necessities, never could have supped 
that his life would have been publislied and their gencross^y 
proclaimed!'* / 

“Ho, I do not forget it; and just adds another anpimehttb 
my budget Brumme! was an unprincipled spendthrift ; «fM be 
was a human being — bad been not only their former companion, 
but oracle ; and as they still had sufficient regard for Mm ‘w%m 
they were asked, but not before, mind you, to put their handk in 
their pockets, had they given with their hearts and heads, as well as 
with their hands, they would have saved much of th^r money and 
have ensured more of his gratitude; for a little more sympathy for 
the horrible change of the poor old Beau’s miserable exile would 
have caused them to have taken counsel together, and said, * Let 
us make some arrangement to secure this poor creature from want 
for his few remaining years ; he is evidently not fit to be trusted 
with money, so we must give it in trust to some one for him/ In 
short, had they done for him at first what Mr. Armstrong, the gen- 
tleman at Caen, did for him at last, the horrors of his latter tiays 
might have been spared; but the tardy benevolence that waits to 
be asked seldom stays to see how it can serve ; and it is, after all, 
but a sorry kindness to pull a person out of the water, if you then 
walk off, and take no further measures towards his recovery. Of 
all poor Brummel’s former friends, the Duchess of York was the 
most really and generously kind, not even because she was the most 
punctual in supplying his necessities, but because she never failed 
to put the bank-notes into some little souvenir ot her ow ft work, 
which, without the aid of the kind letter that always accompanied 
her gifts, would have convinced him that it was not merely the 
princess relieving the pauper, but the really great lady gracefully 
remembering the poor forgotten exile, whom she still honored vrith 
her friendship/’ 

“ Hear ! hear I hear : ’Gad ! I like that man. Who is he 
asked Mr. Phippen. 

“Lord Pendarvis. He’s thought such an oddity, because he 
never will put down his name to a subscription, and yet gives gway 
every shilling he has/’ ' 

“ Well, I only hope he has plenty of shillings fo give awi^/* 

“ No, I am sorry to say he has not ; but he is a fine, u^de- 
hearted fellow, and generally stands up for the world’s yietims 
agmust its idols/’ 

“ I tell you w^hat. Sir Titaniferous,” said Lord Pendarvis ; Pin 
going to infringe my rule with a vengeance, for Pm not only 
to give to, but to get op, a subscription/’ 
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. ipAs^flf ^ ljopfi^«s^ IpoJt aioi3ii4« as be wkbed people urooid talk 
pleas.a^^^ 

, . Cfoioeas ! m i pooies at the very least* I want to purchase a 
eppQ^ny (ss the Government don’t seem to have any intention of 
jfiidtig it to him) for that young Balaklava hero— ;;they ®ay he’s only 
eighteen — young Penrhyni of the Rifles, who, with his own hand, 
took . ^ that shoHout of the trenches, and flung it hadkinto the 
Rne^an lines, where the next minute it explode. A aiimilar ex- 
achieved by a young naval oiflcer on board, I think, Sir 
Ram#u Lyons’s ship, the Agamemnon ; and I call these tk^ two 
flnest ^nd most heroic things that have yet occurred during the 
'Oriinoan War.” 

And now a murmur ran round the table, and from voice to voice 
the Raises of Harcpurt Penrhyn were sounded with that sort of 
echoing enthusiasm which always is sure of, even among 

the .fashionable glaciers of English society; and as soon as it had 
^jin soji^e degree subsided, Sir Titaniferous, with an air of very 
* uncaJ|ed-for modesty, considering that it was no earthly merit of 

Ah 1 yes 1 we were very much pleased at such daring in a 
^ you r|g fellow of his age, for that young Penrhyn is a near r^atiou 
jfOtmme.** 

■ , ” Oh ! then,” said Lord Pendarvis, really very innocently, though 
^ every one else thought that he had done it maliciously, ** perhaps 
Ijyoti ^ould like— very uaturally-^to give him his company yourself f 
l^nd(We can still employ the subscription in giving him a sword, 
|,with the Bayard motto of ** Sans pmr et sans reprathe ” in brilliants 
|on.tbohiIt/’^ 

L Why, — I— a— think he would feel more flattered at re*. 

Inlying it by subscription from his countrymen— and— ahti— 
^^pountrywpraen,” stammered Sir Titaniferous, nervously twisting 
i^and u^^isting his watch-chain round his finger, till a look from 
l^dy Geprgiana recalled him to his vincula matrmQnkh when he 
^ihastily added, “but I’ll do whatever you think best.” 

“No, no,” said the still innocent Lord Pendarvis, “I think you 
I'Ore right, and that it mil be a greater compliment to him, the, mom 
Ipiamya, there are. to the subscription.” , , ' ■ , 

.^t4ud what..are the.subscriptioBa, to be, Pendaryial” said, the 
'|?l>uke of Twilglenon, poking forward his ugly ted fao^ 

‘1^, IJm.not proud* 1*11 ^take ft^m the spi^at coin! of , the teaiiii 
l^wa^a;' but.t'be best' plan will be. , |p let tha poor giva according 
|i'tO,tor.ni«anib and 'dte rich according to t^ir meanness/’ 

“ My dear fellow, don’t be vcrsoml /” said bis Grace, laughing 
,i|0heai^ly_a8.i|-,,ihejpknhad Wn the expense, of, their host, 
^rc«^t,uf the entertommentj. vyhereaSiJn reality*, by 
rraagiiig the matter, Lord Peudfu'd».;,,was urging ^ dcmk daim^'On 
I thoDuke 01 TwiWenon, 





" II yotif wH let me know wke^ I ^ein send JW a 

cke<|«^e, I sitiil kaire mijck pleasure in foirwar<ii»g ym laay 
tion to-morrow, both for the company and for the ^word# -M^a 
Mr. Phippen, kamng forward, and looking down the table ai l^brd 
Pendams. 

** Many thanks, if you will have the goodness to send it 10 the 
Corentry, in Piccadilly/' 

**Whatl ¥ou*r© not going to get people to suhsisril^ w a 
sword, as well as for the company, are you, Pendaiwisi" Sfiaditba 
l>uke of ^Pwilglenon, with an expression of itranguli^on daitoning 
his iery face, as if he had actually felt himself in the gt^ of a 
highwayman, and that his pockets were becoming as empty as hk 
head. 

" To be sure I am. The Horse Guards are so obtuse that they 
would never feel the cut of the company without the cut of the 
sword too/' 

"I am so sorry," said Ladyde Baskerville, who had m^e several 
ineffectual attempts during dinner to lure Mr. Fhippen into a con- 
versation, and now made a last effort to accomplish that adable ^d 
politic measure between the parenthesis of a spoonful of plomh^m 
ice and a * Georgy dear, lend me your casolette?' " Fm so 86rry 
that it should have so happened that we never met — I mean that 
young Penrhyn — Shell Penrhyn as they call him since the Balaklava 
affair^for he is a nephew of mine, and-^a — really I feel ouite 
proud of him, for every one says it was one of the most gallant 
things that ever was done, particularly in such a mere boy.” 

" I have the honor of knowing his mother,” said Mr. Fhippen, 
drily 5 " and perhaps your Ladyship may wish to express that 
regret to her ? If so, I can give you her address/' 

V Ohl — a-^no,-— no-— that is, there was a coolness be- 
tween her husband and our branch of the family, and — a — ^1 don't 
know her ; — a — that is, I— a---have never met her at Lord Dun- 

3 on's, with whom we are very intimate, and — a — ^he is her 
. but-— a— 1 shall make a point of knowing Harcourt when 
he returns from the Crimea.'’ 

" Umph I perhaps he may never return ; some other shell may 
return the compliment and take op." 

" Ah I true, poor fellow,” sighed Lady Be Baskerriie, kokiiig as 
sentimental as an electric ache, which the ice had sent through all 
her teeth, could make her, while, from too closely i<|hOhnf lUwly 
Georgiana's mmktte, the aromsdio vini^ar did the reit> ftnd 
effectually brought the tears ipto W eyes f and agam she s^lpdt 
and this time the sigh was genuine, being the echo ol st nmnHid 
prayer of I hope to Heaven De Baskerville, in his off-hand 
natured way,'won’'t go and fish < out- -that Harcouii Penrhyn m'lhe 
Crimea and claim relarionship with him cm Flo's acemint/* imd 
in-m'der to get rid of* .so disagt^eable an- IdeSt and ’'Change tlxisut^ 
ject, she said aloud to Mr. Pbippen — 
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** I lieard you talking of dear Paris to Mr. Mills Bouverie. I 
sufTposej Mr. Phippen, you have travelled a great deal V 

“ Too much.” 

“ Too much, oh ! one can scareely travel too much.” 

I think one may, if cue has been shipwrecked.” 

And have been shipwrecked,” said Lady De Baskervillc, 
clasping her snowy hands in the most interesting manner, and 
hanging out signals of distress from her still beautiful eyes as she 
turned them full upon her companion. 

Only oncei Madam, only once.” 

Suraly that was enough?” And the laugh that accompanied 
this C[uery, though very musical, seemed to ring discordantly in 
Mr. rhippen’s ear, as he replied with some asperity— 

** Quitei Madam ; only some fools manage to be so twice/’ 

I have often heard poor Lord de Baskerville (ray husband) talk 
of the terrible wreck of an East Indiaman, called after^lus mother, 
•The Lady de Baskerville/ perhaps it was ” 

•* Exactly so, Madam,” interrupted Mr. Phippen, with a frightful 
death-rattle sort of laugh; “that was the vessel in which 1 was 
wrecked/* 

“ How very shocking I And was it in a storm ?” 

•• Storm 1 Oh, dear, no, Madam ! it was on a midsummer night ; 
not a ‘Midsummer Night’s Dream/ either ; — no, it was no dream ; 
—the moon was high m the heavens, and the water — the water, 
Mfidam — looked as calm and unrufiled as you do now.” 

“ Strange ! And how do you account for it ?’* 

“ There were syrens. Madam, in that latitude.” 

“ I tlionght thm were all a fable ?** 

“ All a lable, indeed I” 

Here Lady Georgiana rose, as did the rest of the ladies, to leave 
the room. 

“X shall feel/* laughed Lady de Baskerville, as she pushed back 
her chfidr, “ that I owe you some indemnification all my life, Mr. 
Piuppen, for your having been wrecked in my naughty namesake.** 

“There are other things besides the National Debt which always 
mMi be owing, since they never can be paid,” murmured he, as 
the dining-room door closed. He did not return to the drawing* 
romp again that evening, but gained his hotel. 

Set about doing good to somebody,” says Howard, the philan** 
thropist } “ put on your hat ; go and visit the poor ; inquire into 
their wants, and administer unto them ; seek out the desolate and 
oppNsssed, and tell them of the co^folations of religion, I have 
01^ tried this, and found it the best medicine for a heavy heart.” 

And probably Mr. Phippen was following that prescription, as it 
1TO8 a medicine he h|d long been in the habit of taking; for though 
it was now twelve at night, he had scarcely got up stairs, and laid 
hii bat upon the table, before, after taking a few hasty lums 
up and down the room, he again seissed it, and putting it on, 
sallied out, i 2 



Uo 


' mmt ' 


■ CHAPTER XX. ^ 

TUll CRIMUA. THE BOY-HKROES. EOST AND WON. 

AND AFTER THE BATTER- SAPBtY IN NDMBBRS, W^B 

WOUNDS AS WITH EVERY THING RESE. % 

Seow and grey broke the moriang of the eighteenth of Jttiie# as if 
iinwilling to look upon the grim carnival that Death and War Were 
holding upon the ensanguined plain beneath, and aipid wreathe Df 
curling smoke from the batteries, studded, as it were, with thl^se 
little solid nebulae — ^which are the on dits of bursting sh^ls^^Rod 
amid the cracking and hissing that confirmed ^ose (m difat i^ight 
be heard along the ranks gasping murmurs of ‘'Murder! 
Murder !’* But death, who like all other tyrants, allows no Witihs 
to be told of him with impunity, soon set his icy seal of sieiice 
upon these ; and other tumults and other silences came and Went 
in quick succession, to complete the ghastly phantasmagoria, in 
which, as in all other human dramas, the unities were but tpo well 
kept j for the one step which is ever marring or making eileOts 
and individuals was here wanting; and from their heights the 
stern Malakhoflf and Redan seemed to look down in contemj^tnous 
security at the way in which some of our troops, in crossing tha 
trench, instead of coming upon the open plain in a hrm bodyi were 
broken into twos and flirees, from the want of a temporary step 
above the herm,* which would** have enabled them to have crossed 
the parapet with regularity, for want of which they had to scramble 
over it as well as they could ; and as the top of the trench Was of 
unequal height and form, their Mne wSs quite broken, and the 
moment they came out of the trench the enemy began to direct a 
deliberate and well-aimed mitrttMk upon them, which increased ibe 
want of order and steadiness caused by their mode of advWsye. 
And then, amid the destructive thunders of the indefatigable artil- 
lery, there arose — alas ! for the last time — a clear, bold, human 
voice, which had in a hundred hard-fought fields before braved 
the cannon’s brazen anathemas ; and now, to its uttermost poweiB, 
it sent forth its last fiat— | 

“ This will never do ! Where is the bugler to call them 

But, alas ! though the last truitip was sounding in all diretStions, 
and Heaven’s orderly, the Keomding Angel, was unerringly lyiii- 
shalling the souls as they came on, there was no bugler to be 
found. Still the gallant old soldier, as his gray hair, like silver 
banners, caught the breeze, kept with voice and gesture trying to 

• See Mr. Eu»»ell*« graphic and harrowing aoeount of this, in his fiAV 
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re-form and comp^^se his men; but the deafettiiig denunciations of 
the enemy's guns so close at hand, and the dim light of the early 
dawn frustrated all Ms efforts, and as he rushed along the troubled 
mass of troops, which were herding together under a shower of 

KK pe, and endeavoured to get them in order for a rush at the 
tcipies, which was better than standing still or retreating in a 
, a charge of the murderous missile passed and m died, as 
id lived, gloriously doing his duty with uniinching courage, 
the noble, high hearted Colonel Yea, falling in advance of his men, 
struck at onCe in the head and chest by grape-shot. And as he 
fell, up rose the sun in all its splendour, as if the veteran’s in- 
domitable spirit had passed at once from transient to etm*nai glory. 
Peace be to his manes 1 He left after him on that red held mm^ 
m hrave-^jtone braver. 

) Hallo, old fellow!” cried a young rifleman, rising up from 
where he had been kneeling dose to the ahbatis, binding me arm 
of a wounded Russian soldier, who had fallen from the bastion, 
with his handkerchief, catching hold, as he spoke, of the coat-tail 
of an equally youthful infantry officer, who was rushing on, sword 
in hand. 

Don’t stop me, Penrhyn,” said the red coat, ** for I Ve sworn 
Fil he first in at the Redan, unless Fm fricasseed by the way, or 
my name’s not Dunham Massy.” 

** I understand,” laughed Harcourt ; ” jiou Just want to 1^ the 
iHresent generation know that there is such a name, and give future 
ones reason to remember it. All right, my boy ; go in and win.” 

” You’re the fellow for luck, Penrhyn, for I hear that with only 
twelve men you took, and, what is better, held a Russiem rifle-pit 
yuffeerday/* 

** Poon ! that^s nothing ; like a mere cannon at billiards. But 
111 show you the work I’ve marked out for myself to-day, so don’t 
go and steal a march upon me. Do you sce,^’ continued he, pull- 
ihg young Massy aside by the lapel of his coat, and pointing to ihe 
Malalchoff— do you see that triangular blue and black rag, waving 
so insolently over all that we are doing down here ?” 

^^Yes; well?” 

Well, Fve taken a great fancy to have it for a pocket-hand, 
kerchief^ that’s all. Un dmi mot am sage* Still, as gm say, if 1 
am not fricasseed m attendant , — and truly the ground is strewed 
ithick with warnings.” 

Out upon them !” exclaimed the other boy-hero, as he ad^ed, 
In the w^ds of Othello, waving hhi^sword — 

Behold! I have ft Weapon $ 

A better never did itself sustfthi 
Upon ft soldier's th%h — 

only I have not get seen the day-— but I must see it— 

^ that with this little aria, and this good sword, ^ 

Fve nukde my way through mote impediments 







ifeweaity ypor fitop. B»t, al| ! t , ’ >. , ^ , 

, . , Wlio.©i«i'Oajitr6lMg fate r 

And if it m my fati to fall, inHead of to coiiqoer, I tell yon wlidl, 
Petn^yn, if tiie tout© k chaoged, and I’m ordgred to Heaven* ili^- 
stead of getting into the Redan, send this ring to my mother i 
yon? And-^-and— tell her,” addc«3 the young man, resoluteljr 

gul|»iiig down the tears that trembled in hia voice, and throwing a 
smile over Ms face, ** that 

' It is not in mortals to command aaccess,* 

you hnow.” 

** I will,” said the other, and I’ll also tell her that you ! did 
more, for that you deserved it.* ^nt I have a mother, too I Well, 
I must not think of her, or I shall cry, and that will never do, be- 
fore I get that Russian black and blue pocket-handkerchief. , But, 
pledge for pledge, here’s a little ruby heart-shajped ring, with 
* Thin® ’ engraved in the centre; it was the first my father ever gave 
her, and she gave it to me ; if 1 cannot take it, you send it to her, and 
tell her what it says was the case to the last ; and if before sunset 
I am knocked off, will you — ” and he put bis hand into his bosom, 
and hesitated. 

Here a bugle sounded sharp and shrill. , 

“ What ? Make baste, my good fellow.. Anything, everything, 
you wish.” ^ 

**No, — ^nothing, — only the ring to my mother. Good bye ! 
G on bless you !” 

And hastily they grasped each other’s hands for an instant, and 
then dashed on into the thickest of ih^ m^Se, For a short time 
our batteries and riflemen ceased firing, and the Russians crowded 
the tops of the parapets of the Redan and the round tower of the 
MMakhoflT ; but of course it was dangerous tp go out in front of 
the lines till the enemy had hoisted a flag of truce; yet hearing the 
piteous groans of a poor dying soldier, entreating for Gop’s isato 
for n drop of water, Hatcourt Penrhyn, seeing a French 
running, with a gourd and a bottle in his hand, stopped him, 

** Dis done, mon hrme; as tupar hazard de l*ea% /d 

^^Fardii mon Capitaim, je crois bien, Dmm ! mse tei» ms 
il n V a rm quifaitfurmr emme ‘ Le uerre d*eau/ JL*t 
u h me dnre fs nerre d'eau F kuglied the soldier, as he handed the 
young rifleman his gourd ; and, unwarned by the fate of that;fin4 
noble» young officer, lieutenant Kidd, who had lost his a 
similar humane mission, Harpourt sprang out of the trpooh inl^^ 
the open, and as he tyas kneeling down to put the gourd id thie 
dyin^ soldier’s lips, a bullet wMzaed through the air, and striking 
him just below the heart, he fell back weltering in Ms blood. On 
rushed the ma»s#sjr-one more-^one less-^was of no account, 4or 
blood lowed pleutifu!l|t hut the gourd! the gdptd woe a pri^ 
for water was scaisce* fmr souk hours ybung l^^nrbyn lav amMt 
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the dead' eacfiatsted 'fNmt loaw MoW; thd th* pmn of 

hit wound incteaecd to agony by the searching rayt of the stna. 
Many had he asked to push him *4)ack to the trench, which, by 
comparison, ^peared to mm a haven of luxury, but amid the din 
and tutnuh his feeble voice could not be heard, till a sailor of the 
Naval Brigade stepped over him in making his way to the trench, 
%vl^n he mnched the man’s ankle, which he had not power to 
grasp, and again uttered his faint petition/’ 

Aye, aye, 9ir !” said the man, and, calling to another of Ms 
comrades, they lifted him gently into the trencn. 

** Thank yon, my men. Oh ! if I bad but one drop of water 1” 
wish as I could get it for you, Sir,” said the^rst man, who 
had heard him ; ** but Adam’s grog runs shorter than any other 
here. Hold on there, Jack I Blowed if there ain’t a dead Rooshan, 
with a bottle in Ms claw. You board him, and see what colour* 
he aails under” 

And the other sailor, so ordered, and who was nearest to the 
dead Russian, loosened his rigid graSp, and took the bottle from 
him ; but, alas, it was not water, and the sailors could not wait, 
and so hurried on to their work. At length the sun set, red and 
hazily, as if from the steaming vapours of that.purple field j and 
for a few seconds night hung in black, pall-like clouds over that 
wide sepulchre, when the moon rose, pale, cold and solemn, unat- 
tended by a single star, as if it was her sad privilege to be ^he soli- 
tary watcher of the myriad-dead ; and never before had her light 
revealed such a saturnalia of horrors. Not only every possible at- 
titude, but every possible expression, might there be seen in those 
rigid statues, which, unlike all other sculpture, instead of being 
stone imitating flesh, were flesh simulating stone. Here knelt a 
form with an up-raised rifle aiming at the air, there lay another 
With an up-lifted arm, as if pointing to the ghastly legions around 
that Heaven was still to .scaled. One with great sightless eyes 
glared on the night, and let it look on them } while another, close 
beside it, lay with such calm close lids that its Very mother might 
have thought it only slept, and would wake and smile on her to- 
morrow. And now and then, as the pale light above them moved 
on, might be seen some hideously distorted facei ^ the fell fiehd 
had had a fearful struggle to west from the fleshy ambush Its for- 
feit Souk But, as a naupy contrast to this, were others wh<>so 
chiselled features lay so nushed and beaOtrfhl in death that they 
looked as if their ransoraedapirits had bat that mom^t soared 
upon some angel’s wings to their denial home, leaving their cor- 
phitai garments there as bring too cumbrotis to take. But for one 
and all the only re^quiem wfMi the fresh sea breeze, whicll 
passed over them like a cMliad sigh hrmii many lauds— a last me^t 
sage from many homes— which iAey would see no more. Apd he- 
yomd, on the wU|, world 'of 'igaters, 'In the roads’ of, Sevaa'tbppl, . 
might be ‘Seen gboily ships,' "with 'tlrir iails’ spread^ like 'large-' ' 
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iietJwiii* t<>wArd»liiiii, was 

Cit)m wli 0 «e'’pinfiac«^ l)6iide the Unka Jack# wa«ed.wgi^ia!a 
ani wfcite silkca iag. She not^^aly-^ - < 

Walked the waters like a thing nf life,** . 

hat ^he also seemed agitated with hurnan hopes aiid,fear«i for, on 
her deck might be seen a slight female ligure loi^iog insteOt^ 
through ateiescope which %vas airected towards the shore, and piw* 
sently the boat was lowered, and manned by a crew of ib«m 
sailors ; and then another mam in a rough Neapolitau boat*ieoal^ 
with a pointed capuchin hood to it, sprang in amongst Usem* alker 
which the boat pushed off# and the measured strokes of tho okrs 
kept time, as it werei, to the beating heart of the %ure on; deck 
who stood gazing after them. f 

The vessel was ** The Esmeralda/' Lord De BaskervilleV yacliL 
The man who had sprung the last into the boat ivas its owni*^ 
who, ever from the memorable sbeM affair at Balaklava# had found 
out and claimed (as his mother had dreaded) relationship With 
Harcourt, who had never accepted his cousin’s invitation to sleep 
a single night on board his yacht, as be would not absent himself 
from his poet. Still, one way or another, he had seen* botweou 
balls at Lord Stratford De Redcliffe’s, and tbe plays acted by the 
Zouaves, and various excursions to be made, a great deal of ^ 
beautiful cousin Florinda, perhaps a great deal too much for ike 
peace of both j for, besides Harcourt’s high and strictly honorable 
nature, which alone would have deterred him from bringing a gkl 
bred up in all the sybarite luxury of artificial wants into the strug- 
gles, lowerings, and privatipns inseparable from the position of a 
penniless soldier of Fortune, who had yet his way to win, and BO* 
thing to help him to do so but his high heart and his good right 
arm. These, in the French army, it is true, would have beeh ad- 
sulficient to have carved out any career, however great — 'to have 
planted whole wildernessea of laurel, and to have reaped tlnEun 
after ; but in ours, having neither pitronage nor parentage, ihey 
might, indeed, if the chances of war left him a cripple, procure him 
a crutch— that only bdton our economical and exclusive system 
awards to the bravest of the brave, who have but their 
their conduct to plead lor them. And as one among many ffa|piist 
modern instances of this, look at that heroic stripling, ‘^Rsjlaln 
Massy,*’ as he is deservedly caled ; for had he been th^ two 
Bci|)io8 and Bayard and Conu^ girded into one, his young 
antique spirit could nof have ac^eved greater prodigies of valoiii. 
And has he hot been rewarded ? Yes, by the admiratkm. irf; 
Europe# the arcbives of hk own conscience, and a fimsefuliluid 
wall-iherited'testimonial from TOnity €oll^e, Dublin, ■ - '* 

And'tbc Dovemmeht? ■ 

{thasnotltitk^redto jpreoenl hisimceptiiigany of 
nor have wo heiird that it has mrteMed Ms pay for c ri f pM 



IHe j ffeflkap, mu m iU fetrendiiog /«ron it cmmAm tfeifi 
cmtailiiiiti mms mUa tmt, honom are mt to be 
on those who can help themseives ao Ittiahly to them* 

But, to return to the other boy hero. Harcourt Penrhyn, 
exclusive of his OWU individual position, which precluded his thinh- 
Img of taking Florinda for a wife, loved his mother with too much 
of gratitude, too much hormess of respect, to think of 
enteitiiig a family (though his own) who had treated her with such 
Cieiitumely and neglect ; and yet there were moments, when, in the 
preaenoe of Florinda, and under the induence of those bewildering 
e^a others, prudence, principle, filial affection, gratitude, every- 
thing gave wayl llte world was wide, but in all its boundless 
expanee there appeared but two human beings-^Florinda and him- 
self! Then, horrified at his egotism, he would sum up her 
ntbthcr’a failings, endow ketr with them all and fry to hate her. 
But hatred, like love, will mt be hidden ; so finding that impose 
aiblc, he would then absent himself for days. 

But never yet could love be concealed where it exists, and the 
efforts generally made to conceal it are «o awkward, so exaggerated, 
that they, treachcroualy, only make it the more apparent, , Not- 
w^Stending, therefore, Harcourt’s unequal manner, its fiddden 
odldjiess, nay, almost rudeness at times, Florinda knew— that js, 
«i»e /el^*-**'that he loved her. On her side there were not the same 
imasons for avoiding him, as she had never even heard him or his 
mother alluded to by her own family j and when she recognfeed 
M^eouf t as the original of the picture she bad seen worn by the 
lady she met at the Kuston Square terminus, and that in a fit of 
heroic and Spartan virtue, thinking that would place an effectual 
barrier between them, he had confessed that his mother was Sir 
Oleary Kempenfelt’s governess, Florinda replied, with generous 
candour and perfect truth — 

** She is atiil our relation, and you are my cousin j and I like her 
all the hette^lo^ her honest independence.’* 

In truth we are ashamed to confess that being, like her elder 
brother, determined not to sacrifice herself in marriage, add, tbere- 
dbre, karii^ but little respect for her mother'a ambitious designs, 
ta^ thinking that Lady Mabel’s marriage ought to be quite suffi* 
to satisfy her on that head; we greatly fear ihai could she 
. only hpa been qmte sure that Harcourt did love her, were it not 
dor maldeniy modesty she would have reversed the order of thipgs 
tnjicordfif (as so many English misses do by their ucrircif devotibn 
•aiiff/iatteniioii to .men), and have offereu him herself ktid her 
^iwenty thousand pounds, which, like all young persons who kubw 
#«dy\ihe .abuse , and not the-.itise of money, she thought,; without ’ 
carriages and hm*Ses and gold plate, which of course (at that age) 
she did not care for, how happy Harcourt, his mother and hm^self 
iw for life in « de^ imttage omds, all thatched At the 

looBaln'lhe.lroii^ and a^oou like the ;lrisb»an%i ndddb, 
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be %bte4 uf> aU ibe ym fw»d. |p4ee4 
j|^,ba4 ^WbvfCffl^e a« far thal^wbea-ebie 

B&uW take a cottage of her owo, and then she woojd ask diet 
dear Ijeautiful cousin Mary of hers to com© and lire with her» and 
aha shonld no longer he governess to any one. But it inyaifably 
happened after one of these forward speeches that Han^nrt 
more dietanti more impenetrahle than ever; nay, sometimaa fee 
acttt|idf frowned and bit his lips as he turned away* And thus 
thrown hack upon herself, reproved, almost rejected* the generous, 
devoted girl would suddenly he lashed into the chafed, p’o^d 
woman, who had franchised every bamer for one whose only' re* 
turn was a stern though silent hint, that the sooner she replaced 
them the better. After any of these scenes what auSmred Smost, 
next to herself, was her pocket-handkerchiefs, which were mercj*- 
lessly torn asunder as she would (couid he have got at It) have torn 
her own abject heart for having led her into such folly and humi- 
liation: and the St. Bartholomew of these Imgerk innocents canted 
the despair of Mademoiselle Ernestine, her maid, who would soli- 
loquise over their fragmentary chef d^muvres of hrofhrie» 

**Ah! certes, mi ladi, est un vrai bourreau dVrgent, do d^ch- 
ircr de si bels raouchoirs, pour les quels MUe. Felicie lui a fait 
pa^r, Dieu sait quoi 1’* 

But with the double shrewdness of her sex and country, she 
was not long in suspecting that these poor handkerchiefs were 
scapegoats of a grande passion, consequently as the destruction 
increased $o did her commentaries, which for the most part were — 

“Ah I ma foil 11 faut qu‘il soit b^te comme Dieu est puissant* 
Ce petit militaire* avec ses beaux yenx, pour ne pas voir que miladi 
ne acsire pas mieux que de tout sacrifier pour lui, y-comprls ejle 
mime ; puisque les demoiselles on Angleterre font la cuur, efc «e 
marie k leur gr<^ ; pourtant c’est drole 9a comme se les homwa cm 
valaient la peine V* 

But notwithstanding Harcourt’s reserve during the^^many month* 
they had now known him, and his a^ish hot and cold-dts* there 
had never been the slightest skirmish from which he had cscjBqied 
unscathed, that be had not, however late at night, either rowed wt 
or sent to “The Esmeralda ” to report his s&tyj but now^ alter 
t^t dreadful day, when the cannon had scarcely ceased lor a 
moment, and their dense smoke had enveloped the surrounding 
country like a veil of grey crape, he neither came nor sent^ tlhat 
could it mean i . .v,- 

Suspense, though in one way so drcadfubyet in.at|;ei»de«tc#-oii 
the possihilitf of a horrible and irrevocable catastrophe is a beoae* 
a positive aiigel-viait-*^for where there's dimbt there’s hope ; 
at be«% in thw jmor little life, which for some m unrounded icoeit 
by a dreain, - Whal»'* f« Miss Jqwahurf #uly “are hopes 
but hwayted leare?** While w« are In siissiwnee, 1^* both 
and mind m and peripatetic grief; 



it is Iftot till we tre felled by some cM>los8al certainty of eoostun- 
Mftted evil, atid tmtb is seated in that desolate Carthag^e, a broketi 
heart, that we perceive that we are surrounded by the stupendous 
■rUine of ail our hopes. ^ 

Flodnda and her brother had paced that deck nearly the whole 
4|ty } he had talked, ^he had listened— but it was not to hiin, it was 
to that murderous artillery, which, to her torturing fears, seemed 
M endow Harcourt with ten thousand lives, only to subject him 
to ten thousand deaths. But at length, when the sun set, and 
the ^ccn rose, and still he neither came nor sent, Lord de Basker- 
viBe eaid, in a low, hoarse volee-^ 

^ dear, you had better go down below; Pm going oh shore. ^ 
"^^Let Jhe go with you !’* murmured she faintly, as she laid her 
hahd upon his wrist, which, even through his coat, he Could feel 
was cola as death. 

^^*No, ho, dear; that's impossible,’* said he, resolutely; ^*go 
down below, there’s a darling.** 

Only let me stay here, then,** said she, sinking down on a 
bench, and leaning her head against one of the port-holes. 

^ Well, I '11 send you up some wraps.** 

And doWn he went, first into the state-cabin, where he fouhd 
the doctor stretched upon a couch, deep in Dumas’ Paul Jones, 
**Do you know, Ross,** said Lord De Baskerville, Pm terribly 
afraid that something has happened to poor Pehrhyn, and I #aht 
you to come on shore with me.** ’ 

bless met I hope not,*’ and the doctor flung dbwn his 
book ; ** but if your Lordship will allow me to suggest, 1 bad better 
rmmn here, and get all my apparatus ready ; for if the worst has 
happened, wteh Heaven forbia, I can be of no use ; and if it is 
only a wound, and a curable one, he ought not to be moved after 
it is dressed; or the ball extracted. And i’ll see a berth gpt ready.” 

** Berth 1 oh, no ! let him have the state-bed, it will be so much 
larger and more comfortable.” 

So H will ; and it is very good of your Lordship to give it up; but 
ae Lady Florinda’s is only a email fcnch bedstead, perhaps if that 
Werebfbught into the second cabin that would be better and rtture airy.^ 

' Well, whatever is best ; and Florinda can have minei** 

" I advise you |o take some bandages and lint, and a hl^Uting* 
gask'df' weak brandy and water.** ' ' ' 

And these prelimmaries arranged, the boat, as W haVe already 
described, pushed offhand though otie of the youthful herbck had 
Teemed his self-lmi^ed pledge, and first in at the Bedah I— 
Il'ich '-we' were' now ' in , possession of-^itill; the' oara of fe#' ■ 
Hieralda-s ” boat were muffled as they had ad lohg been accustomed 
# ''be;an'd on reaching the beach Lord De Bkskorville' lift' #0 
eiilors with the boat, taking the two othto with the cushions ahd 
tWO"oars,''to;'tn&e a mti of iiljavotawfimr, in ciiee'ihey shoMd lb 
stiE^«!nsidti^4n theiC "S'-'" 
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CHAPTER XXL 

''-■. ^ /'.,.■ S' 

TE» B.»tINK;EN 80LBIRR. THE VIVA.NDXEBE. THE .hpWjS^ 

twuD , NEW anatomical fhbnombnon; oKt the 

/DOCTOR PUZZLED. 

Thoudh not XDore than nine^*dook wban l^ordDe Baakiszirilk 
had set out» it was past one before Florinda^ who had nev^er moned 
li^ixi the seat where he had left her» perceived, more with a sort d 1 
spiriinal dmrvo^ance than by her physical sight, the long watched*^ 
for boat returning ; bat as the moon was now waning^ and tMek' 
clouds gathering for rain, only the eyes of the heart would so soon 
have descried that long cofHndike phantom skimming the waters, 
and have seen the strokes of those mulSed oars that could not be 
heard* For a moment every pulsation which had been so tu- 
multuous before, was suspended, as she breathlessly counted* re^ 
turning, but the five that went!— till the boat neared, and the 
companion-ladder was lowered, and she then heard her brother 
say:— 

Gently, gently,” to the men in the boat ; afterwards telling 
those above to be in readiness to help them as they ascended the 
ladder. 

Her first impulse was to kneel down and silently thank Gob 
for speak she could not ; then, leaning o%*er the side, her whole 
being seemed concentrated in her ears ; for after all it might be 
but a corse that they were thus silently and solemnly raising, as 
the great dead— who are angels then — should ever be tended. 

As the two sailors that came backward first up the companion- 
ladder mth their burthen, an unintentional jerk they gave, eOOsed 
him to groan. 

Oh, thank God I ” escaped from her lips now, not only in 
words* but almost in a shriek ; for never were tidings more glad l-^ 
never was music more sweet to mortal ear tlian was that suferli^ 
moan to that poor trembling girl i for is not suSering the strongest 
of all proofs of life ? 

Mr. Ross, though a cannie, long-headed Scotchman^ Imdalih a 
kind heart, and being greatly addicted to the reading of romanofsi* 
and by no means dedcient in the perceptive organs, he had a fmlijr 
dear idea of the state of the case between the young bero of Rs* 
Idtlava, and tbe dower of Belgravia ; ®o, just as the sailors reaohpd 
the deck with their freight, be said to the latter— ^ 

iadyship will go down below* Fll be sure to M ymi 
have the Brst of your oaudn/* as he kindly and ^^atb 

cally called him* to le|ritimi*e* as it weire, her irrepreisibie anidetf 
about him* and make it appear perfectly orthodox: to the bystanlim. 





And I have |io donhl,’* continued the doctor, ** that it will W a 
favonrable one. Meanwhile, let nie prescribe for you, and prevail 
upon your ladyship to retire to rest, first taking a tumbler of very 
hot, white-wine negus,” 

She made no difficulty about following bis advice ; as sbe felt, if 
not relieved by a fiood of tears, that her heart would burst. So 
shii hurried down to her cabin jusft as Hatcourt once more reached 
lie deck of ** The Esmeralda/’ 

As soon as they got him down-stairs, Dr. Ross ordered him. to 
bffl^laid on a large dining-table, and the first thing he did was to 
sbonge his face and hands from a large basin of vinegar and water 
that ha had there ready, and then loosen his uniform. Considerahly 
revived by these ablutions, be opened his languid eyes, and seeing 
liorii De BaskerviUe, he slightly pressed his hand-*a movement 
that did not escape the doctor’s lynx eye. 

‘M must thank your lordship to leave us till I have done all that 
oujght to be done and got him into bed, which you see is all turned 
down ready i but even a look, in his present state, may agitate and 
excite him too much ; and Til let you know as soon as you may 
return,^’ 

Lord D# Baskerville was gone in a moment. And then Dr. 
Ross proceeded to cut the uniform off piecemeal, for it was so 
satumted with blood that had his patient been able to sit up it 
could scarcely have been got off in any other way ; he then found 
the wound was luckily about an inch and a half below the heart# 
and having sponged away the coagulated blood with tepid water 
bafore he had even begun to feel for the ball, Harcourt drew a long 
breath, and said — 

^h ! what a relief.” 

Well I hope, my fine fellow, -we shall soon relieve you more,^ 
and as the doctor continued his manipulations he at length said — 

‘^iWhat the deuce is thisl” and, gently drawing it out of the 
wound, added — 

* It looks like a glove j but, by Jove I whatever it is, it has saved 
your life by turning the ball aside/^ and he flung the red gauutlot 
pray to the other end of the table. 

** Mo, no, give it to me,’* said Harcourt feebly. , 

^^ Oh ! I perceive,” said the doctor, with a quiet smik, beginning 
to fancy that be understood how such a thing came lo beinso. 
fgrange a place. ** ^a,tiiu4e for its having saved your life I Umph f 
i^^reiuember; when I was at school,” added he, continuing his operait 
tidh, that we u«ed to read that after the battle of Man tinea, when 
Kpaminondas was carried into his tent wounded, the first thing Ac 
asked for on recoviaring his senses was his shield, which, heiug 
hoought to him, he kissed. Then, to be sure, it was considered 
iiifamous among the Greeks and Romans for a soldier to return 
from Jiattie without hk shield, and, jjerhaps, there are scnne modern 
jMgUlations about gloves, that Vm ignorant of. Ah ! come, thai’e 





• 

«0iBetW3^g Site'; 'Fve 'pt' ytJn, mi itey^itaf 

they lite ttetit haviw tbe ball at one^s Ibot, but ta long 
raakels notMiig of one but a poor devil of a mtgm% and »e#if oHfe 
amid ivars and rumours of wars, it’s quite a® satisfaotoi*y to 
fiometirnes in one’s hand. How do you feel now, eh ?” sald *%e, 
holding up the bullet ; don’t wish me to put it back in the place 
I found it, dd you?” 

** Oh ! what a relief.” 

•* Now, have the goodness not to move a finpr till I return, 
which will be in half a moment.” And ringing a hand-hell, Doc- 
tor lloss opened the door, where he found Lord De BaskerVille 
and hi« valet both waiting. 

My Lord, I’m come to borrow a shirt from you, and as I knovv 
ail young ladies are fond of baUs — Miles, give this to 
Ernestine to take to Lady Florinda with my compliments, midiiiiy 
her cousin will be quite ready for the first Mazurka or auy thing 
else, if she will do him the honor of holding herself disengaged 
for this day month.” 

'^‘Nonsense! you don’t mean to say you have e.ttracted it 
already ?” 

^‘Seeing’s believing j but I must go back. Miles, the shirt if 
you please, a-s quick as possible,* and then come and help metd 
get Mr. Penrhyn into bed.” 

“ As soon as Doctor Ross had sent out word that bis patient was 
in bed, and had dropped off into a quiet and profound sleep, not 
having for so many months enjoyed the most kindly luxury in life, 
a good bed, with nice fresh linen sheets, Florinda sat on a low 
stool beside the couch, upon which her brother had throwm hitn- 
i^lf, to hear the particulars of how he had, at length, and by tbe 
merest accident through a French Vimndihre found Hareourt. He 
spared, her til e details of tbe horrors he had waded throtigh, and 
his almost hopelessness, amid such a mopedome of dead and dy^ng, 
of finding the one he was in search of, especially as that dark Rifle 
uniform, and the slightness of the wearer, rendered him ie#8 con- 
spicuous than those in red, though the moon w^as shining as bright 
as day. " "■ 

‘‘Butitook one of the oars, and touched every heap that I 
passed,” said he, ** and when any uttered a sound, I despatched 
•ibieves and Jackson to try and find some sort of conveyance tu 
have the poor creatures removed. When ! came to the the 
sight was too horrible, for it looked like a Campo "Sdinto turned 
inside out ; and there, as I could not go below the surface, I probed 
in vain. I then made the tour of the open as far as I could, and 
was returning in despair, fearing he might have fallen inside the 
Redan ?**-"but, determined to stay there all night and wall the 
muming’e ligbt*--^” ■ 

Here Kdrinda Mssed his forehead, ‘ ^ - 

■ And just a'i I got teek'lo the trench, I French chhsibiV' 
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i^ymf^tQmhme tbreeii»po«8ll)(Bil2i»e» 
to stand steadily by balancing bimsdf on his hsels» to 
calish hoM of lh« whom he was importiimng fojr encore 

^ fcwite* and to sing, in the midst of a most insubordinate 
Wccup — 

^ Mott iyeteme mi d'almer le bon vin 
Hos amis, la dame qui nous alme, 

<iuelq»e peu d'ouvrage, et point de chagrin 
VoUa le vrai Men ; on je n y connais rlen ; 

Dlnga! dingal dingat dlngat dongl 
Ah ! quo j’ainie a sonner un bat^me ! 

A Messieurs les maris j*en demande pardon ; 

Dingskt dingaj— (Hiccup.) 

tn nous dcherle caipp? Avcc ten gredin de dingat 
dinga I dinga T cried the mvmdihre* 

* Bonne moi done une toute petite goutte ? Elle est Ik I elle est 
ikl eUs est Ik! morbleu! (Hiccup.) Chacun le salt, cbacun le 
ait ; le rdgiment (hiccup) est le diable a quatre (hiccup) pour boire 
(hiccup), et ®e battre (hiccup), et faire le vert gallant, Tal— lal — 
de — ral — ^lal — la 1 (Hiccup.)’ 

*“ Qui t’avke, imbdeile V cried she, giving him a box on the ear, 
which laid him prostrate, as he made an attempt forcibly to possess 
himself of her canteen. “ . 

^ Pardon, mon bon Monsieur,’ said she, addressing me ; ‘mais 
si vous vouderiez avoir la complaisance de m’aider,il y’a unpauyre 
jeune ofiicier Anglais la has, aifeubld le de cadavres ; et je saisbien 
qu’il vit encore lui, car il pousse des g^misseraents, voyez vous, 
e’est a en fendre le coeur 1’ 

** I was only too glad to follow her, as the very words * young 
ofBcer’ gave me liopes, especially as she spoke of his groans, and 
we had not gone far before she stopped about the middle of the 
treinch. ^ 

'.** ^ Ecoutez r said she. 

‘‘ And, sure enough, I heard a faint groaning, but evidently 
pmceeding only fi:om one sufferer. The first body we dragged 
off tlie heap was that of a French colonel, covered with orders j 
but, poor fellow, he was quite gone. 

“‘Ebl Seigiieur DieuT said the vivandiere, shrugging her 
shoulders, and looking piteously at him, ‘e’est bien le caa de 
4tee’^ 

' ^ lei tens sottt i je ne te dois plus rien 

suis ear mon fumier, eomme toi sur le tien T 

* Comnae dit le bonomme de Caen/ 

We went on with our melancholy worh, till we had extracted 
about four, when a groan, or rather a loud respiration, like a per* 
son breathing suddenly more freely, assured us we had come to 
what WO were seeking j and as we raked him out of the trench, I 



asked the vivandier© how she came to kaow lie 
hy, 80 many? She said-^ ; v”' 'n;'-o' i 

** * |)a»e f Moasieur en m’en allant Ik has, d aV 
cadavi«4s kiodessos de ^ |>auvre eDfaat} et j'ai v» eette lrik^^ ldtc^i 
k ti:aY©rs le bras, d^ua pauvre vieillard/ ^ f r i^ ' 

It was> iadeed, poor Penrhyn, who, without opehiug his ©y«i,^ ^ 
murmured^ ' Oh I thank you.’ I bad hut three Napoleons aadlt^O 
Toublea in my waistcoat pocket# which I slipped kto the food 
viyandiere’s hand { hut for a long time she indignantly nejeeied 
them, saying— ' ^ ' 

** * Aliens done. Monsieur ! est que ^ses chosts Ik se puyent l ^ 
k la guerre, comme k la guerre, il faut bien s’aider les uns lesies 
autres/ 

‘ A la bonne lieure/ said I, ‘mais pour boire k la sant^ de not#© 
trouvaille ; nous autres Anglais, nous avons une si^rstiticm *^ne 
rien ne r^ussit sans le pour boire.’ , - 

* Ah I darne l c^est une autre a^ire 5 mais pourtant. Monsieur^ 
le vin n’est pas si cher,' said she, still returning the gold, and onl)^ 
keeping the roubles till I again pressed them into her Land wltll a 
joke, saying— 

‘‘‘Qui sait? il peut devenir cher, car vous saves ^e quo dit 
BerangerP 

* Si on meitalt u Peau fraiche, 

Toute lille qui p^che 
It'ean fraiche, serait a la fin, 

Plus cher quo le vin V ** 

* Dame 1 quant k yela. Monsieur, si on mettait k Teau fraiche 1 

tons les liommes qui p(''‘chent ! vin et eau seraient blenfeot hprs ;de 
prix r laughed she. By this time the men had constructed a litter 
with the oars and cushions, and we lifted poor Penrhyn op to it a© 
gently as we could. I saw there was nothing the matter with his . 
arms, and therefore thought it better not to open his coat, lor fear < 
of doing mischief ; but with all our care his groans were t©##ihJe ' 
as we lifted him up, and I began lamenting that there was po arelp 
or any kind of conveyance to take him down to the boal^ lift III© 
vivandi^r© consoled me with the presence of mind imii good ©©use 
of her country, by saying — : , 

‘ Ha foi Monsieur, je crois que la haqu©n^e des iJdi; ;s 

secouera bien moins.’ , V’ 

“And having given him a little brandy and water, wbiidi 
peared to revive him, we moved pn, but not before I had coidiaiy . , 
shaken the little vivandikre's hand, and thanked her , again, i 
again. , 

‘’‘jpe rien m on beau, Monsieur,’ said she; ‘ma i 3 akye .^<»lt r.; 
vivandiere avec la grande arm^, et je ebasse bien de. race, mlW ? ^ 
tout. Ce syra.un fichu compliment 1 d© vans direl 
ainsi adjeu^.M^JIpeiirl’' , . v, ^ 

Ooiiif ©nfoot, x 
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hmm 1^- ' FEtts|?emir f . ' 

• De tout lima ciaar, Tire rEnij^rear I’ eebt^ad eli^. * Vmn 
V0tilii»ii 4k© et vive Tawtr© aussi, Na|iol^oa 

Pi!)diili©p C©l pmmiKsr d© iBiaaeraan t) quand mSt4© il eat mart T 

** And so w© parted ; and, as yoit know the rest, flo*, now go 
to. tod/* 

I shonid hke to »e© that virandi^re !’* said she, as she rose 
to .wiiA her toother good night, or rather iporaing. 

doubt/* smiled he ; “hut ad it would bo a million chances 
to one that you found her, I advise you not to set off upon such a 
wiidjfoose chase/* 

*‘ Poh't be impertinent, Sir/* said she, slapping one of his 
clieeks, as she kksed the other. 

The next morning Di*. Ho88*s bulletin was equally favourable. 
His pitient had had a good night, and was considerably easier; 
or, as Harcourt himself expressed it, he had been in Heaven, with- 
out ©stactly knOwi ng how he got there. 

Blit bowl Florinda and her brother had work to do before break- 
fast, l^e as it had been when they had gone to bed. Lord de 
Baskerville*© was to report Harcourt as dangerously wounded, at 
head^quartera, tlnd obtain for him six months* leave ; Florinda's 
to write to his mother, in all haste, stating his safety and progres- 
sion towards convalescence, that she might receive this letter before 
she saw the official list of the killed and wounded, and she wrote 
accordingly • 

** On board ‘ The Esmeralda’ Yacht, 

“ Off Sevastopol, June 19th, 1855. 

** My dear Cousin Mary, — 

Forgive me for not addressing you with due formality 
as Mrs. Penrhyn ; but I like the former mode of accosting you 
so much better, as it seems more like you. I hasten to tell you 
not to be alarmed at the /act you will see in the papers of my 
cousin Harcoart's being wounded; for the ball was extracted last 
nigbr; which night he slept through moat comfortably, and Hr. 
Jlos# ©ays hois going on most favourably, %vith less fever than he 
ever toiew from U similar wound. But I have no doubt you would 
like to know ail about it, and exactly how my toother Iras forlunaie 
enough lo find him after that dreadful action of yesterday/* (And 
here she recapitulated the same graphic description which Lord 
De Btakervllle had given her on the previous night.) Should 
you ndl ilk© to See that good vivanditoe? Dr. Ross says nothing 
will reMcstabish cousin Harcourt’s strength so soon as change of 
air; so we are going to ctuise about, and I dare say, in a short 
tirae,( to wii tos able to write to you himself, only Ross is such a 
medM mat^het properly) that while there is the shadow of 
a shailW'Of dinger in hi's exerting himself, even that much, I am 
sure he wiU not let hhn do it ; so you must he content With ttte 
for your ^om c&rrespmdmf iiW im fulleitor cease to be issUiad. 



Do' I ktteW"Wy. tk«, 

picture p^n worn tbe .only tlwro 

%uikte, mi, rnimm* ^ w 

m% fl^/. Ittoow W'ho yoo were i but il. ym^nm nply,WI^«(|i 
gEMupnsioiiate as ym look, I sball make »{> foi: lost tiiEUfi^n ^|l 
Sir Oregoi:y KempoufeU, with my Mod regards, mi to |«uaw^#id 
be is ioiuf to keep y<m alJ to Mme^f, Ibiv tbat ss | 

am my owfv mistress, I am goiug to.. take f .cot^gsi,; 
wil not be proper for me to live by my»4fwtb# i% vlt kf W 
mti, obapemii-Haod mamm hates thooouiM;ry» you wfoyl j^tuiju 
good for evil, and come and take care of me. 1 forfot ^ t^lbiyou 
Siat De Baskerville hw asked for sk months? leave for poor 
wounded, not exactly Hussar, but BifleiiMin, which, as therf is no 
doubt of his obtaining, I dare say Bngland will be our 4est|iintioii 
very soon, but not tih all traces of tha effects of lhathoiridvwouiid 
have been lung to the winds eitimr of the Bosphorus or *^ean, 
where we think of weighing anchor for, to^uwrow. ,01i J bare 
come those tiresome mail bags « so good bye, Ipr to-^day, ^daar 
cousin Mary. Don't hate me for my mm$*4 kake, but belieyeme 
ie mmTi Your sincerely affecl^onate, . ^ 

^^FnoRiNOA AK0ovaR,’^ 
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CHAPTER XXIL 

LETTERS FROM O0K OWN CORRESFONDENT.*^ THE ** MAN 
OF ROSS*' MA^RES a SCIBNTmc DISCOVERY, AND, OF 
COURSE, AS THE NATTCiRAL CONSBOUENCE OF SO bOINb, 
TIIRR ATENS TO WRtTR TO THR TIMES?^ ^ 

HaPfiNess, bke pleasure, is a game for which it is vain >to seek ; 
it must start before us or we never dud it, and the reason is^ np- 
hapi^ that all that is most exquisite in nature-^whidher m 
sentimetit, perception, or senaation^is^ to a certain depfcOr^thM 
it, beyond a certain point*-*rlndeinable. The lover, for ini^anoe, 
is generally at a loss to «^s|fee---eveft where giej^ pern 
tbn exists*-"the earaot point from whence the ekctrm thiiB ci»t^ 
which at oncerevoluUimiaed and su^ugated his whole beic^ ;/md 
yet this could not be the case if even beauty itself deprived upofi 
any known or fixed rule of proportion. Shape, colour, foaluie, tmd 
expression, may be all cmilessedly beautiful to ene^ eye^ or 
tnay be so to nm% save to him or her whose heart has te 
them ; but in either case where the spell has woi^t, tboe* imder 
its Influeum will tell ycmthat h is something that'ilMy 
n«^Ofn#thiim 110^ lettibsted to aay on© portmu ©£ wWt 
buidbinrfnw.:thO''W&^, .ic^ir^ewmiieas^iiwt^ 



'liKttQtjr 'witk 

eti«ir^"«#li'k^ mfm 

m all^- ■Biit»'^]iiii'“il 

Hil## in ^ing Mi^kied in aasMlnf h&t mm minipm$m 

atii demonstrating the arrogimt iidkclefi ol tt!l 
lIMmi^ertei pingmmmes, how c^ten does it hapim that ih«^ 
#hdikii XiOVl Mecm as Megatei of his powsr to hrlof ttt ohalhfd 
ih ihe^St ah|iet bondage so as to swell hit inamph^ are dlam^ 
tii^illy oppoii^, in ewy respeeti even iti the leaditl|t lore of mi* 
wm^'fotwti to that thmmtiml dMnity we had set tp for ont future 
WdfshilJ, Whenever realisation should approaeh to it. l^herei are 
tWo cahSes/* says an old writer, to be considered of civil ivATS. 
The one secret, which, as it is neither known nor seen, so it cannot 
W hindered nor remedied. It is Destinie the Will of God. ♦ * 
# # . « * # ^ Jii mUgktt rmnt, llmH» Au«e i/tu>nina reBm 
mmjmdi p^mme mdum/’ And this is all that can be said of Aat 
wdiiit of civil wats-^LOve 1 For what is a house or a state ebm- 
pAfOd With a heart divided against itself ? For the house may dud 
friends to arbitrate between its fends j the state, patriots to quell 
its commotions 5 bat the best headi^— and more especially its wm ! 
—can' only misjndge in causes belonging to the jurisdiction of the 
heart. 

As a proof of the truth of that world*old axiom, that events 
which have the appearance of misfortunes often prove a happy 
source of future felicity, one little month before that bright July 
day saw him cruising about Propontis and the Buxine, Harcourt 
Penrhyn’s wildest dreams could not have pictured the present 
realHy of his being there upon that couch, Florinda anticipating his 
every wish, reading to him, singing to him, watching him, nur^Ug 
him-^^li of which, as long as his strength failed, he thought a 
delightful way of dying— a happy preparatory school for Heaven 
but now that hie strength was beginning to return, the dragon 
Huty^ and ^ the harpy MeCessity, those grim belligerents, were once 
mmc aasatMng his Inward ettadel, so that the civil war (ten Ihouaand 
rimea^worfiC than the outward on© from which he had just escaped) 
waairaglng^ Beasod indeed is generally an unequal anfagonli^ to 
paMoii^ and philosophers will advise tnat some stronger passton 
should be opposed lo it i but if such can be found, then the passion 
so^ifposed is-nol love.^ Harcourt - made many attOmpta at 'this 
mo^li^aomy, by throwing the recollection of his mother intd the 
lUNllfiiit b^ length familiarity weakened the poieucy of this 
-lui# -he ^'J»ad nothing for it ‘ but to arm 'Florinda- s witfare 
apitst'Pleflnda^B self 5 ana he so far succeeded as to rceOFve to go 
tO'#Seuieri’'nii' be nursed there, and so prove -to himself- that if 
much, it "©an also elevate. Every' tru'e falth-'lias* 
»Ye^ fat better to die there, of':uiere'' 

boil^ ♦00000*' llsikn''tO''riimih h<ue,"etraggMng''ftgidnst’wery''lor*i 
teiNi^ 1^ tihiif it ha^ Hjank Heaven f up to that tiine he 



Bn 1 kttw my tkn mmmnt tmw 

i|fciwfess'f0l Ibnt .yictee ynii-^iror«;thn 

Bwtna- ■ %narfi, tiiat moroinff G|i,l.>ow sorry., 

ttni iMm Umow who yon wsrsi but if ym w$ ouly 

|ioum&ssia»ste as yon Wk, I shall make up lo^r }ost 

Sir Grogory Kempenfelt, with my kind regarns^ not to 

ho l|i#oing to kssp you all to Mmsolfi Jh^i that as soonji tffr I 

am my own mistress# i am going to taka a 

wiM not ha propar for me to liya by mys#rrthafc^ifi# my 

own chaperon— and mamma hates tho.«o»ntry, you 

good for evil, and come and take care of me. I forgot to yon 

l^at Be Baakervide has asked for mx monthsM^ave for poor 

wounded, not exactly Hussar, but BiAemim* whkh» as &er#is,no 

doubt of his obtaining# I dare say Sngiand will W «our d^^mtion 

very soon# but not tih all traces of the e^Tects of that horrid^ wound 

have been long to the winds either of the Bosphorns or diiisan# 

where we think of weighing anchor for, to*tmorrow. 01^1 h^e 

mme those tiresome mail bags $ so good bye, for to^dsyi iw ^daar 

cousin Mary. Don't hate me for my sake, but beMeye me 

demuTi ** Your sincerely ai^ectionate, ^ , 

“ PnoniNnA An no van#” 


CHAPTER XXII. 

njBTTEnS FROM *‘OUK OWN CORRn^FONDBKT.” 'TNE ^^MAN 

OP boss” MaKEs A sciaNTiVio mscoVnitY, ano, of 
cbirns®, AS this natural cONSEauRNCE of so 

TRrREAfS'ks TO WRITE TO *'THH TIMES.**'’ ’ 

HAPFiNEBfii, like pleasure, is a gmne for which it is vaiu to seek ; 
it must start before us or we never JKnd it, and the reason i% per« 
haps, that all that is most exquisite in nature— whelh^ In 
sentiment, perception, or sensation--48, to a certain defroor^thai 
is, beyond a c^fmn point— inddlnahle.^ The lover, for initance, 
is generally at a loss to even where great personsdii^^ 

tlan -etists-^the emmt point Irom whence the^ electric thiiH'^oame, 
Which^at once revaiutkm'ised aitd subiugated his whcde.beti^t 
yet this could not he the case if even beauty itself depMiediimmi 
any known or fixed rule of fwoportion, 8impe, colour, hud 

expression, may be all confessedly beawtiful to e<w^ ey«i Or Ihof 
may be so to none, save to him or her whose hmrt has Jipiiiied 
themt but' in dtheF' case> where" spell has "wrpu|^ thoeo'iunte 

its Infiwsnc# will tdl 'you that 'it is something-, thiit 

restriemd to any one portion of what ^ey admlra# 
bmdiii»sioverjdbs>^wim^ 'caliii‘mr««tnm«#te#m^i 





; 'iMiimty wrSli' 

^birm ^ieh 'l«'^fi^l' fMMf fio tnf' 

- #f''-’’’i^l>ll<$«,‘ 'ibdlifb' it''k, -) 3 *itiap 8 , wil 

Mitii^li^ «ir4|'4bi®g ^teligbted ia''a«8ertiii|jf '|>e'r '<5Wii''®itiulp«3t#it 
ml daxnobstrating tba arro|piiil iiHadas 43I all liiiititti 
pi^gmtiitxiea, how ollten doea it l^|>pe»i Iboso 
wbiish' i»pv»«»i0ct^ m delegates W bk p<wr to bring ti« tbakti 
bi llieiid^t ab|wbt bcmdage so as to swell his liiuthphSt at^ disuse^ 
trifally opposite, in efOry resp^, even in the leading Idre of onl^ 
wai^ TO*T«i <»* that tAeorefio^fd we had set tip ^ out latete 
wdrsMp) Whenever realieatioti shonld approach to it* There are 
two caotes/' says an old writer, to be considered of civil WarSi 
The one secret, whieh, as It is neither known nor seen, so it cannot 
be hindered nor remedied. It is Destinie the Will of God. ^ ♦ 
« ; * . ♦ s f # msapm rmnt, Imtis hunc nufnma rsMs 

crmmMi j^suen^ imdumJ* And this is all that can be Said of ^at 
worst of civil wars— t oval For what is a house or a state com- 
pared With a heart divided against itself? For the house may find 
friSnds to arbitrate between its feuds; the state, patriots to qnOH 
its commotions j but the best heads— and more especially its num / 
—can only misjudge in causes belonging to the jurisdiction of the 
heart. 

As a proof of the truth of that world-old axiom, that events 
which have the appearance of misfortunes often prove a happy 
source of future felicity, one little month before that bright July 
day saw him cruising about Propontis and the Euxine, Harcourt 
Penrhyn’s wildest dreams could not have pictured the present 
reality of his being there upon that couch, Florinda anticipating his 
every wish, reading to him, singing to him, watching him, nursing 
hiin‘r-:all of which, as long as hk strength failed, he thought a 
delightful Way of dying— a happy preparatory school for Heaven 
but now that his strength was beginning to return, the dragon 
jDuty^ and the harpy Necessity, those grim belligerents, Were once 
mm# assailing hk inward citadel, so that the civil War (ten ihouikind 
timet^w^pse than the outward one from which he had just escaped) 
wtS'Vajglngi '* Beason Indeed is generally an unequal anti^nM’"fd 
pasilOli; and • philosophers will advise that Some stronger pwssiom 
shouli b# opnosed to it ; but if such can be found, theii the paisteh 
aO'^iOfjpOsed’is-'j'hol hrVe. "Hareourt made many- attempts M tblh* 
utmost 'OsonOmyy.'by throwing* the recollection of nis' mother inib Ilie 
length' fhmiHarity' weakened' the potency of 'thk 
flpi, '^d fee'.|md nothing for it but to aim‘‘Florinda*«' 

self 5 nud he so far succeeded as to reserve to go 
and' be nursed there; and so prove - to bimself 'that' if 
l#ife^n#ollen'%n>;'n^ itnan'sko elevate*"' Bvery true- faith has 

far better I 10 die there, ^’-'niere 
hediy woundsi Ihun to fSi^^ struggling againtt evmy lOr- 

'Thank HefWenfup io*tlia« -Ihne’lm' 



mmrm^0 tO'Mfsl 

'^ : <!al|©l' hlirtti CoiMifl Har^tirt, aiideiwto-Ili#0airt,^;’^Mite<i|^ 
»bit>0kiaf hi« pHlows, luakmgm :anp08|iy#fse’'®l 
neattiAn^ ■’||p^fMkn«S8ar0uttd'him« Itkeiha weat-wi^Aj 
it %e0n ‘Hiisiw-iaden, It -could not-feave bcc» more 
bie'Se^ees weemed to tee! i»t0 famtt^es® under It 5. 
eaud time® woiae, alie would iben bat^e hia teiuBka wl|ii''4s4^ ■ 
i^i 0 »imp or Eau de Cologue oud water, till be would «y 1' 

Bo f^ and bury feiB face in the fdllowe, a# if he had bee^ atemg hy;^ 
an adder, and at wch timea poor Eloriuda, who wae eviw 
p0«t to ’ ' 

** Explain the thought, explore the asking eye/^' ' ■ ' ^ ^ 

and answer with aome little act of kindness, would, at this- sup^^ 
posed rehui*. feel tiie tear® gush to her eyes, thinking she had^i^ 
^‘done her spiriting” sufSciently gently; for true aeUcaey^'hlee 
true generosity, is always more woundea by an uSence/rem IteeM^ 
than fo itself. . ’ 

And seeing her tears, he would, as he put bis hands to hk head/^ 
as if writhing under some indescribable torture, say*--- 

Oh ! what a brute you mvst think me ; but whatever yOn think, 
don’t think me ungrateful.” . . 

^ And then he would ask her to read, or to sing to him, m if^ as 
long as there was any space between them, he might gaae Upon 
that exquisitely beautiful face with impunity, forgetting that Lovek 
poison is of the true old Venetian subtilty, and penetrates through 
the eyes and ears more surely than by any other way. Add* now, 
as he lay there alone, his eyes closed (for Florinda had left Mm ^ 
with an injunction to try and sleep), and his beatltifully-cbiselied 
and delicate features, which were still pale as marble, formMf/bat 
for his dark chestnut hair, scarcely a contrast to die pilloW on 
which they rested, he would, with all the accessories, have nihde a 
charming picture j for the dressing-gown in which he w^ wrdpped 
was a dark purple velvet, one of Lord DeBaskervillek, and lhimt^- 
the open windows, just above the sofa, might be seen the 4olnhms 
roUtng and bounding through the blue waves, now golden viMidre 
setting Sun, whde on a large table beside die coutih, covered with W 
Persian carpet^ was a white aratn-sMined glass illed wiib 
and two silver dlhgree baskets, one ladsn with grapes iiiM4g% the 
other with mulberries gathered from those very treea''0n:4hS'''fitin^' 
'Under Mount '(Bympus ip which Tamerlane defeakd 
all brought fresh from thence that morning. 
of books and a piece of half-inished embroidery, ibove |vWoi|ia‘ 
siiiailer /table near it a most.magniieent "narguierSi^ iM'Oqdiilly 
gorgeous silver-gilt basin for the rose-water, wht^b L&rd 
MeiwUie'*'bad 'bmlght at 

been/ id’lowadio smoker'and'On'an.oitUmm'Wlhe-''e«aii'^^ 





« in 

shm^ l»ki^iM)am ^ ltM>im m ri9i^ti(}ul«r l<»re to that 
Bftin^nii^. now hf ^rkd up laat aalaep beside. 4t tbo otto 
en4»;oC! <}ie laabm was a mccoIo piapo* of a most exquisite tone> tbo 
oftti^do hieing inlaid ww grteu and white, ivory and ailyer, w\\ih 
thats|mt«^ for 4ke candles were branches of coral; and, thanks to 
a i^tt^l atipply of mignionette boxes in the windows, an4 sn 
oeeiiaioaal humtog of seragMo amolets, there was nothing marine 
in itte atiBiospliere. Lord De Baskervilie was gone to Micea, to try 
ind pok up a lew antiquities, either from the ruins of PUnyk 
rbehtre errelsewhere^ ana meant to pass the night there ; so that, 
as Dr. Ross expressed it, there was nobody bat Lady Plorinda and 
himself left to “ keep house.” 

And now the cabin, door gently opened, and Florinda entered 
with a hasiu of arrow-root in her hand, followed by Dr. Rose, 
If amOiiirt opened his eyes — for he was not sleeping, and it was 
almost a relief to him to see that Florinda was accompanied by the 
doctors lor Love, being the most Jesuitical of all the passions, is 
ever deluding itself, and the very same temptations from which it 
heroii^aMy dies under one name, re-christened by sophistry with 
another, it madly rushes to meet j and so, upon the supposed safety 
thsA exists in numtos, the same lips and eves that were so fatally 
dangerous alone, were, in the presence of others, looked out for as 
aPhkroi, towards which his every look and thought would steer. 

‘‘ I hoar,” said she, approaelung him and uncovering the arrow- 
root, fUhat sotnebody has been very naughty and did not eat his 
arrow^rOot hours ago.” 

chimed in Dr. Ross with his broad Scotch accent, qf 
BCMibqdy is not able to eat arrow-root, of coorce hek not able to 
kttkre. (letters)* of which I have two for him.” 

Kngland 1” said Harcourt, rising himself on his elbow. 

Koi^no, not from JSewgland, only from that Sevastapol.” 

’fjDfcl. jgive them to me» for I hope one is from Massy.” 

mmr^an i «ee the last of thot arrow-root ye shall have 

uA^d ^acmdingly Harcourt began with the utmost rapidity to 
spoonful of the arrow^root which Florwda 
g|iiljh«14 mr him, keepin eyes fixed on her the while, with such 
aJcndt ill edoiiWfeion* that, to say the least of it, was vc^ unfair and 
slpio^lboiidering op th^ impiout, considering his lips had nefer 
utl»S»4isny;wi^ 

;,/i¥riEhc;i4..fiid’ ,na, say'pewar to choke , yourself with -the anew-, 
nsot^ij iijSiqd.the’<.doctor ; , . hr I don't ■ see k&o ye can : mde jtr 
lattiurfitejf*fmivdo.” ■ ' , • ■ 

o1kl;|pia!«l you iU- .good .beating' at chess. Dr. Boss,” said 

to.idtR 

^ )>:)¥;ManliO:4^koning'Oimk,ehickens before fhey.areRat^^ 0gh' 

' tlmy aio won m aboot the 



1 ku0w/p^m^tmmtmlf in-iitJ# f 

to'N5‘'&#'l5®ii©r 'ofiiCt©f)ti»g'yer -kdyiiife’s 
t# 1 &m ke€^ upon a 'new discovery 4 wm made 
ife0t wnnnd’fi/* ■ • ’-r-M.. 

' '♦* -Indeed ! k it loO' scientide for m to"iind©r8tand"l 
** Oh ! no, it's sample (simple) and plain enongli to fholrdliidiloal 
capacity, or-X Bbould ntmer have diswv'ered 'It and'^lieri^' t^e 
doctor’s ifrin corresponded with hi# accent. ** Yer ladya^p^ knd#s 
what ho^n^ the hays (keys)’ of a pianO'k'? ** - ■ ' 

Yes^weMI ‘ 

<< W&l, ye see whan a bullet is cohered lather (loath#) in Ike 
monner, only it most be kad (kid) or glovedather, t!^ ball is 
rebuffed, or turned aside." 

** But do they ever cover bullets with leather ? " asked Florinda 
in #rr#t surprise. 

Not fonerally, but I have known it done with j^rekt ei^ i 
and thot's just tne fl^provement I mean to write to 
about, and suggest to the Board of Ordnance, because I' thank 
(think)*—’* 

** Do, for Heaven’s sake, my dear doctor, give me my letters I ’’ 
broke in Harcouit, his pale face now crimson. 

** But really I should like to hear this improvement men*# fully 
explained," said the innocent J^orinda. 

Another time,” said the doctor, slowly taking the letters out 
of his coat poCket, and looking at poor Harcourt, as he did so, 
with a grotesque and contrametory expression of solemn comt^ 
cality, another time; for I see the subject is too aa?eiting to 
patient tbere. Here are yer letters, Mr. Fenrhyn { and Fll just 
wait to bear what filiC news is from that infamal pkcet ani If 
they’ve got hold of the devil by the tail yet" ' ^ 

“IGrood Heavens 1 " exclaimed HarcOurt, again becoming deadly 
pale, as he looked hastily first at the supevseriptitm of ode letter 
and then at the other? ‘^neither of these are from Massy?” htid 
fhr a moment he put his hand to hk forehead, and then tore' one 
open which he knew by the hand-writing to be from a yoUUg maU 
of the name of Wilmot, in the 19th, and who was a mutual fHetid 
of hk and young Massyk, but no sooner had he lead the fir 

Ibes, than he '■cried out — ' *■ -r,it 

*^Odod Cirdd! is it possible t l^oor fellow! Ihere wail U# ton 
about him, but the unalloyed gold* of a thorough gentlemapi and 
the chivalric spirij; of a true soldier. Doctor, have the gdo^ss 
to''read this letter 'out, for I really cannot/’ ' ' ' - ' / ■ 

Dr. Eoss took the letter, which had been travelling about iitif 
Harcourt, and was dated*— 

^ ^ Sevastopol June 

It rsnM|ui}owat^. 

■ '' dear FeUrhyn,' / ‘ \ /■ : ? 

i# wdih the mmtmntim pM, which the litote army 



■ ^ 

wiltb 0 w* iiftarl!i #it| I baira lo iaioniii fm Ikil Lord 
lt^||iO,4iedrla»l ^Tiao eatio&'of wos 

rlB” cWlori, brought on* no 'doubt# by tbe cm* 
stant strain wpoii taind and body, and tb© respoasiWity of a min* 
management be bad no ponder either to remedy or prevent, 
a4M# the doatb of bis friend^ poor General Eastconrt, to whom 
her n^aa jnn^b atlacbedi and this may be eonsidered as the last 
etniar tb^ brob# the eam<d'S "Waky alias the last blow tbin broke 
the poor old FMd-Marsbal’s heart. Peace bo with biihl lie may 
dnd many as good where he is gone, but certainly basdeft none 
b^or after him# If it bad cvm been a cannon bm^^hut that 
d-'T^d cholera 1 Well, there’s no nse in tbinhing about it* As 
I take it for granted, you have long ago got my letter of the 22nd, 
tehing ypu bow poor Massy was riddled at the Redan, I will now 
only tell you that I have l>een three tiroes to see him. He m 
goi^mit isyonrably as to safety ; but, poor fellow Mfear he will 
be ^iciipple for life ; but as he may fairly count every wound as a 
vi^ry^ it will h® an infernal ehame^ if, in regard to Mm, Govern- 
ment follow their usual plan of leaving virtue to be its own reward, 
and doing nothing for Inm, Each time I have seen him hi0 * Take 
care of Dowh * has been* ^ Tell Penrhyn * aomething or Other about 
a rlng^; the Ins and outs of which, Fm ashamed to say, 1 
forget ; but the upshot of it, 1 know, was, that yon were to keep 
the ring 0tilh as you are in safe quarters (not so i^e, neither, you 
sly dog 1 if that Lady Florinda Andover is sucha|iboun as they 
say. IVuly, smooth water runs deep ; and trust you quiet follows 
for al^ys getting the lion's share 1 By Jove ! if I could only get 
leave,,t would give myself a chance, at all events, and try what 
boarding ’ The Esmeralda ' as a corsair, doing the romantic, and 
carrying off yoUr Medora vi et urmis, would do for me.)" 

TW doctor's national discretion luckily prevented his rushing 
rashly into a parenthesis; therefore this one he skipped, thinking 
that the only person for whom it was intended could ** r^, mark, 
karUvNand Inwardly digest " it at his leisure, and so wound up In 
the most natural manner imaginable, apparently continuing to 
read* without any interregnum— 

?i Of conrae you don’t expect anything like pleasant news from 
this d — ^d place, where the old story is always going Glir 
ffdiiaw# (at least as m^y as are left of them) are pretty tolkl t and, 

noyelsstillbe wHtten soine dvS hundred yeart heic4, 
of that day ■ set up' for an or%^5a‘at gOnlnS, and 
kin^y re*wfitS' any of Scott’s ' novels, in short, give the 'then 
'pniiof'''*' ^ > , ' , ' ^ ’ 

A hook, like IPsalmanazar’s, form’d to last. 

^ I. , * , That sdvfis th' historic eve a sweet renast r’ 
jstWMito Of « ToltoeBkn^y^o one Aoi^ely to figwe as the 
hero of it thM Mr. D^hhani Maev'i *5>e hojwia ho irtR kmdly the 

tthorty Vhe he, iahoa in fototiffiiiiK titiii eteni I 



ISO 




liii^^giwmt tb« troop«, ivhO' SM ismiiboltttt I® s' 
degree, witbout ever being able to get'-S' win-lc of eletp 
a pack of bounds after a hard day^s mu, without, tmoh tbsft ac- 
■ county' being able to indulge in any aldeiisnSnlc^toplotbiitl''/^^ 
point of pk^siqne, proinded they carried tbMf* kiiapiiilifd*^ dbM 
ctnorges on their backs to make tip the weightj m^M 
‘-Inlying ‘Dotcbman^ to- morrow, without any 'previohif'*ljfeihi^^^ 
most healthy mmpiomBt you will own* if they could but Mfolliwhd 
up by their ordinary results. Pray thank Dr* itoSa foi* 
which I did raysOlf some three weeks ago j and hopitipr^ loi iw this 
print of pour paw soon again, wi^ my Salaam to 

Believe me* my dear feBOW; ^ ^ 

Ever mUMif ybtd*a; ' 

Poor Massy \ ** said Harcourt, as Dr. Ross retprOed" hhh^thle 
letter- How provoking that I should never havo got 
drst letter of the ^2nd, telling me all almut the way'ln%hljrfh 
Mas^ was wounded. What can have become of it ? ‘ ' 

^'Ihat’s another advantage,” said the doctor gravely, ** Of Ming 
in this part of the world. f#orters seldom reach one rafibcy'aye 
converted into relics of ontiquety, whach, though H may bd^Jasion 
momentary do^appointments oetwecn the two corresponddnts, of 
coorce enhances the Value of the document.” / 

Harcourt now opened the second letter, and found thaf tM Odv^f 
contained the identical missing letter of the 22nd Of dhhe, trhibh 
had been sent after him from place to place. This letter gave him 
all the horrible details of that heroic young Duidiam Messy’s 
fabuloas valour, and terrible mutilation at thetayugbf the 
which now nobody ignores, except the Govri-nment, appartutlyi 
And this letter was, as a natural pendent to the harrowing aebbuht 
of this noble young hero's sufferings, filled with the inosl entbh-- 
siastic encomiums on the tender care and sleepless devolblf hf the 
lady'^niirses at Scutari to all the other sufferers. After wh^^ ’tlie 
writer added And yeti to read the English papers^ wddld 
think that no other lady besides Miss Nightingale hg|l#*tllie XiOrd 
Bateman, * put herself all aboard of a ship ’ thh * loifd^n 
for to see>* and that she ofene— as Mrs. Priraroae iffiiiteff up^ 
carving all the meat for all the company at the douMt 
feast of her daughtera^had insisted upon dressing all the'#Ottim| 
in all the wards j instead of which, tieveC werb the beMliciil hfll^te 
of the division of labour more triumphantly exemplified 
manifoM division of this labour of 'love. And yet hpt 
ever said, nay* ^searcely-an 'allusion' is even mkd'e to-theae, Mv'hraVe 
corps of ■ voluitleers, ■ortothbse'ndmhabieSiftembf^ih*i^''hJto 
may Indc^^beoalled angels, if the.ler^ means a meme'h||^^fiOTi 
IfeaMi- '' ''Now, ‘W% ia it that h^pe''.'pf aheae 
meniio^'f Bm tunny ^des^ps^cMs Ivboid mAM 





2tl ‘ 


ttkem^el'^dii Jn el&ber^ waSs^m menli^n^d l>ul 

reaeaii of it,” intemipM.tli^ Boctwj 'Ut if 
two proiioipks, aod but two 
^clasaiea ol thos^ l^miiciples, which arc, idols and 
|t]b%,drft being the came, the 9a<^nd the itale«nral eSTect 
>r Bot the idol'*tra<la (not only at mnnipgliain, hot 

fill world over) Is the best trade goiiig»ood the mott 
ioyof ttpent one can make of one's self, and one’e vanity, 
Um laason ; that though nothing is m difficult t(^ make as a 
re|]i^t^Of]|< oi any $Qrt, yet miking is so easy to keep up, when 
oiaae; for, quackery is fike conjuring — we are all perfectly aware 
that it^ a deiufian — ^nay, for that matter, we may be shown the 
way olllTTruevertheless, it is not every one that is quick enough to 
l^ea^^ip dio the tricks himself, when he comes to try; and so, 
ihop^ ;we adect to laugh contemptuously at the charlatan's tin 
ffoplets, and hoUow balls, still, we admire his dexterity— and in so 
doing, swell the tide on which he Boats— Boats, for stram $0 
un the surface ; it is only pearls that lie at the bottom ; 
|nd as there are a million spectators for cm diver, all the world 
ca^,^,the straw* and that's all the straw wants. But the hydra- 
rui'ss ;oi ^gland, is Cotton, Cant, and Cii<}ues; and their com 
tinned mBnences have produced utHitarianism, which is a sort of 
Bociid l|iv^ Tinto. Now the Elver Tinto* wluch rises in Bierm 
idoren^ and empties itself into the Mediterranean^ near Hudva* 
had the name of Tinto given it from the tinge of its waters* which 
arenas lyelJLow as a topaa, hardening the sand, and petrifying it in 
the^mpst aurprising manner ; and $ a stone happens to fall in, and 
lei^ U|Hin aimther, the^ both become in a year’s time perfectly 
ppltpd,. and conglutixmted, as men do in cliques. The waters of 
^he ;'|^nto, moreover, wither all verdure from its banks, and no 
l^h can live within them ; and the like petrifying and withering 
^wer#|Oxi all the freshness of feeling and luxuriance of the human 
Uas your utilitarianism. And great and irreparable injury 
especially pur country, in rolling its 
tide #0 quench those high and noble aspirations whkii 

I sprmg of enthusiasm* and which not only pontrifeute to 
donkpg of the Boe arts, but to most other results, whicli 
just or elevated in action or industry. To end^vour to 
spirit, therefore, out of the human con^itution, aM 
lyyiJo^grtO its precise nhUosophical i^dard* is to clmek 
be main springs of real — that is, of morol— progresskm, 
ha¥ the world, as it has done the English world, in an 
..apathy ; and^ 1 think I may safely say, that utilitarianism 
r ^oitme,, or good men, ihOMtgh Jt may 

^iPtnoupe, M it haa alfoa# fene, ple»#y of tog-healed* 



that iitiit»na«iknfi' will iiw«r prodhie^ 

Mii8«w or Hareoiirt Penrkyiis, and tlitat reinind# ttie Aat I^iiaWst 
be m to bnllete. Bat for a last ebot at thoee eld gimite 
blodksi the utilitarians ; I aaa now ou^be sbady side bl and? 
C£ni wilb truth say^ that if eutbusiaftiu did not add a ^lltloiistraliiei 
to the phfects ol our pursuit, and if imagrmatkm did not lend theii|/ 
their brightest oolouriug, they would for the uiiost pari wearrmu ^ 
a^waute too oouteiBptible to' encolte a wbh/^ • i' '• 

** After all, it appears to me,” said Km'cotirt, mourufuliy^ that 
the greatest foes to enthusiasm are the shortness of llfd, and the< 
mutability of all human erents.” And ^e words were aoemupanied 
by a melancholy smile. 

”God bless my soul! were you serenty-two or Sewnty-dre 
your last birth-day f-r-for an hour ie»s couM not have proceed 
such a MormnoMif^ said the doctor^ keeping his mouth open tO' 
give due eiect to his pretended surprise. ^ 

neither,” reJsEdned Marcourt, with another smile, little less 
fnde than the last ; ** but I really do think that sickness is a sort 
of premature old age ; it teaches us diffidence in our earthly state, 
ana inspires us with tli oughts of a future one, better than a thou- 
sand volumes of divinity and philosophy; it gives so warning a 
concussion to those prims of omr vanity, our strength and our 
youth, that we think of fortifying ourselves within, when we find 
there k so little dependence to be placed upon our out-woxks^” 

No ; now really Fm mueh obliged to you ; but just wait till 
Fra gone, as I cannot stand any more fortifications or out- works, 
consideding the rather too much of those luxuries we have had for 
the last six months.” And the next instant the door had closed 
upon the merry little doctor, and once more poor Harcourt was 
alone with hk bane and antldole t 


CHAFFER XXIH. 

TMU AWKWAun *^i,"AMoai(i noMiMAToniB/* 

KABOOliaT, WITilOUt' THRBAWlllSINU, WBITBS Wl W 
MOTMBR. BBSCRimaff OF A$9WmUiri»S ; AKU, 

«X0N '#f THE OI«BE8^ 0'F Afcl- AIT^M^lt;^. 

^KUE love,” says St Evtemond; ^ resembloe |hosts and appati* 
t\mn» because evoi^body k tidkinl abbUt if, 
seeh it Had St. Bvremond Urn ■mSm toitf) HOOd 

ih'lhete ouP days.be might have converted tbfl 4po|3biy|fm'1ntb'W'' 
sy^p0S|km,, by addipj|,'as the'eonsequtnce of' %k' major' 
that, we ghbsts ^ao, nobody if 

many blUr thih^' kddom aeoh, and m Ihataiebtmt'M' tielied, 
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it iif iH ikiit ; »ad v^ag miy readers k the 

laareinieiis^ wWe it'doe^cxk^^^ * ■• ■ 

Wiim Ur» Boss bad closed the door after him, a profound 
eikmse jva« the resulti N6w sience at all times irben itintermes 
in a is the very antipodes of china^ inasmuch as that 

it is extrWiieif d®^ to break; hut this is peculiarly tbe^ case 
when two ‘hearts are volubly and elocfoenUy in unison, and yet 
thartare pualysing influences, winch tie the tonfue, and prevent 
its being tbeir ini^reter. Even Jlorinda, who, amid Ibe safety 
of numbers, and under the mgis of cousin-ship, was suIBciently 
fluent and disembarrassed, no sooner found herself alone with her 
one thought, incarnate, than a more than maiden timidity seemed 
to take possession of her, and the Medusa-head of her great shield 
turned treacherously inward on herself, but not before it had 
effectually pended her companion As she sat sAe could see the 
blue white-crested waves, and the dolphins rolling over them, as 
if trying to catch the golden spangles that the departing sun was 
showering down upon them as a farewell largesse j whereas, from 
where he was lying, he could see nothing but her blue eyes glanc- 
ing from out the fair heaven of her face. But, as on the onehand, 
it was not possible that she could go on watching the waves and 
counting the dolphins for ever* so on the other, it was equally 
impossible that he cOuld continue making the most minute and 
heraldic researches into the split eagle gorged with a ducal coronet, 
on the signet-ring that young Massy had intrusted to his care on 
the morning of the Eedan, and look into that fair face never / 
Things were becoming very awful; for it was impossible that a 
royal dinner could have been inUre solemn or more silent ; but a 
crisis was at hand, and when such is the ease, whether in love, 
law, or literature, marriage, money, or madness, smaetking must be 
done ; but, whether or no, the change will be for the better, time 
and the event alone can tell. As women are said to jump to 
conclusions, one thing, at all events, is very certain, that in all 
dilemmas, whether in the more serious didiculties of life, or the 
minor contretemps of social intercourse, they are the first to hit 
upon an expedient for jumping out of them. 

Oh ! the beautiful shadows of those dolphins’ backs* as the 
sun comes plunging down into the Seal” exclaimed Florinda. 

And that reminds me for you, who are fond of poetry, I have 
two such gems ! Shall I read them to yoU ?** 

I shall be so much obliged to you if yOu will,** said Harcourt, 
now raising his eyes, for the ffrst time Mnce Dr, Boss’s de-- 

parture, to that perilous face ; but even that slight glance seemed 
t^bave the ei^ect of What the doctor would have called ** an irritant,” 
fm* be pressed his hand upon h}« wound, ar at least upon his hearty 
which was in the vicinity of it, and closed his eyes for a moment, 
as A shudder shook hi« whole . 

howT mied Flofiij#* ^ybu hate hurt jmmli in 
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tmnngi If, you io «tSl, l/iWII' ml read u 

you/‘ ' 

No, no !— it was notWiiir—ooly a apaw i it i» ow now, an ' 
I long to beat ’wbat you have to read to me*'* 

^The first must be the * Shadows,' said she, taking twc 
Maghaines off the table, ** as the most approj^ate, Ibop^li 4 
the btber the finest thing I have yet sm in modem tnc 

she read first the following charming lines from 
Hm, in her low, clear, sweet voice, Wnich madd.to th|||er|^oii|oui 
lines a roost musical accompaniment! — ’ ^ 

‘SHADOWS. 

Oh the shadowS"-the beiUit&fttl shadows^ j " 

Floating lar o'er the hUh away ; > 

A» over the sky , . . > - ' v ■ 

The light clooGB fly, , . > 

So o'er the mountains wander they. . / , 

‘‘ ‘ Oh the shadows** the beautifnl shadows, 

Sleeping soft on the meadows green ; * 

Fair are the flowers < ^ 

In snn ‘bright bowers, 

But fairer the flowers those idiades between ! 

‘ Ob the shadows— the beautiful shadows, 

Danmng light on the oeean^spray ; 

Changing each ware 
From gay to grave, 

lake the frowning smiles of a child at play.* 

“ ‘ Oh the ^adows— the beagtifiil shadows^ 

Sinking deep in the mo^it lake ; 

Where the mountains teem 
As if viewed in a dream. 

And a world of purer beauty make. 

‘‘ ‘ Oh the shadows— the beautiful shadows^ 

. In the world witdiout and the world within ; 

For joy may borrow 
A charm from sorrow ; 

And charity smiles on repentant sin. 

“ ‘ Oh the shadows— the beautiful shadows, 

Falling soft OH the daxsled viidon ; 

When the tender thought, 

By memoiw brought, 

Tempers the glare of hopes elysian. 

‘‘ ‘ And there are shadows— merciful shadows, 

Dipping like balm on the bleeding heart ; 

. When first It knows 
That Dove's flatne glows 
Stronger and pui^er When joys depart. 

* Duckily, everything now*a-days seems to be admissible in literature, 
from re-wrIting other peak's books to wrilang the puffs on one's own : 
otherwise the introduction of this an4 the following gem here, would 
certainly be an unpardonable anachronism, as Shadows" only appeared 
in the April mml»m ‘fd xMmfs "iWi mi ** fhe:3'«iiid of Moses^ m The 
JMlin mimtUp for ibid. 
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\ fewtifW «Jift4ows ; 

Audi Iv^ke tMi t^<mglit m ydii gioe abmd ; 

That in hear«n and ewrtii 
"''''’’ Blifideawe 

To LlOHf ^ AND Is *FII» SHADOW OF OOD.* 

^ri.:Sv N.N.$/** 

indeed sighed Harcourt, as he repeated the last 
herj and, looking full in her face, round which a 
hpp now played ffotO the refracted rays of the gorgeous 
''Suil, Ife echoed-^’" 

« and light is th* shadow of god y * 

** Is it too much/’ said he, as her eyes were still fixed on Uie 
book, and she was silently reading over again these beautiful lines ; 
** Is it too mnch to ask you to sing me something ?’* 

** Nothing is too much when young gentlemen ask so humbly 
and prettily for it, as tlm nursemaids say to the children," smiled 
she ; but while the daylight lasts I mu$t read you iny other gem 
of gems, and if you do not agree with me that it is the finest thing 
of the kind in modern poetry, why we shall have a serious <|ua]rrel, 
that's all." And, opening the Dublin Uniuerdtp Magazine, she 
read out — 

BUEIAL Of MOSES. 

** * And He buried him in a valley in the land of Moab, over against Beth- 
peor ; but no man knoweth of his sepulchre unto this dlay/--l)eui« xxiv. 6. 

* By Kebo's lonely mountain. 

On this side Jordan's ware, 

In a rale in the land of Moab 
There lies a lonely grare. 

And no man dug that sepulchre. 

And no man saw it e'er ; 
for tl^ angels of God upturned the sod. 

And laid the dead man there. 

^ *** That was the grandest funeral 

That ever passed on earth ; 

But Do man heard the trampling 
Or saw the train go forth. 

Noiselessly as the daylight 

Gomes when the night is done, 

And the erimson streak on ocean's cheek 
Grows into the great sun ; 

** * Noiselessly as the spring-time 
Her crown of rerdure weares, 

And all the trees on all the hills 
Open their thousand leares; 

So, without sound of musio, 

^ Or roioe of them that wept. 

Silently down from the mountain's crown 
J The grSat prooessioa swept. 

* i^^an old Flatonio notloa. 





Out of his eydc, 

Look’d on tho f%h|. 

Fejrolmneo fhe lion Btiillliti^ 

Still shuns thut hallofr^d Ji^oi j 
For beast and bird hare seem and beard 
^bat wbidh mam knowetb not- ^ 

when the warriot dleib^ 

His qomrades in the war» 

With arms reyersed and muffled druilii’ , * * 
Follow the funeral car. 

!rhey show the babb^is taleem, 

"ITbey tell hia battles won. 

And after him iead bid thatcbless 
While {>eals the minute^um. 

** ^ Amid the mobljsst of the land 
Men lay tbe"«i^ge to reat. 

And gire the bard an honored place 
With costly marble dreat; 

In the great minster transept; 

Where lights like glories fall. 

And the liweet choir sings, and thfe organ rhi;^ 
Along th’ emblaaontOd wall. 

** ' S’hia was the bravest warrior 
'37hat ever buckled enTord 5 
This the most gifted Poet 
That ever breath’^ a^ word ; 

And never earth^s philosopher 
Traced with hia golden pen 
On the deathless page truths half so sage 
As he wrote down for meiu 

** * And had he mot high honor f 
The hiil-idde for his pall. 

To lie in state while angels wait 
With stars for tapers tall ; 

And the dark rock pines like tossing plumes 
Over his bier to wave. 

And God’s own hand in that lonely land 
To lay him in the grave. 

** * In that deep grave without a name. 

Whence his umcoffln’d clay 
Shall break agaiti^ most wondrous thought ! 

Before the dud^ent Bay j 
And stand with glory wrapped around 
On the hdk he never trpd, 

And speak of the atriie that won our life 
With th' Incarnaie Sojs of Gon, 

lonely tomb in lfeab% land, 

O dark Beth-peor’s hill. 

Speak to these curious hearts of ours. 

And teach them to he stiH. 

God hath hfs mysteidee of grace. 

Ways that we cannot telT ; 

- JirMdes itah deep, like ti^^secret eleap'^ 

Of him He loved so well.’ ** 
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haa ew calkd %f j^r And to voica trambled at his mn 
temerity, tW, to fimte two of the exfuiahe Hnee he had just 
been heafiuf , the tumultnotis blood came eddying up from his 
heart, as ‘When — 

Vi _ — crimson ptreak on (jcean’s cheek 

Orowi into the great sun.** 

Yet the paBor that had been so suddenly expeljed from hk wan 
face seemed to have Bed to hers for refiige, for hayinir h^d her 
own name so tremulously proncmnced she trembled too. * Was s]^ 
afraid the winds and waves would hear it also ? and proclaiia it 
throughout what Camoens calk 

A grande Inglaterra che de neve 
Boreal seiUprc ahtmda/* 

where, at all events, through the conventional hearts (?) of what 
we call ^'society,” the snows of apathy seldom or never mefr, and 
the north wind of prejudice seldom ceases to blow. It might be 
to hush with many sounds that telbtale name, or to mystify the 
listening winds and waves, that she so hastily took up the guitar, 
greatly to Pattapouffek annoyance, who had pillowed his little, 
snowy, fluffy, head on the ribbon attached to it ; and as pre- 
luded one of those touching minors of a Braaihan modinha upon 
it”"* 

« What a pity it is,” said Harcourt, " thatthere is no one who 
has sense enough and soul enough to marry suitable Engikh words 
to those exquisite Spanish and Portuguese airs; for, as in Italian 
t songs, the words are so seldom worthy of the music, ^ so with us it 
is generally the reverse, the music seldom does justice to the 
words.^* 

was so completely of your opinion,^’ said she, ‘Hhat from 
this modinha I am now playing, I uprooted aU the bnarts and darts, 
teyes and skies, flowers and bowers, and adapted those words of 
Shelley’s to it, which sounds to me more like the truth of the 
music.” 

Do let me hear the ones you mean ” 

ABBE FBOM BEEAHS OF THM.'' 

^ I arise from dreanos of thee. 

In to first toet sleep of ni|mt, 

When the winds are breathingloW, 

And to to'S are shining brigMi 

** ‘ I arise from dreams of toe, 

And a ^irit in my fe^t 
Has led me, who knows how, 

Beneath to window, sweat 1*' 

♦ WMch hasBow ltonset byOlmtolalamaii* 







LBia I# ;lli« ttrs # lli«| icla«i, tke 1^ iitmitis cil a M 

^Jyiiig away im tliak mm swatnesa, as if the iW<^ 3 ^ id l#iii »a«jl8 
was Mug reallae^ and a Idng^ weiry, se{mrate pi« 

grimage, th^ had at length met in the realms of Mtss^ aed ex* 
panding their wings to each other» had^ in one long drst and last 
embrace, commingled their existence, never again to be disunited. 
And these strains so esrqnisite in themselves, hmt nohii of ^i4ir 
imiphatic intonation from Florinda’s rich contralto voice* And as 
the now risen moonb^ims danced upon the waters, one night hate 
almost fancied it was to the vibration of diose entrancing htrmSW^ 
which were then sending their bust echoes over them* A mtir* 
mnr escaped from Hareourt mechanically $ for a moment he Wd 
ottt Ilia arms, as if they had been movea by the lUdden tOnchlilg 
of a spring. 

Yon are ill ; you want something said Florinda, hastily lay- 
ing down the guitar, and approaching the sofa; "what is it?^ 

** Nothing,” said he, raising himself on his elbow, as he seised 
both her hands and covered them with kisses so vehement, so 
burning, that they terrified her. “ Nothing, but to die ; for I love 
you, Florinda. Ob i but I love you, till my very aoiel aches i^ln 
with rapture and with torture, one of which alone would beinsnp* 
portable, — there,*— there, --^only let me ky my head for onemom^t 
on your shoulder, — only let me hear ana feel the beating of ybor 
heart once, and I don’t care how soon mine ceases to beat ; and 
surely death would expiate even a greater crime than ihy love for 
you.” 

** And is it then such a crime to love — ^me ? — mean,” said she, 
as she still leant her cheek against hia, and never attempted to re- 
move it-—” to love your poor lUlle cousin Flo’ ?” 

” Yes, in me, perhaps it is; for I cannot love you os a cousin*” 

” And yet you said just now you loved me.” 

” Love you, yes, as a thing to worship !*— as an angel I— A mih- 
Istering angel have you not been to me !— an angel of light and life 
in the midst of danger and of death. Ah ! I would call thee some- 
what higher still; but when my thoughts search Heaven for 
af^lktions, they echo back the sovereign name of Woman I *Itou 
woman, therefore, ohl thou loveliest woman; hear me as you 
would hear the unburthening of aaoul that hovered on the Mhk 
of eternity, and only hoped to be shrived as it had no concealment. 
Bon’t interrupt me,” continued he, upon her attenipting to apeak ; 
” the torrent is dashii^ down from the mountain to nijpt,— it may 
again be frozen up to morrow; you have touched theroefe— -let the 
living waters then for ohee gush from my heart into yours. You 
know when your brother first so kindjy sought me out; how long 
I was Imfore 1 availed myself of his invitation* But what you do 
not know, and perhaps will not brikve— for I can scarcely Mieire 
it tnysalf now'— 4s, that More I aiwyoii, I almost hated yon for 
your name’s eake. Mm the mere incoikclioii of such a satitege 





W.fc»«tr4<*»^A dl f o«r, ^besmty,-' (wbq, bas 
?),ba^ bad rewind it sficitild mt be bea«ty te me ; yet wben I 
was .bfidldered, spell-bounds eutraueedi— , 

^ r ilietrsand graces played about your face, * 

. i I' . 3?en tbousaudlaves attended every grace/ ' 

fheiJ only in lovd with you, as it is calleil, for I only 
, jsa^ ^os©; exterior perfectiops which 1 topst have been more or lees 
have resisted, and— rlike a shallow foal that I was, 
aid y^fdalteied my vanity, Florinda, (which of man's love, some 
aiy# ever is . a parti by the untiring interest with which you recurred 
to. that atfah’ at Balaklava, and the way that beautiful face of yours 
,g|i|w,p»lo at the idea of what m might have been, had that 
fusee exploded ; till, to burst this hollow bubble, vanity, I recol- 
IfCted aU women were Desdemonas, who loved men, more or less, 

* for iho dangers they had passed/ And then, and then, I began 
to feaeou with myself and think, even had you no proud^ and I no 
noor, mOi^®r m Ui,e way, bow many thousand more dangers must 
he: passed before a poor lieutenant could ^ pluck,’ either ‘from the 
mouth/ or his country’s service, a rank sufficient to lay 
feet* On this, I grew most wise, most wretched i for I 
kept away from you, without being able to banish your recollection, 
till that &11 at Steroboul that I was obliged to go to, (and I fear I 
almuld have gone too had I mot been obliged,) raised the wall of 
adomim^ that prudence and stoicism had been building up* Thot 
night, it was, in reproaching me for my long absence, thiit jon first 
called.me ‘ Cousin Harcourt/ Oh, Florinda 1 I still feel the balm 
of ypur gentle breath upon ray cheek as you uttered those dear, yet 
cruel words ; and as they thrilled down into my heart, my very soul 
seemed stirred, and suddenly flooded with light, as I have sO often 
of late in these latitudes watched the dawn come stealthily, yet 
■fleetly^ upon the night’s darkness, and steep all its clouds in day. 
/^ndidesinsOinie, if you will, for my presumption ; bnt then it was, 
.J for the first time also thought that 1 was not quite indifferent to 
still, instead of presuming farther upon this daring sur- 
^ mile, X r^aplVed apew to gird on all my resolution, and todiscqiitinue 
intercourse which I felt I could not pursue without being dis- 
^Ibipmble to you, and inhuman to myself ; and therefore, as you 
kitew,, ! quitted yon that night, or rather morning, with more love 
in my heart than mortal lips had ever uttered without 
fip ayhaSlle of it passing mine. Nay, more; I had heroically re- 
jlolfOa never to see that bewildering face of yours again, having 
bad the virtue to refrain from asking you for your lieart* Would 
..you have given it me if I had, Florinda V’ 

: /‘ No,” whispered she, “because you had taken it without the 
,i!i#unoi^,of aeking/* . 

i'l At thie^ he foldea her so, closely >to his heart, that it vm» only snt- 
dfiyen hevmto it. quite as far as the place 
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‘‘ But/* resumdl fee, ^‘not hmmg toe «u, I tfeoug^t I tui|?ltt 
reward sucfe selMeuial by etealiog one jof yew gloves ; and tfeat 
little talisman I wore day and o'rgfet neat my feeart ; but M was a 
bad way of trying to forget you. And often as I have sat fey our 
biTOuac*£re at night, 1 have thotighi I would lafee ecmreipe imd 
cast it from me as we are told to pluck Out an ey« or eiar tte 
offends : but when I came to try, I found the bare idea wa* bid; a 
bdward*8 boast, which fails at the first test it’s put to. And to I 
continued to hug my destruction only the closer^ for truly, as some 
old poet says — 

* Ambrosia mixed with aconite may have 
A pleasant taste, but sends you to the grave.* 

But only in its own way, for, as yOu shall hear presently, that little 
glove saved my life.” ' 

Saved your life 1” 

*^Even so. The morning of the attack on the RedaU, for a 
moment I was almost tempted to consign it to the care of a frieud, 
to whom I had entrusted a ring lo send to my mother in case i fe^ 
51] ; but up rushed a crowd of motives to prevent my doing tiliis— 
the first, a most selfish one, for I thought if I were like ao maOy 
more before the sun had set, laid in some 

* deep grave without a name/ 

that OM relic of you should hallow it. Neither could I bear the 
idea of its being touched by any other hand before it could be re^ 
stored to yours ; and again I said. Why betray in death a lore I 
never betrayed in life, and which may only serve as a fetter and 
a regret to her wben she is back in her splendid home, and would 
perhaps gladly forget the short episode of her poor soldier '^cousmi*^ 
Here fee was interrupted by Florinda’s sobs, and felt his efecelra 
bathed with her tears; *^Oh!” said he, as he kissed them away, 
thank God I did not die then, at I should never have known «ucfe 
a moment as this. Florinda ! my Florinda ! — mm if never more* 
tell me f oh, tell it me ^ain and again, though you uniay it # 
to-morrow, and though 1, and reason, and duty, and all theotfeet* 
tortures that go to tlie breaking of hearts Upon Fate’s rack, urge 
you to db so tell me »oir, that, as that beautiful poem you read 
to me, says, you do not wish Time to 

* Speak to those busy hearts of ours, ] 

And teach them to be still J ’ ” ' 

No /* murmured she,—** I only wish Tiip® to atand still at this 
moment j for from all his sands never will shake out iuiotfeer su 
happy to ms as Ibis one.”*' ■ " 

'**And yet,” said' H arcourt, within this 'last '3iioudb:,v/Wfesil'afi 
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ice-lmmid Wi%t^ fm rnmt liaire tiimflit iue* Wken I 
iw^as In loVa witli ycrti, to conceal it was difficult euoogh ; bttl 
Flotindii, wkm i tsaine to lote yon, with emry poasihle love I 
hai^o-hoOii" -to me a whole s«mle of affiections, ffraduating 
Irm the ultimately harmoumugf Into the full tone of 

the ueateefc muJ deareet of all;) how, then, couM I ihmk you, as 
cousiht nurte, aild friend ?---wheii I loved you, as wfiat you 
i»ay ttmsmt he (to me) a wife I Forgive me, theni the selfishness, 
the madtites, which has made me not only tear the mask from my 
own heart, hut raise the veil from yours. Oh ! do not, at all 
events, think I have done so recklessly and wantonly. Gob knows 
how I hay§ struggled against this fatal weakness, night and day, 
hourly and momentarily ; but there is no contending against one's 
fate, and the mortal who has the temerity to attempt it is soon 
punished by being made to succumb to it.** 

^ Marcouft,” said Florinda, raising her head from his shoulder, 
and trying to infuse a slight tone of resentment into her voice, 
whiOh, was, however, quite stifled by her tears, ^*it is scarcely 
generous of you, whom I thought so generous, to make me con- 
mss that I love you, and then put me to the humiliating alternative 
of asking iohy I cannot be your wife, by telling me I never can be 
so. You say you are only a lieutenant. What of that? every 
Field Marshal has begun by being such, and has arrived at the 
highest grade of his profession without even stopping idiclls in 
their headlong career as you have done. You talk of our being 
poor. We are mi rich certainly 5 but one mcylive on dbe interest 
of £®0,0C)O t then at one-and-twenty I shall be my own mistress, 
and 1 really do not think that any code of duty can call upon mo 
to sacrifice the happiness of my whole life to my mother’s pride.*’ 
Florinda, hear me!*’ interrupted he, and, in spite of all her 
tfforts to prevent him, kneeling before her and taking both her 
hands in his ; ** don't use the word * humiliating ’ in reference to 
anything you have said or may say to me } for were it possible 
that I could either adore or esteem, nay, venerate, you more than I 
already do, it would be for that noble purity of nature wMch, 
dntheu in the spotless vesture of modesty and innocence, disdains 
the fliimsy drapery of affiectation. You have given ine your hea^ 
KWtnda t then have I not a right to its tfeastires, that is^ to its 
every thought ? I can quite Understand that you may feel that you 
do not owe the sacrifice of your happiness to your mother’s low 
pride (forgive me the expression) 5 but with me the case is differ- 
ent. No tax of duty, exacted by a selfish, tyrannical, auibitious 
father, or by a vain, worldly mother, coUl^ ever, I own it, extort 
from me the amount of self-abnegation and sacrifice which, as a 
free-will offering of love, 1 oWe, and will to the uttermost |aif, to 
my umthiw (who ’has ■in 'ail 'ihlngs 'So aacrificed herself -lor iue)- ^ 
All that my father should havi l^n 'to hen, but''' was not, I onglit ' 
he^ and wllh Me enmikd upon her ^ denertlon of tier own 
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' ti«r rof^letaly ittto-to w0rM’j$ mde ai'eiia' 'lO'COfiteail^ 

'alodafiy agalnat its 'leitfiil odtis. ' Lst ms 'tt Isast^ laid as it sii^d 
batweea Iter aiid tfain. Perhaps, in al creation, the mfy 
woiild object to ndy marrying into is y&wtn ; and even notv, I knbw 
her so wfiill, that seeing now I have given my heart, my Ble, nay, 
my very soul, into yonr keeping, her objection might never ex- 
pressed in wor^^nu additional reason Why I ebould resfp^“ ber 
feelingSf even at the sacrifice of my own; oh I more, FlOrinia, et%n 
at the sacrifice of yours/’ 

He paused for a moment, as he hid his face in her lap, and hiii st 
into tears, ' 

•'HarcourtI dear Harcourtl Cousm Harcourt — for fate itself 
0&mot prevent that relationship— now hear me. Never Will I u[%e 
you to be unworthy of your mother, unworthy of yooriself 1 lor it 
IS yoa, the generous, the noble, the brave, the honest, tlai^ 
minded Harcourt tlmt £ love; and I would rather a thousand tildes 
that my heart should break in regretting you than that it should 
have even the faintest shadow less reason to love you. Remain 
then on your own high pedestal, and don’t think I will ever try to 
drag you down from it; no, I am more ambitious than that ciHiies 
to; my aim shall be to try and climb to the same height^ that £ 
may at least seem on a par with you, ^ough £ never can be sO in 
rcauty, as you took the initiative. But do return to the sofa and 
let me settle your pillows, for I have something to say, that 1 tan 
only whisper to you and with a gentle force she raised him Up ,* 
when, exhausted both by mental excitement and physical exertion, 
he fell back on his pillow almost in a fainting state ; but Fioriiida 
lit tbe lamp, and, bathing his temples with some eau de Cologne 
and water he soon revived; 

And now/’ resumed she, seating herself on a low stool beside 
tbe couch, and again leaning her cheek against his, ‘^ listen t^What 
l am going to say ?” But instead of doing so, he so effecfhilly 
stopped her mouth with kisses, that it was some seconds More she 
could whisper in his ear— < 

was thinking, Harcourt, that the only time I saw y#ur 
mother she seemed so good, so kind, so like a mother; and so hn« 
like a motber-indaw, that jperifeojos when she came to know ydur 
poor little Florinda she might pity her, and you know tha* ^<^y 

IS——” 

" Akin to love, but how near akin has never yet been dCiermhUMi,” 
put hi Harcourt, minctuatii^ tbe doubt with another kloi: 

'*'* Oh I so near,’’ smiled floniida, ** that I think it must be Ihe 
Ccuiin Harcourt of love,” at which she was again intCSrtdii#^ by 
the same '.hertoetkaiMi - " ’ .''-/'t 

“New it Is v^y rude <rf you to interrupt, jme In dbis wayilor I 
shall never feiSsh what £ was toii^ to say-^which was, #isi |f ybiur 
mother, after afl, was to end by pitying me, and, as a naiikS Cdn* 





r teiriitf ixi^ «w how iliimWe pp&t UUU m 

4l}at I < should wi mioia evea belief >ei* in 

nf c«!»|ta|f^, or tbe little Feddiingfoiie^^ of count^rf 
llwns* |>arliap«*r*inind I say jti^rM^^thongh I hm^ the misforttine 
: fl^be hfif ooasin* she fright not mind my hccotning her daughter;' 

, , , A|jd do yott tliinh, my own darling, that J could ever be such 
.a wretch as to consent to your being in such a position as you 
.i deecrih® ? Bo you think, in shcn-t, that / would ever be accessory 
^ ,IO;riaci|ig you between those Dardanelles of English society-neg- 
lect on tne one side and impertinence on the other ? Yon little 
, know, my own love, what it is to be pairoimed by a set of vulgar 
people, who, had you remained in your sphere, could never h^ve 
discovered meannesses sufficiently abject to bow down to you with, 
yut monetary supremacy being the only one acknowledged in out 
Utditatian country, poor birth has ever but a sorry berth of it, even 
with those who profess to feel for the hardships it may be subjected 
toj for English pity is more generally evinced by the vrelbhred 
apathy of a silent standing aloof, than by the vulgar demonstra- 
, tiveness of kindly actsj and how often have I heard my poor 
mother say, and indeed, if she had not said it, I should have seen 
her syfffrlng it, * that no one could form any idea of the concrete 
tortures of a f^Ue posifioa but those who nave been eondemhed 
toiC 

‘* Ahr* interrupted Florinda ; '*you are talking of the outward 
gepgrari^ioal world, which is no more to m than the wall of China. 
Xm are tap world, and, unless ym sec about torturing me, I ^ly 
any one, m any thing else to have the power of doing so. There- 
fore, tbkt said world might do its best or its worst ; contempt is all 
^ it could extort from me/' 

“ Ah ! you think so now, my little Flo,** said he, kissing the hand 
he held witlrin his own ; and I have no doubt if the poor caged 

V animals at the Zoological Gardens could speak and tell us so, mat 
they risP heartily despise the silly and ill-natured people who goad 
{and poke them about through thrir prison bars wi^ stidts and 
parasols. Nevertheless, depend upon it, it worries tiMIt apd 

V makes them feel sore enough when the day is over; h^ldeS|jiu 
^jfhis, the world has always the advantage, that our conlehipty 
oyer falls short of the mark; whereas, the aljghtest shaft I 

V iipth persecution or malevolence is sure to strike home/* 

Not if one wm*t be a target ; and as for the other jWskiii^«!, 
#h|r ly retreat to the very innermost recesses of my den htyoud 
their reach* No, the only bmrier that daunts me is your mwer. 

» 3utts|ei# your, mother, flarcotirt ; so 1 despair, hut trust to 
goodness, whw power, is infinite ; and what 

wonders does not His senrkttt ®me sonseilmes achieve 1 ** 

I nriy ’reply to' this’, was, a aigh; and as -.be again' 

■jpri^lier band to his lips,' his tears once ^oivs feU hot end fast 



yfltor, my Irntd- wi^ if f©ti''WiBife tlmm^ msrnf 

vi^^aext TOommfe 'Besi^Sj . • '-! 

' " ' i ' , ' , f " , ■ ' ' • ' " ^ . ' ' I ') V , ( - ' "'w' wV-’^t*'' 

^ His U$XB are feoru of unbelief who somy^s withoiiil^Be/ , nr 

KoW It since yon have told me that you love me, anai 4 
believer, and therefore ^o/?e all things, and can endnr^ all tmMi/ 
Angel ! if ever there was one,” exclaimed he, straining hfr tQ. 
hi# heart, oh! that I could either love you jess, or th^t 
were long enough to prove to you the excess of that 3(jve'^tba,| n«e 
^ee% only rMUy in this vanishing phantopfi that we call LiFe, wnicli 
is ihdeed — . , ^ 

‘ Like to a ship that leaves no tmce. 

Or bird that seeks her resting*idace, 

Or arrow in its reckless ^igbt, 

Or guest that tairries but a night. 

E*en so is life, and man may see 
In things its brevity; 

The ship is past— the bird is flown— 

The arrow sped— ^he guest is gone.* ’* 

** Well, Sir, that is no doubt because you did not use him 
said she, gently slapping his cheek ; “ but 1 have two guests, I^vf 
and Hope, who find themselves so perfectly at home, that jthey 
woaV go. But by the bye, as life is so short, that reminds me tq 
you how my good little glove came to save your life, I ieally 
should like to see it and thank it for having rendered m® wh a 
service ; and Tm not sure that I shall not get Be Baskeryille to 
ask it to dinner, which you know is the Anglo-Saxon ne plue ultra . 
demonstration of gratitude.” 

You sMU see it, love^ one of these davs.*’ 

** Ah 1 tr^titor, I have caught you then, for it appears that yo^ uo 
longer woar it night and day noic.” 

No ; I plead guilty to fliat fact, for the truth is, it has more dC 
me than you about it now.” 

Another heresy 1 if we twain are what we ought to 
but as no piisoncx at the bar is required, or even allowed to agy 
whet may criminate himself, go on with the history of tbi.s 
life-preserver, which we are now graciously pjeased to hoar^** , ^ . 

And Harqf^urt close to her, ear, and 40 a low mui^^urto'g yulce," 
between a whisper and a kiss, gave ber the whole histofy M fht 

f hive,^ which for^ some hours he tad wojpn^ ^qot next, hut literpyifey,' 
if he^t, till Dr. Boss had extracted it,;',; ** And is 
Wh« aiiuding'to awhile ago, wjth wickod, twtok)iid|'.'||^*, 

when he 'talked of writing to The Thm^, f&omwi^dmg the. ord- 
nance, for the future, to have huiletf, coyerel with kid.*^ ; 

‘ ' ihf wittehi;ito4'^Johoeendj listen as if. 'helhadj 

made the most wonderful discovery m thb 'worfd, wMch, ind#|4'he. 





etpmim. t'f mt mllid ta pepper In 

tt «inntljei’ 'bnriieh'pf edeiiee Ib'r Mid tb '^xplore,*^ - 

Better not medile ed^ed tbols, dj Ho* ; for the little man 
ban be as Ibarp witb bis tongue as with bis laneet, and it pjigbt be 
dangerous to provoke one wno, bke Mm, can, m you perceive, un- 
wind secrets from on6*8 very heart, and bring them to ligbt/^ 
jpEtrcourt. 

lie tbay thank Ms stars that I owe him a debt of eternal grati- 
tude for having brought that horrid ball to %bt too, or else l^r. 
iMss Might — — *'* 

What might 0r. Rose do, or may he have the pleasure of doin| 
for your ladyship r' said the little doctor, giving a cursory glancp 
towards his patiSnt^s pillow as he entered, which Florinda SuadeUiy 
perceived the necessity of arranging, as she hastily rose up aUd 
found herself standing so very close to them. 

** Why,*' said she, ** he may ring for tea if he will have the good- 
ness to do so.*' 

‘'The thing I came to enquire about ^ for X was sadly 
afraid your ladyship was doing the Oriental, and substituting pipes 
and sherbet for it ? not but what the weed is weel enough ip its 
way, though I prefer the shrub to it and so saying he rang the 
bell as he passed, and then walked to the sofa and felt his pailent^s 
pulse. . / 

“Humph! itsegryoddj but though your face is riipre Bushed 
than I approve of, and your pulse are quicker tban they ought |p 
b^, 1 find less of the hospital about you than 1 did tbia tnorninij:* 
It is wopderful the efiwet tnat agreeable conversation has, even upop 
gpn-shpt wounds. If ybu have any intention. Lady ftprinda, pf 
gbibg to Americi and turning physician, 1*11 be cury hoppy to geeve 
you my vote and interest towards destroying your dimples and in- 
suring your diploma.” 

Thaiik you, doetpV ; and as one good turn deserves another, 
when I do go I shall be equally happy to try and persuade the 
Yankees to leave ofiT the long-bow and patroniae your improved 
ammunition/* 

“ Bh, Weel bit ! if I could remaMer the lines about the eagle 
being Shot hdth an arrow, barbed with one of its ain feathers- — ;*! 

“In which the eagle bad the advantage, as 1 have o#y hH ypp 
with soipe nf your own lead/' 

;f'’Harha! ha I" laughed the meirry 'Jittl© doctor, laly; 

shih may- Bud tb'e wit ; but as Tm all for an ©quallsatipn of pt)fh 
pe^ty, foCollect that the laugh i« at mp expense* weel, -wuirer imnd, 
on $e retire fowt mimm Bmter; and though I may beat a retreat 
to-n%bt, ril bide ipy riiiie/* 

And, not the le^ doubting that he would, no sooner were th© 
tea-things repiovea dian she arranged the chess-board, thinking 
that wpuld be the most effectual means of sikneing him» 

’"TlbriWt wt^ supremely happy thht evehin^'; and aa happiness, ’ 



„ vnm'' nmomnf^u 

uulike tfee jof* is a daep, quiets silent tki^g, thst ftfifty 

eitent gtene: sui«;eil ailmimblir* .'lI'aTcntii't alsd'felt 'm if 
ckmH, ^nt of wkkk 1 I 10 wotld 1ia<i been was removed \liroin 
Ills heart, and spheres of light began to revolve in its stead ; and 
thongh the e^r^inty being loved did not sniSce to bto 
an uncle^«|ed heaven of happiness, as it did her* yet ^td, it 
hlist be ^ennfessed— Respite all his fears' for the fnldve-^^tlh 
that pr»W9ti^e Ceding coinradn to lovers and tb dngi fe the 
nianger, lijal cqnld not be hi8*--at all events, loving him— 
sbe would be nobody else’s ; and such a wonderful elixir was this 
reid^btJ, that the neict day he found strength to write a long letter 
to his mother, which began, naturally, by expatiating upon the 
extreme and ceaseless care and kindness he had received from his 
cousin, to which care and kindness Dr. Ross had assured him, 
under Providence, she was indebted for still having a son. That 
he thought a stronger way of putting it than to which under Pro- 
vidence J owe my Itfe. And then began the difficulty to the pith 
and real drift of the letter, as men don't write posteripts ; no, but 
they can cram the gist of the matter into an inconceivably small 
Opace under the seal. Rut as be was a long way off prom that, yet 
he thought the best plan would be to be geographical belpre he 
was graphic touching %vhat had a far deeper interest for hiih Si so, 
taking an heroic pliioge into the Baltic, he went on to 
fact, my dearest ipo^er, this little cruise has done me a ^ond of 

f ood. As you know* Strabo Imagined that the overflowing 0 ^, tbp 
luxine and the Baltic formed the Propontis; and certaihly the 
two lakes oh the north bank of the latter prove that its tyatets 
gradually sunkl and its bed UnR one day be fllled up like those (jjf 
the l^ttxine and Baltic* We treat from Constantinople to Setiyib 
IferaclCat Cianos, Mymplato, Feristasis, and PaUo Patino, ctos®iRi| 
the Strait of the Dardanelles, Mount Olympus, they tell t^e (as' I 
could not go on shore) has still gt its foot, a weli-watetca pfiuh ; 
bht of what I can assure you from my own personal experiehh'^ 
that the mulberries from that said plain, in which "famerlghe and 
Bajdzet had their set-to, are still super-excellent. 1 cpnfCi(s I w^ 
grieved not to be able to ascend woody Olympua* and fihhi Itp 
summit ckteh that magnifleent view (as every one says is) of 
Oonstah^hople. T was sorry, too, not to sec th<h ti|toku|af 
pyramid, the tomb of Cains Filiscus, ih® nf }he Of tl^ 
d^y I I -meih'Of the physidiatt, Asdoj^adeh' As tor the 
pillaf of Pornpey, h' is nothing an alW erected th'WhhHf* 

of Augustus, as this inscriptloh oh it proyes— '* _ ' ' ’ 

^O.i;8AEI AVaVSTO ^ 

B. o,. n* Aumnxvi . 

X,. C L A , ' 

O/, 

But, Mother,^ that for, once an epitaph not lici 



'irtilt "succESS'irut. 

the whhle truth, aiid btit the truth, if yuu v^^mt ai 

mscTiptiaii fur lay wo, let it he, * Herelti are the a«hes of one who 
fiiyad h^iorioda Aodover better than his life, hut who loved his ex- 
eojpliry mother better than eilmer, and so sacriSoed both, rather 
thao give her one moment's uneasmess.’ And now, Mother mine, 
go0^ hy®> Go» ever bless you. You now know all, and never 
shall know less than the exact truth from your 

Grateful and affectionate son* 

HaRCOURT P«N»HYN.” 


CHAPTER XXIV. 

THR SICK CHILD. THE VADINO FLOWER* 

The brbad lands around Baron's Court were looking their love- 
liest, under the rich glow of a September sun, but the shutters of 
two of the upper windows of the house were closed in two different 
gables, And silence reigned throughout it — that cold, rigid silence, 
which Waits on death rather than on ^uiet and reposes and truly 
sorrow was there dreading, because expecting, the arrival of de^fh. 
Poor little Charley had the scarlet fever, and though Mrs. Jt<ewyu 
(the did lady who had been at Mr. LethbridgeA meeting) had 
kindly offered to take May and Linda, nothing could induce thffU 
to leave ^heir little brother. The other invalid was Miss 
pehfelt, xvho had taken to her bed from sheer fright, and was 
^acting her favourite r^le of the Malads Ima^mtdte; aiid, like ail 
such, Was giving more trouble than a whole hospital of wounded 
soldiers, Mrs. Penrhyn did her uttermost, not only to keep the 
twp sisters as much as possible out of the poor litfle suffererA 
room, but, when they were not in the fresh air, to ke^p them em- 
ployed in ministering to MiSs Charity’s ever-growing and ever- 
yarying wants, upon a sort of principle of couater*irritatio|i { and 
&e plan succeeded admirably, as it diverted at least lindaA 
j^ipleut ^ief for her brother's illness to frequeiit an8 ykieut iudig* 
hitlon,, kgainst her aunt's unreasonableUees. Twice' 'i^lday ou% 
pehrhyn allowed the girls,, to see their brother,; 
ihade theni wear respirators, and slip over their ’’dfeeas a -lo^t 
wrapper that was well sprinkled with chloride of iime. As she 
was going up the back-staire to the school room, to take May 
Linda to Charley, she found Linda crying violently on the 
landing. 

*‘Wbat is the matter, dear?" said she, drawing her kii^f 
towar^k^r. . ■ ' , ' vf 

“Auiii Charity," sobbed lAe, **has been scoMing me because 





m 

|^ar4-W3^S' »<it W'.twsr Ike, i«i4 % iif<sat leH ii|t#,,^lw> 
feii.fc an'^ as ^ i rntdi ^p iktiiJ y- , . 

** Well, i^3a.fc 1^ ukp tdd ym tp'liave im fulmr I ' 
Wfey* yes she did, aad I told A«»e %q put it un,’* w . 
You should Have put it on yonrselC Xauda, or wm; that 
d|4 $ 0 . It is a very gie^t fault m any oue> but more especMly ia 
enlldren and servants, imt to do mmtl^ wh4tth&y are tmd»;add do 
it when they are toldj it is this transferring orders from one to 
another, telling John to tell Tom to tell Harry to tell James, that 
causes all the mismitoagement, and confusion in the 

world. The Spaniards have a true proverb : — ‘ If you want a 
thing ffofor it : if you don’t, send and if you want a thing lo be 
done, see that it is dene, and don’t trust to any one eke, \v& may 
follow your example and roll on the order still farther till it is no 
where to be found, like a shuttlecock sent over the wall.' 

Ah I you always take part with Aunt Charity,” re*sobl*ed 
Linda. 

** Only for your sake ; for believe me, my dear child, you can- 
not too sOon give yourself the habit of executing »m't4pulmsip mid 
mmckniiomly whatever you undertake to do for othore, Ibr 
though a thin^r may appear the most puerile trifle to yo«t, it may be 
cd the most vital importance to them* For instance^ suppose your 
Aunt Charity’s life had depended upon her getting a qiimfc ana un- 
interrupted sleep after an opiate ?” 

Well, if it had,” broke in Linda, ** it would not have been tny 
fault that a coal had fallen out of the Are and made a noke^ J 
could not help that.'' 

** I think you might, if, instead of letting your own temper be 
chafed at the peevishness and Irritation which is almost inseparable 
from Illness^ you would rather compassionate the invalid for this 
irritability, which is not one of the least of their , sufferingSi and 
study how you could obviate giving them any cause for it/' 

^‘Surely, Mrs. Pembk, if I studied till doomsday I could not 
lirevent cinders falling into the grate and making a notse^'’ 

think you might even do that with a little invent ioU| h^ 
rim sms pmne, you know. Now if the next time you go inlp your 
aunt’s room, you will take a piece of tape and measure flrst |tie ske 
of the grate within the fender, and then the breadth and depth of 
lit&;>opemug that goes under th.e;grate, we will got<a tin npdo’io flt 
ofMt the whole-^that is, to slide m, uud^' the grate i h^y* 

lug this tin filled, or rather half filed, every morniBg damp 
sawdust or sand^ the cinders falling, will, or can, miuke Ao, tudse t 
and, moreover, the noise so worrying to an invalid, of htvkg thf 
grate cleaned, and the cinders raked up every morning, will be also 
avoided j as they can all be carried away, ready colected in this 
which ythm they mo thrown out, is >jreptei&hed with frfih' wet 
sand or sawdust, and nut back agam.”'^ 

“I do tm^ JM»i tbroiris^ 





waftted'^tie of oat of 

yoa wal4 invooi «ae^iiig by wMob oa^ inlglit g«t W 

*‘I fear* ‘Wylitfla Cinda^iM# iaraitber 'bcyoad me ; so I 'mast say 
to you, as Lord Aibemarle did to his lady-low, ‘ Bm*t isrish for a 
'itai^, for ' I ^waor five it- to yoa/ 

Talking of stars* do you know, Lethbiidge knt me flam- 
bolt's i&o&mos i and, though f thought I should and it so dry, I’tii 
so much interessted in it.’^ 

So Linda 

'*‘1 forget, I mean interested j hut Miss Frosser used always to 
say intersected with a great stress on the res, as if it had 
two Ss'si*"' >* .• ' 

No doubt ; and Miss Prosser, you tell me, used to say iew» 
cumber i and I mean to, or I don*t mem to ; and talk of ewpeeiik^ 
that a thing had been ; and called going in a carriage riding. But 
Miss Prosser had kept a school in a provincial town where people 
do speak in that way, as indeed cabmen, maid-servants^ and a cer- 
tain race of authors do in London ; but as you are a gentlewoman* 
Linda, and therefor© likely to associate with ladies and gentlOmen, 
should try and break yourself of those intense vulgarisnas, 
nothing annoys your grand-papa so much/' 

** I will, dear; and I am better than I was-^now am I not?'' 
Why; yes; but 5ccf is beyond better, and that is what J WaUt 
you to be in all things,” 

I don’t think any one but you and grand*papa can be tbit, I’m 
sure Aunt Charity never will. And what do you think she fattdi^ 
now? Why, tliht she has got the quinsey; but I toW her it was 
only the wMmsef f 

«* Xhat was very pert of you,” laughed Mrs. Pembk. How- 
ever, have the gooaness to recoHect that the whimsy in fie piost 
troublesome and emgeattU of all complaints ^ so mind that you 
attend to it properly.” 

" May has gone to Charley’s room ; may I not go too, nhw?” 

I was just going for you ; but May should not have gone by 
herself. I hope she did not forget the chloride of lime and the 
'respirator,’’ , 

“ I think she did ; indeed, I am almost sure she went Just she 
was.”' ' " ‘ ' 

Highly child ; one would really think shd did it oh Wirpo^^ 
and hiw Irying to catch the infection.” ^ ^ ^ 

almost Slink she is, for latterly she'seetns so pale, sb dhSI, 
^se'emh to amuse hferi and' she never' sits with .me as 'she 
%sed to do. Indeed, Mrs. Pembk, 1 don’t think May is WelL” . 

* I nave long fwed that she was hht ; still she persists ih sayiht 
there is nothing the matter with her.^ ■ 

'Upon 'solMy opihbg the imreery dpor they saw Mrs/ Andtewi| 
t^ nur^e# atanding at one 'side or poor Tme' Charley’s bed, ‘eni 
'Mey kniainf M the' trtheV; with hiw'clieek’upon the plow "ck'lito 
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Utile Brew’s feoe, whe.ms roHiiig ab^ijfcks ,. 

wbicb all the golden curls had been cut# iingink abuut U^s 
and rainbling in the wildest manner. Mrs# Penrhyn threw np n^ 
haiida and afeoah her head deprecatingly at May^ who then rb^e^S up , 
slowly, and covered her eyes (which seemed more bunaiiJir , 
his) in her handkerchief.” , « i * 4 

♦•Poor little dear! Dr* Marsh thinks him hetter, ma’am, J sw , 
Mrs. Andrews in a low voice, though he do run on, so; khd 
the child repeated the burden of his ravings — 

*‘Some say the owl is a baker’s daughter; but that’s not Irub, 
she’s Swiftpaws* daughter, and FluflTs son. And May and liipda 
took ail the kingcups out of the meadow. But Fra p have wmgp 
— ^Mrs. Femhle said I should~~lo go to the top of Snowdon and see 
how the Bun makes the flowers, and I’m to ride bach on grand- 
papa’s charger. And if I’m good I’m to sit at church with all the , 
stars — Mr; Lethbridge said so. Wont that be grand ? And . 
and Swiipaws are to stay till I come back with Tamar and Tkflfy 
Lloyd. And Aunt Charity is to marry Mr. ’Avitcher, and peh 
the owl will be the baker’s daughter. But May apd Linda sha'h’t 
give her even a single cowslip, because she would not|give the poor 
old woman any bread ; and that’s what comes of being a hka^c’s 
daughter \ Owl 1 owl I don’t how), or vpur head will swell as big 
as the bread put it inp the oven, when the fairy cheated the baker’s 
daughter.” 

** Poor little fellow I” said May ; ** that explanation you gave us 
some time ago about Ophelia’s saying ‘ the owl’s a baker’s daughter* 
is running in his head. Mrs. Andrews thought he had been 
frightened by an owl, he has gone on so all night about it*’’ 

Mrs. Penrhyn removed the linen from his temples, which were 
now burning not again, and re-stseped it in iced- water and chloride 
of lime, and for a rnoment that seemed to ease him, and he raven 
less ; and as she felt his little, hot, galloping pulse, she said to 
Mrs. Andrews, ‘ Have the goodness to go down and ask for a cup- 
full of fresh yeast, and bring it here with a djessert-spoon* I’ll 
take it upon myself to give it to him, it can do no harp, 
have seen it work such miracles in all cases of fever that I win 
try it.” ' . 

Mrs. Andrews soon returned with the yeast, and Mrs. Penrhyn 
gave the child a desert* spoonfuL afteii' which she tookJ| 4 S little 
banting hand in hers and con^nued p feel his pulse* GrUdiiaJly 
his ravings became fewer and fainter, his eyelids began to ufOdp, 
and in about ten minutes he had dropped into a profound eleep. 

*• ft is probable,” said Mrs. FemWe to the nurse, as she getttfy 
laid down the little hand she had been holding, that he hnty 
sleep for some hours ; it is also possible^ that pn w^lng, he n^ay 
feel huufiy, gnd askfor 'Something to ^ tf'ip, b|'spre 'ahd,'|;ive 
it.to hh». ,00, may have a bit of chickep anaioitfo.jeBy* .blanc- 
mange, or anything pf that kind thgt he tancies 5 only nm be stire 
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and^giye hip another 4es«eTt^apoonful of yeast, and another agap 
at ; and if I shohlt to he liere when he wafeesj 

hayoAe 'goodipes to ’send for me/^ 
liridjso i^ayifig she beckoned to^^he two girls to follow her out of 
th^ 'roottj, taking care to sprinkle it plentifully with chloride of 
lip?^ ks ihe went. They had no sooner reached the schoohrooin 
thap linda dung herself on the sofa, and burst into a passion of 
teki^, sobning ouft she was now quite sure that Charley would die, 
fof k^en Nanny Markham’s child was ill last year Tamar Lloyd 
had said whenever A sick child talked either of angels or wings, 
th^ would surely die, and Johnny Markham hod 
**tpr shame, Linda! instead of putting your trust in Gan *8 
mercy j and, even if it should be as you fear, submitting to His 
wl^t, ybtt go pinning your faith and making yourself wretched on 
the strength of a parcel of old women’s fables. If it ^houid be 
Gbn’s will to take your poor little brother, though I hope and 
trust it will be His great mercy not to do so, you should seek your 
cpttsolatlOn in the remembrance of the great favour Gon shews 1;o 
some pfiij^ileged souls, in recalling them back to heaven, while they 
aitf) stilly from the fewness of their years, innocent and untaintea 
with any of this world’s pollution ; and so check your seldah 
regrets in the recollection that you alone suflfer— -that to him all 
nihst be gain, glory, and endless joy. Still, to grieve to a certata 
extent, is not only allowable, but commendable^ as ypO would be 
both unnatural and unfeeling if you did not do so. Why, evm 
Were your sister to go on a visit, where 6he would be totf' happy, 
you would feel lonely and desolate without her, and would of jcours© 
grieve for the loss of her presence and companionship; but if, 
notwithstanding ker great augmentation of happiness and welfare, 
you would nof be consoled for her absence, why then your sorrow 
would (icgeneinte into selfishness, and would cease to deserva 
sympathy. Bring me that book bound in russia off the third 
snelr, and 1 will read you an admirable letter on this very subject, 
written by Benjamin Franklin, on the death of his broriier John, 
addressed to his brother’s daughter 4n*kw." Ah, here it is I '* 

added Mrs. Penrhyn, turning over the leaves 

, ‘“Dear Child, 

' I condole with you. We have lost a post 
^ar apd valuable relation! but it is the will of God. that likAe 
mortal bodies should belaid aside when the soul is to enter iht# 
feki li^ i rather an embryo state, a preparation for living. A 
ipan Is not completely born till he be dead. Why then sbomd jwe 
grieve that a new child be born among tbe immm^8-*^a new 
noemVr added to tbeir happy society. We are but spirits* TJrAt 
;|iddlks S|k<^uld' be lept us while they cgn afford' us pleafure, as^tt 
pkih ^hiring khowledge, or dolngjpiod to pur fellow*erciAttre«, 
; a '^i^^i;b«nev<de|it 'act of - Go©v ' Wbfh ' they-'-becbme'. unfft -Isfr 
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aid, tliey beiiome an iii'cnmbranb^, ^ aaa abWer -mih af 
linns for which they were given ; it is eqnally kind and heiiwcl^nt, 
^at a way is provided by whie^we can gfet fid nf them.' De^h 
is that way. We ourselves pf ndently phnose a partial ; ‘in 
fibme cases a mangled, painful limb, wliich cannot be feltor^, we 
wtHinglV cut oC He who plucks out a tooth pacts wilhi it fCe^y, 
i^ce the pain goes With it i and 1^ that <|uits the hhole body, 
at once with all its pains, and possibditits of painc and diseCscJi it 
was liable to, or capable of making him sOnfer. 

** * Our friend and we are iiiyit^ abroad on a pkrty of pl^astice 
that Is to last for ever. His carriage was first ready, and he is gone 
before us. We could not all conveniently ^art together* AM 
why should yon and I be grieved at thii, since We are soon lb 
follow* and know where to find him. 

«‘Adieu,B. F.’*' 

W«Uj that k a good letter/* said Linda, drying her eyte* 
Uwowlng her arms about Mrs. Penrbyn’s neck i ** and I will try 
and mind what you and it say. Is there any more about that good 
old Hr. Franklin ? ” 

Yes, here is his epitaph, written by himself when he was a 

f rtnter j and it is quite in the same true and wise spirit as the letter 
have just r«ad you s 

The Body 

BENJAMIN FEANKLIN, FaiNirau 
(Like the cover of an old book, 

Its contents torn out 
And stript of its lettering and gilding,) 

Lies food for worms : 

Yet the work itself shall not be lost, 

For it will {as he believed) appear once more, 
la a new 

And more beautiful edition, . 

Corrected, and amended, . , 

BY 

THE AUTHOR.’ 

And now, like a good, kind, little girl as you are, qmi^ue iant 
Mtpm MmtMt, go and see how yoSr aunt CJhatiiy is; en| don*t 
forget 'to 'lake the measure of her grate/* ‘ •' 

Oh, yes I and I must see about melting the butter for her hoi^ 
fish dinner | for yesterday she was so aiigry^ as she dedatM they 
ford put flour In it.” ' ■ ' ' .""'S, 

f " Wei, 1 donT wonder at her being fogry# for ffol k tn abdttif*- 
natkm# itud besides, you kuow'tfot wm she if’'iirehe''®cls'’yoii 
orMay'Mwimto mefoit foirher,^ln her ’0wk 
pan t thei^fore yen shbtdd take care to do it^ ahd not l|i«t fo 



’O 0 w^-dfty 8 wiM gm tither tk^ tuaaeoi? tb© 
.;^'^li 4 ;>^' tx» ma^,.m&^ we most trifling things m %hm om^ 

in.iin ^ „ 

yon kna:^, even with jn© the butter will some^ 
©itiier turn to oil, or is too tbin ?’* 

, y^uv.qwn fault, as it eould not possibfy do so if you melted 
it^in the way I thf ijyefl you bow to do it j that is, to put a tablespoon 
Tfr^Ot gmh full of ©old water — and the moment it begins to beat 
it th^ Are and tu^ the saucmn always &m wuy fi^om you^ 
and so on, til) it is quits nieited ; aim then, but not till then, let it 
np 0^6, which makes it as thick as vsry thick cream ) but if 
you turn it either over the Are or towards you, it will oil it, or if you 
pu^ mots than the tabiespoonfulof water it will make it thgi and 
apd cause fbs butter and water to separate, and render it 
80 nasty looking as to be uneatable. For my part, 1 always judge 
of the mistress of a house, be she rich or poor — a great lady or a 
very bumble one — by the coffee, melted butter, bread, oyster, celery, 
and lobster sauce, that come to her table, and the way she makes 
tea. When all these are bad, uneatable, undrinkable, I conclude 
that she is not At to be the mistress of a house, and regret that she 
should be.’* 

When Linda left the room, May sat upon a stool at Mrs. Pen- 
Vbyn’s feet, and laid h§* head on her lap. 

My dearest love,*%aid the latter, ** you really must not be so 
imprudent as to go into Charley’s room without taking any precau- 
tions, and still less go banging over bis pillow and breathing that 
infectious air. Promise me that you will not do so again 

What does it matter, dear ? I feel sure Charley will recover, 
and be always with you ; and — and — I wish to see him poor little 
fellow, while yet I can/* 

"‘My darling I what do you mean said Mrs. Penrhyn, as the 
big tears over-flowed her eyes } and she pushed back the rich braids 
of May’s bright siMcen hair and kissed her forehead. 

“ Now, don’t cry, dear ; you know you were telling linda the 
truth just now, of bow much better o€ those whom Oou takes are, 
than those whom He leaves.” 

” May, you will break my heart I Do see Dr. Marshy I have 
perceived for some time that you are not wefli and yetyouf^msl 

saying, that jop are/’ 

” BeCi^u^e, indeed, dear, I am not ill in bpdy i I have no f idu* 
except a headache sometimes $ but I ieeltfaat f soon shall b% and: 
that 1 to be in heaven*” 

“ Ah 1 ; Cried Mr#. Penrhyn, clasping her hands, as the tears now 
gushed in torrents from her eyes, “ it may well be said 4 at Forttee 
, 0 was ■ with ■ both hand# fuU. | am no sooner rejoicing ,with 
^ overflowing -heart, of gratilude ‘to at my -dear boy’s miracu^! 
ku 4 f^pwerv^''lif«^ at hie increasing bonws and fiiends—deay’ 
old Mr* Phippen and that good Lord Fendarvis having wiittmi we 
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^ |Jie ftijiord .jnd th^j company b4| ooti!i.trjpien 
womcUi liaye wiit him out^— ‘hut I sec you perishing hslorO'»^'^Sp*ifi?,, 
May; and «a does your poor dear grandfadior, whose |icayt#i« 
breaking ; and you talk of leaving us for eveT'^and withinf So 
s0-*icrue1, cruel May 1” ' ^ i'-:' 

** You know* dear,” said the latter* looking up m her face* 
sort of shadowy, unearthly smile, “ that notmng fades «o span iwt si; 
May : but luckily, a thousand better and brighter things come after 
it, when the meadows are burnished with poor Charley’s favouiite 
kingcups, and the woods and fields are laterally clad *la a vesture, 

wrought about with divers colours.* But 1 want you to promise 
«*.« ^ ** 
ine-***r*-*“ 

** Anything, —-everything,— darling,*’ wepi Mrs Pe^rhm, 

I am sure there is nothbg you could ask, th^t I woulu not Ite4 i 
ought not to grant.” 

Well, then, you will let your son marry that beaudful, that kiiid* 
that generous lady, Florinda Andover, who has taken such care pf ' 
and nursed him so well,— will you not ? And you won't mind her ' 
nasty family, however disagreeable they may be. Now promW 
me that you will not ?” And as she spoke, the dark pupils of 
large starry eyes seemed to dilate ; and the light within shone out 
through her Mnsparent cheek in a crimson tint, like the refiectipn 
of a lamp seen through an alabaster vase. / 

Mary Penrhyn looked at her for a moment with an enquiring, 
bewildered look;, and then said — 

have told Harcourt that he should have no opposition (uoui 
f»e. i^y Fbrinda herself is a most charming and sui-wrior perspOi 
whom 1 could only feel proud to call daughter, and happy to ape 
his wife. If he tikes to encounter the low pride of that family, apd 
to entail upoifhis amiable and devoted wife the thousand 
tions and heartburnings her marriage with him will sub|eul her lo', 
from them, that is Us afiair, and not mine. Whatever my teelipgs 
towards, or my prejudices against them may be, I could mevet* 
answer It to iuy|eif to set ^ther up as a barrier between happfitees 
and niy Uwh child. It is only where there is sin that duty baf ,$r 
right i^t a veto against what is but the impostor sm!r#w. - 
tricki^dbut in the alluring semblance of happiness; otherwiie^.tl 
bold that no one human being, whether parent or not, has a right 
to mar or thwgrt the happiness of another. Indeed, the fre&te^. 
objection to me in this marriage is their i^tationship, distant asit 
is; as there are a thousand r^ons to make mamages betwi^n 
cousins any thing but desirable. But I assure you, dearest child, 

I never act with reference, much less with deference, to the world’s 
opinion, persuaded as I am, and as 1 have always endeavoured to 
convince you and Linda, that our motives alone rise upwards to 
Gon^O |wgm«il-8eat, wble our actions, and men's opinion of 
them, eventually rink either in themselves or thrir conse- 
quences.” 



I m tiappyj*^ saM May, kimkg the hand that wail 
Scaf^llttg her cheek. 

urged Mrs. Peurhyn, moujrafally, ‘‘you will not 
iitoke to Gregory and me happy by consulting Dr. Marsh ?*’ 

The gentle girl looked tenderly and earnestly up into the 
speaier^s face, as she took both her hands in her own, and for all 
answer metely repeated-* 

, |j,; ^ Where is thy balm^ 0 Gilead 1 where 

^ The peat phyiician mky I see ? 

Death heard t|i« suffering Ohristiau's prayer, 

And said, * Dehold them hth in me? " 

•* 5May!^* exclaimed Mrs. Penrhyn, looking so intently into the 
uttietWoit depths of her eyes as that it was quite impossible that 
any feeling passing througn her heart at that moment could do Id 
wilhoitt its shadow falUng upon them ; May, forgive the quekion 
I am going to ask you i but answer me— oh 1 but as if you 
were Upon oath— do you love, do you r 
Here the young girl trembled violently ; her lips became livid, 
and a death-like fomtness appeared to be rapidly stealing over her. 

“Do you,'* continued Mrs. Penrhyn, “ love Mr. Juethbri%« > 
and does he love you!*’ 

“ What an idea 1” said May, drawing a long breath, while a 
smile passed over her beautiful face, that brought all the rosy 
blood back in a mantling tide to her cheeks and lips. “I can 
answer,"’ said she, “for not loving him beyond a very sihccre 
liking, which everyone who knows him, I think, must feel for him. 
Andparfre JIfona r added she, more playfully than she had spoken 
for hionths, “ I think I can also answer for Ms not loving me, inas- 
much as that he never told me so even in Hebrew, which you know 
I should have bad to interpret backwards info hatred ; and 1 hope 
and trust he don’t hate me, however stupid 1 may be.” 

Mrs. Penrhyn hissed her forehead. For a moment this un- 
equivoea} denial and refutation of her suspicions as to May's 
having an attachment to Mr. Lethbridge seemed a great relief to 
her «5 but the next a clouded expression of care and perplexity 
seeiUed to pin# over her face, and again kissing May she rose up 
and ikut to her oWn room, for she had need to Be alopi 
That nlg^t Charley’s fever left him, for the yeast had produced 
its Usual miraculous effect, so that, for the time being at least, there 
was a sorrow the less at Baron's Court. 
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Once mote the walls of Baron’s Court rang with little Charley’s 
metry laugh; he was again up and ahout^ and his pretty hair, 
with its innocent wave/* was beginning to grow as luaniriaistly as 
ever. And if kindness co»/fi? spoil-^ which g^od di^ositions it 
never can — he ran a greater risK than ever of being spoiled, as, 
from his grandfather down to the herdsman, there was not a soul 
about the place thought they could ever make enough of hua since 
he had been snatched, as it were, from the )awe of death ; and even 
^iss Charity herself seemed to have put by her nerves on the 
same shelf with Mr, Twitcher’s book, and to cease to think her 
little grand-nephew troublesome, October, whmh is such a lovely 
month in late seasons and well-wooded countries, was now, thpugn 
half gone, robed in all the varied beauty oif tbe kaleidoscope^tinted 
foliage, and gilded into additional brightness by the vivia rays of 
an autumnal sun. 

The two sisters with their little brother had been invited to 
spend the day at Fen-y-Coed, the house of that kind old lady, Mrs* 
Lewyn j and as Madame Duval, in ^velim, never went m* 
where without Monsieur Du Bpis>”— in like manner, Charley never 
went any where without his attendant satellites, Swiftpaws and 
tluff I and certainly the former, with his brilhant eyes, silver paws, 
and red. golden ears, was no inapt personation of “ Bright Cadis/’ 
but as he was again bridled with blue ribbons and a splendid blue 
velvet saddle-cloth, which Idnda had made for htm» and em- 
broidered in gold, with a monogram ip each corner of 
being Cliarley’s, Swiftpaws’, and Fluff’s initials, Charley tp the 
present occasion insisted that Fluff should ride to Fe«i-y*Ckked^ in 
consideration of the wdl known feline objeetipu to wet feet; tmd 
had that incomparable personage been the Shah of jPersia» inst^ 
of only a Persian cat, he could not have looked more grandly grave 
or more overpowered with a sense of his own dignite than did the 
illustrious Fluff, when mounted on his usual steel, who /by .no 
means relished the slow and stately pace which Ibis hoooe 
demned Mm to. But so it is, in this “ best of all passible, ivoilds/’ 
that those who are ridden wiU champ the bit, aiid are sydom so 
content with the dispensations of destiny as those who, like fltidl 
are not only seated on velvet, but being kept out of its mire and 
miseiy, can, with calm philosophic eye and well-bred equammity, 
dominate and contemplate the world from their easy ana digniied 
posi^on, ' ^ ’ . . ■ , 

y, Charley,” said May, as he gathered up th«s blue ribbon 





Im 4 k ill Ms htndSi as tlie pi^essioii was atout to start ; I tkitik 
as w® go along tbs road toe people will take you for one of tbose 
travelling show-boys, and give you half^pneeforyonr exhibition/* 
This idea so tickled Charley^s fancy that he improved on it, and, 
daheing with delight and laughing so loud that Fluff looked per- 
fectly scandalized, he 8aid^“ And if they don’t give me any of 
their own accord, Fil ask tnem for some for my poor dog and cat, 
who you see Ma’am, or Sir, are gmie starved; and we have a long 
-^long^way to go to-day { so pmy give me a half jpenny to get 
one 'horn for Swinpaws, and a sauoer of milk for Fluff,” added he, 
in a lachrymose mine, putting his head on one sldti which got 
hkn so kissed by Ms sisters, that he was obliged to kmie a protest, 
and say— ^ 

^ DmK eMUrm, you’d kiss me to rags/’ 

At length the kissing was over, the cat settled, and the pro- 
cession moved on, accompanied by Grant, as Mrs. Penrh^, having 
many letters to write, remained at home, but promised to go for 
them in the evening, having well secured May’s boa, and seen that 
she had her clogs on. 

And now, Charley,” said she; calling after him as a parting 
admonition, “ mind you don't even tomh^ much less pull about, 
any of Mrs. Lewyn’s things, particularly if she is not in the room 
you are shown into. If you mil be curious, you can satisfy your 
eufiosity with your ^es 5 they cab neither break nor disarrange 
any things and setting aside tbe vulgarity of fiddling, there is 
something dishonorable in prying into people’s things when they 
are not present, and no one likes (independently of the danger of 
breaking them) to have their knick-knacks unsettled, or finger 
marks Mt on the bindings of their books— a legacy which your 
fiddlers invariably bequeath them.” 

But you wiD come early to Mrs. Lewyn's, dear ; will you not ?” 
askad May*, 

** Gh yes, I’i come before tea ; and promise me, May, that you 
will no# walk about tbe grounds when you get to Fen-y^Coed, for 
the w^k there is quite enough for you, and on no account must 
you walk home.” 

' Ah, but do you know when I was in the library tMs morning 
udth grandpapa, and he was settling some accounts with Frice, 1 
heard Frke tell Mm that poor Titus was ill ; and you know he has 
^tote pair of carriage-horses now.” 

Weil, but my love, Surrey is not ill ; and the covered cat* can 
go #r you, or a fly can be got from Mold, But on no account 
mUsivou walk home/’- 

V Alii with another final and parting kiss, in which SwilpaWs 
shared, jfas Charley insisted that Mrs. Jreorhyn should kiss the two 
niiimegt, Os' he ca®ed the two spots on ''‘the dog% head), they id; 
kngHi deimrted, Fenrhyn standtijg at the hai«door lodkint 
after Ihem till they were out of sight j and then, with a sigh; she 



re-^lered ilia hQm^ went npfataii’« to the scbooUrcwm# 
m M jirelkwinary io writwg her o,wo letters^, she hag an^ ,, 

And, ae tfe® «sual eequel of so doing, her Jap, , 
soon bathed in tears, and, leaning hp elbows m the 
coyerad bar face with ber bands. While still giving |o piS ,j 
reverie, she beard a knock at the door. ^ 

^*€oiiia mr” said she, raising her head, and hastily dryini^ PPC ^ 

eyes. ‘ t ’ ' 

And the next moment Mr. Lethbridge entered. , . M , 

« I — j — t>eg your pardon/' said he— not only hesitating ip , 
vance, hot almost turning ba<di— '‘bnt i thoi^bt— that is, J ^e 
to give Miss JKgerton a lesson this morning, for I feel I haye been 
very remiss of late/' ‘ i! 

‘5 Oh!'' said Mrs. Fenrhyn, rising, and herself vplaanf a 
for him# how unlucky 1 for they all went about an tp 

pass a long day with dear kind Mrs. Lewyn/* ,, ^ ^ j , 

** And you olid not go ?" asked Mr. Lethbridge, biting his^ps* 
which indeed he might have known without asking,, sipce h® paw 
her ihere before him. it 

I shall go for them in the evening; but I had 
letters to write, and was glad to have the morning to myself. ., ,, 

fear I have interrupted you, then?” said he, rising, and 
making an attempt to go, and yet not going. , , , t. r 

** By no means, for indeed I find I have such a headache that 1 
cannot write i so, after all, must put it off to another day.” 

Here a silence of some seconds ensued ; and yet Mr. Lethbridge 
did not go, but stood upon the order of his going, till his com- 
panion, in common politeness, could not hut say— j 

Fray, don't go ; for I assure you, you have not tnterrupmd 
And be sat down. 

Mrs. Penrhyn stirred the fire— a proceeding which, ui n Wm 
i^te-^k-tete, is perhaps quite as useful and satisfactory^ a clmriis 
in a Greek play^ yet still Mr. Lethbridge kept looking 
hat, as intently as if he had lost some of his ideas and 
they must have fallen ipto it, and that he should be eure jb find 
them there. ; '-'sl" 

At length, however, he raised his eyes, and said, ifl a loty, 
tTOTulous sort of voice, while a flush suflused h|| md^|ing 
eve® to his lemides. , ■, 

*<l saw a paragraph in Tke pmes to4ay about i cop^y which 
had been purchased by subscription, and a sword bought anfl 
put to that heroic young Penrhyn, of the EJfies, whom Sii;, GfO^ry 
has Just told me was your son, for he said he fdt |qo proud olJu^ 
to, conceal the fact apyjong^; so if I am indiscreet, ypdmui^t 
medonuff and bkme hiipi but— but—rl cahnol n|siat cpngi?a^,TOf 
tng yuuwith all my heart. Anfl yet eprry to see, thc,Ar|C^ 
of tmm m your lacei but hanfily ther^ s^e tes^ of fs 



you to your d>ng^tt}!ktioo«« I need not tell yon how 
gri^ewfyehdi cordially I receive them $ but, in truth, the triumphs 
t>f vyir ffinst he always tempered with trihulattonj for we never 
cah‘ fd! how isooh death mty swallow up Tictory. But I think 
rnf t8ai*l thiife mot^ntng were not so ninth on my son’s account, as 
for ^e whose gentle goodness and piAre unrippled nature has 
insidi her almost as dear tb me as my oWn chiia ; I mean dear 
May. Have you not remarked of late, Mr. Lethbridge, how 
terribly altered she is; and what a perfect shadbw she is 
becdinit^gF’ ^ 

Ifesi I have been grieved to see her looking So thin and 
ill ; buf I thought, poor child, that perhaps she waa growing loo 
fast.*’ 

^ ith l I fear it is more than that,** said Mrs. Fenrhyn, as the 
tears 'a|faitt streamed down her cheeks, “ so young, so good ; it is 
hard; for though fit for Heaven, she scarcely seems ripe for 
dek^h.^ 

*'1roU know, said Mr. Lethbridge, taking her hand, pressing 
it gently within his own, and looking earnestly into her face 
with an Ciprcssion at once of profound sympathy and deep 
love,— 

* "Tie not the wrinkles years bestow, 

The failing eyes, the locks of snow, 

Kot timev that makes the sage j 
"BvA msdom is the hoary head, 

And 'tis the life unspotted led 
That fotniB the ripe old age.* 

And death, though humanity never passes it without a shudder, is 
but Heaven’s portal, after all; and who so fitted to gain ad- 
mittance there as such pure, white- winged spirits as May 
Egertbn’s,” „ ' 

**True, indeed; but it is not even my own selfishness that bows 
mil down, and causes me to struggle against Goo's will— if it be 
Igis wih to recall to its eternal home that young bright soul— as 
mat I fear May has something on her mind which she will not di- 
vulge and which is rapidly mining her existence." 

have all something on our minds,** sighed Mr. Leth- 
^dge, looking dowm upon the little band he still held in his, and 
then up into her face, while the deep soft velvet assure of his §fm 
|tbai©d In diamond water, which wanted little to make it overftbw 
fhl'ea^a, We have all something on our minds, some tnystertoua 
hrik vibrating between the Creator and the creat^. Our outward 
Mariiig hnd ' material actions, like the wires of the electric tele-' 
ypn along the highways of life for all to see, and aM to com- 
'''«|lbtt;‘hut'the 'hm lighUaksg; the subtle iuid, that 
abvfs ’th^e 'puiward^ its'-haan^ie and its .lUksion a»e 

Khbhm Idosie ''td'''tiit^ ' Au&oV, ''to't^ioae' whotn thevenneern*’’ 

, ^"'Tirwe,” 8^ she; **bttt though hie 'itself k 



'OH t'Ms Hide ilie'>graw>' "H^e ;%0 -sHnyotowt’ #4^ 
m with m ^nm unerring and 

"<isnttaioty';:fre do inheritvnatnijlf, the'knoiirl^'g«_ihat’#e''‘|^^ 

>dto.^ But eveU'Htliwart thk one oertaiintjr ^tM rolla 
'4t4&nb%i far there live« not, who knows'' the ic#w, ' 

oif their death.” - ' • ^ ^ 

G^egeraliy^ It is m ; and yet I think I know how i shklf 
She looked at him with a mingled expreseiou of adrpiisi Hod 
inquiry. 

“ Ye«. The die k oast, and you know it, tod/’ he raided, 
in answer to her look j while now pressing the hand feto llftf h4ld 
closely within both of hk, and looking up into her face so earheMV 
that it was impossihle that the slightest espresskn pHsslitkdVOr it 
could escape him 5 i said I knew how i mould dk^it wl hf 
aharoken hBart— iinie8S-^unle8s--*yoii will not onij^ accept %trt 
reciprocate— the all-absorbing love which I have so long stroi^ed 
mgainst, only to be at length completely vanquished by it, and to 
lay it with myself, my life, and my fate at your feet. Ya$i cannot 
r4«ct one without for ever crushing all^ surely yen will not ! you 
cannot, with that face of angel-softness, have a heart hard euOdgh 
to do this !” 

Me ! love me ? Impiossible V* said she, rising up as if she had 
regained her feet by electricity; while, though for a moment a 
deep flush suffused her face, only to be succeeded the next by a 
mortal pallor, there was over her whole countenance but one broad 
blank expression of unf^ned astonishment. 

Yes, impossible 1 ttat is impossible, to help doing SO,” Said 
he, idtwi arising and putting his arm round her waist. 

At iengt\»he said, gently disengaging herself from that support 
and leaning On the mantelpiece — « 

** Why 1 I am oW enough to be your mother I” 

Were you old enough to be my grandmother, and still what 
you are in appearance, I could only see in you not only mt mdit 
beautiful, but the most noble-minded, noble4iearted, and loveable 
of women 3 — and so seeing, 1 could not choose but love yon^ks 1 
do, better than all other things here below; better, Oh 1 fkt better 
than life itself, which, without you, I fed will h/ msuppOrtaMe, 
fhen tell me, at least, that you do hot k&te me, and FH 
watt; rii try to make you love me.” * 

' **Kiileyour’ 

WeH, no. That Is too siarong a Word, for I don't 
toM inspire eo much 16ve to 'repay it 'with hate ; whkh-'if 'sildott 
sown but by injury and outrage ; but tell me at toast, that you id 
hot reimnl 'iny presumption.” ■ 'i-'M-' 

' 'fdily is hot^aiWaya'- presumption I'tett'it'k' 

under whatsoes'er name scpiktry paay bapdse it 1 and t 

ital k} I #Ohght, fm feyed Mhy. She k m loy^ie/ # ^utj- 



filler. ^11 

m # m tm& hmm your wife ? 

,y^rs, 4 wreii«j© m oxisifcs.Wfc^#^. ht^ «fo 
.p yoillkjOA kp^rm4^^ 4oea mt makd sa;,grwt' a/dkparity $ — wh&m- 
4lis. wrnisr i$ i^ tha the wife, ao^ the gminmer on 

world m»y only 2«t^h. But Natore, 
"W;ho^,#yer a9#irt^. her owo rights, md md&atesh^ own eaiwe, is 
sore, sootier or later, to malcc us pay the rechooing^’* 

eobood he, as if in hit turn awaking from a dream ; 
haya Itived her, and da love her, as what sh® is, a btauti- 
m and engaging child — a something gentle and fair, with the haha 
and breath of spring about it-^a promise and a hope, . making 
fweet harmopK, and blent into one like the delicate perfume of the 
little^ dower whose name she bears. But^— but*^” added he, ap« 
pr^aobilig her, and again taking her hand, ** it was this hand that 
trained the May, which twined around my heart the all of hi^h* 
■pass it has ever known. Oh, do not then rudely destroy your own 
work I hut atdi tend what you have planted, and moy blight, but 
cm uproot.*' 

, ‘f Do you know/* said she, not withdrawing her hand, and look- 
ing hincfly and earnestly into bis eyes, "'1 have often wished you 
»ere my second son ; I should have been so proud of — so glad in 
you. Let me then be your mother. That I am capable of being, 
and iBt to be ; and believe me there is no love so holy, and so quint- 
essential as that of a mother.'* 

** M^vy i’* he exclaimed, raising both lier hands to his lips, and 
kissing them passionately, I will nOi kneel eiJen ta yoi^, the 
fairest, wisest, best of God’s creations — ^for to Him alone is such 
outward worship due i but could I but bare my heart, my soul 
before you, you would there see all that to a mother was due, of tlie 
most tender and yearning respect, but at the same time, all that a 
woman can inspire of the deepest, and most devoted love. 4nd 
love is a divmus ajlaiust a psychological ether, which adoaite of ao 
intermediate nebulm or vacuum. Friendship has a sphere of its 
ftWIb never can approach, much less attain to that of love/* 

; 4»-nd« still less can a lost Pleiad, that has once tripped against a 

clpnd and shot 6*010 out its orhifer What I mean is, sighed shojt 
?? titat wen were our years equal, our hearts, are ndt so : yours is 
hieshnud yotmg, fuh of high hopes and pkgsant viitas 1 min® is 
hcfary. with' Tima’s moss of many -cares, and no prospects, ww^ly 
dreary retrospects/’ ■ , v, 

‘‘That, inueed, is poor logic; for who would not refer one of 
^os® tornwnd time-touched Titiana from thS' .neglected' wail# of 
dBarb^igb to the newest . and , mo4t vivid sign-posh.' ever 
palpted /’■/.•• , . ^ , , . . , 

“No— no— ** said s,he, with a sigh,, turning awhy her. facer 
daoutid hare loved ym first. A wreck i«nu fitting extjhango for m 

‘ depend#,. It maj^ he that'eamething mty .be #av^; from 



Bli ' ’ 

th# tore predo'cti, toira costljr tiian 
the 1 do' not think 'that, 'had' ! known you'.iii','tff^Jrj^ 

rtdianee and tiiiteihpered bloom of ybdth, I should, <^r 
have loved you then, as I do now; for thenj^'v^iial I mojt'OTe^itl 
you could not have existed. It is that gentle and gehkb^^^ii<^rt 
. of yours— that brave noble nature— ever rising insfee^ of athkifli 
unoer the tyranny of fate — that strength to bear the huirdeiis j^ti 
ordains ; that courage to resist those hoen would impose, 
made of you a sort of spiritual Gideon, and moral Joan of Arc ; 
and, my heart haring dared to yearn after so high a standard, ’ppT 
thing less, or nothing lower will satisfy it.” , , 

mournfully, ” I am hot vain enough to a(?cept 
your flattering estimation of my poor huckaback work-a-dayi auaii- 
ties, nor worthless enough to take advantage of it. 
never even seen mk tried ; for here, what have I to bear bhijt% 
most constant^ the most affectionate, the most generous kiadnep/J 
” And,’* Said he, interrupting her, better, or more infaUm}e 
test of yOur nature than the congenial manner you resppnd to raat 
kindness, the affluence of gratitude with which you repay ]v am| 
the minutely conscientious manner in which you credit ||« every 
item, I could not have. Besides, before I knew even ybuf real 
name, Sir Gregory had given me your whole history, with an 
enthusiasm of admiration for the strength and rectltua^ of your 
character, which his own is fully capable of appreciating. So you 
see I may be, and am presumptuous ; but 1 am neither deluded 
nor infatuated. Oh! do Aot then refuse to give me your heart, 
priceless as the treasure is; since you find that I am so far 
deserving bf it as to be fully aware of its value.” 

“ I can but repeat,” said she, as the tears overflowed her eyca# 
that I should have loVed you first, for assuredly Horace teth-^ 
bridge deserves something better than the withered branches of 2^ 
heart whose first fruits Andover Penrhyn did not think wSertb g 
care.” * "r'i?/ 

** Of tkat you must allow Horace Lethbridge to be f^ie ,befjt 
judge. In the first place, I am no great admirer of first Uft 

rather first buds, for leaves and blossoms are fragile flimsy i 
easily scattered by every wind; and even the fruits of young 
are ernde and flavourless, as in all things maturity k heceSsary 
perfec^lort, but mbre especially in human passions and fe^flpA% 
whichj, in early youth, are, for the idost part, mm rash Indiscfipir-' 
natinjg instincts, but especially that which we mistake for liyi, 
whioh ifi[, nine times out of ten, but the ska^m his coiplhg casi|( 
before, but, as a god it has sufficient of the to def to 

pa eagerly expand the winpfs of our souls to catch ik .W*? 
takini"lt for the full lueridianuf that UncreaM'and all-p^hetraung 
^hwhich we'ehall bask ' heree^er. 'No^’Mary,^ dpn^^uf ^ 
drawW'hbr towards him kUd kisiing th^ |ears'^,iEtf.,,,|i|y' 
while mS''OWii’ mhigled with them the toIc, *^'yoU''ea(iinot' toke 



^ r^^ret a ti^t of whick I oo rea« 0 B la be j^alous^ for you 
Wm ve>ry mmmpel»mt waster, wko not 
i&'l^^wbat '’ke dbi/iwt Mmklf'kiiow) learnwK the rttdiwfeiit»,of 
tjSff %rl^i ' Asl»ry to teaek yo« hereafter. You did not, 
yorf couli love him » you shall, you witt love we I " 

^ raising her head and looking at him >vith a 

yet 0mpkx and melancholy expresdion throi^h her tears, 
wrecked again^like those vessels . which go down 
even the warra^^ of a storm, in broad daylight bei^ath an 
uOahdded shyi end ahiid the circling treacheries of a calm, wave- 
searfidrace. Hme will be that circling treachery to me/^ 

** >feyer4” cried he, passionately pressing her to his 
•^heyfer'i" till he has first engolphed me.” 

^ ;A.h 1 7 shi resumed, *' you think you know me, but you don*!, 
the bue^ of imagination you paint me an angel ; whereas, in 
r^j^, 1 fear I have much more of the devil in me, I have never 
beiptt; tried bkt by those negative marriage pains and penalties, 
neflei^ and desertion $ but I think, had 1 been tried, as some are, 
by et^ery outrage, every injury cemented with iifsuU* every per- 
secution planned and executed with the most fabulous black* 
gttktdisw, slimed over with a pompous public hypocrisy, and 
c^atti de frued with lie#Sand perjuries, verily, I think I should 
Ii^ve^iaken the law into wy own hands ; and, despising so cordially 
aS I d6 the epnventionsd cant of our mwal society, which I know 
to beieprouf with vice and petrified with hypocrisy, I should have 
pdblihly etposed, in damning facts, unveiled by a single fiction, 
and undiluted by a single digression, a cowardly viliany against 
which exposure is the only safeguard, and consequently for 
which it is the only remedy. From you 1 am well aware 1 have 
nothing of this sort to fear ; yet that, perhaps, ought to be an 
M^itional r^kson for my not being so selfish as to accept a happi* 
beak which, tinder our present disgraceful legal and social code, so 
few have, and fewer can hope for. For who are our law-makers ? 
Men who either have passed, or are passing, their lives in I w- 
brekkihgs, with Lord Chancellors, who have qualified themselves 
mi* the 6£Bce and graduated in ecclesiastical knowledge by them* 
sel^^s baying figured as defendants in crim, cou^ cases, ana passed 
thi best hf their years in violating the laws of God and destroying 
that pwe of families which, in the dregs of their existencci under 
fa’^r of horsehair and humbug, they are deputed to arbitrate 
up|ii, 'tinder such a state of tnings it is impossible that society 
c|^e anything but what it is— -rotten and hollow to its very core; 
dr'mat m^iiage can be other than what it is — namely, a blaaphe* 
ihods> one-sided mbekery, a saturnalia for men, and a Draco-like 
tyi^hny agidhkt w We hear, it is true, of our Coprtj* 
bn^ ks Idjo^g ip not oply «nch men but sneh women ard received at 
it, ;tl^ ibss said abpnt its morality the better. It would he a 
. colons, ekj^rlm ph^<>why, and form a stfilninr© 





M' feitety, 'Brtufe^ 8ti<l4eiily 

llwiti^iilrhg'taiM M fa« fcy i»kliig ''n 'biit'of me\lic^Kk# 
ge»’lty'#hdni Her Mafciisty deiigte'tb notoV^^KWi; 
'liwiiig'’tli«‘ii»c bf «bt^8j t ^lenA ^fwilty 'ib 

incapable of naaii-iyotthip m it« catbolic 
lacb acicnbWIedginfent of tlie superiority of ittbtt as % sbir, sin|a; 
M'i»d tod 'deferential sort of mental genuiecftloa tb 'tMr ‘ 
delegated Fope-liice infallibility ; tboiigb where, indiyiddally, ’ T 
Oieet adtb a man before whom i^bgenes might have brolien tts 
lantern, and wtose obly approacb tb ike wisdom does tibf btoato 
in his haying the eensnality Of Solomon, I am very lyillibg to eOi- 
cenwate all that respect aOd admimtitm, which cannot d)fcse in 
a general worship, into a sincere and particnlar hbmagc/' ** 

And f Aof is one of the chief sodrces of my respect arid loye 
for you ; few I think, if there is toy one thing more retoitipg thari 
another, it is that inane, indiscriminate, and indelicately demon^i^a* 
tiye adulation and admiration which EngHeh women-^nO, hni 
^ British females,' as that Olass of women most appropriately rial|, 
themsedyes— have for men as a sex. With regard tb eyeryth’ml^ 
else you say, it is equally and indisputably true: but all these 
abuses arise out of that tissue of sokpin shams, that veheratiOU 
for names and externals, which is tne plague-spot of Erigltod, 
religiously, morally, socially and politically. A sedt bt a 'systeib 
is ee good ; therefore no matter how flagrant the abuses that 
may cfe^ into them, or how grossly their professors rbay deviate 
from the tenets of the one, or the piindpies of the other ; let toy 
obe have the conscience or the temMty to expose the tnai-riractl^c^s 
of individuals, and point out their heresies, lb! Cant immediately 
Idles to the rescue, and Twaddle, with its heavy truncheon, loaded 
with the prejudices of ages, lays about it in afl directmne, vpci^fb- 
raling that the sect or the system is in danger. . tt is ifof this 
reasmi that murder and every other*' species of immbrality Tau|l 
debauchery may desecrate the Sabbath in England, as lbu|t 
as their orgies are held wHUn the dark and charterto purtieU^ bf 
vice, tod proceed to the oriftearrif obligdtoaccompamment bf chfii^ti 
bells. To interfere with this progress of cilme^ when apbbndpcted 
upon Orthodox principles, would be to infringe the liberty ojf ijie 
subject. It is only to lure thgm from these smbe of iniqnl^ |ri|b 
the fresh kir and' under 1^6,1^00 sl^yT— that gVbat doriae of 
universal temple'— by ’the''humtoiidng indueuces of bfifm'bklbni' 
soundb cm thb sole' day want allows them a r^Mte frb'm lanb^i'' 
that revolts Ibe lip^worship of our Sabbakmns. ^ 

church.' When "there, you may ideep, make gss!gnbfmrib,’or’''jM% 
pbtdttol i tkat Is of little conseuutorie tb* outwbid act bf ^(^im 
Is^ ' thing they^ stickle M ; and iti' boritfnriallbn of 
HiiuliiicalMairidiemy, murderers. On the" rare occ^bb-^ Whibb the 
phiairiliirW'C ' ‘feant oi the'' day a1ib#s 4iam ”lo ' fbi^; If 

th’bhp tbihios, atu''itode' te bfedge''ilhb'galO'#s '§f 





8Jb#w,,,^h<jw.,:*r#ll4hit''f^ wwfe 

ft3r|»|(ts|^,,iro^^fe»> ,aj3^ parovi t^o nrjbil a ol umvwwi 

g#p^ will lb j»eia^ we are oMimrih/ and vmhdlf Iwrought, tbe 
ba^jBv:ri.eijfe„|^,tke Biitiab p^blie i«, occasionally arj^aled \vitb^siicb 
ijkjresiiM . omnp Itmds m ^ of .Convict 
Co«f/, Jpuri^af from Australia, announcing tnat * Miss Emily 
S^ani^fovdi’ M^'Raab, the murdererV mistress, is mil, '^mm 
M$ liUlt hay hy Bush /’ or a bit of Old Bailey Mommg 

in tbe sbape of a hulktm extraordinary, informing tbe 
anxious Britiab public that on bis removal from Stafford Gaol tbe 
ap:ilable Mr, William Palmer was looking remarkably welbUnd 
that bis health bad not in the leatt suffered from his imprisomiient. 
Everything ip England, morally and politically, from our total 
di^regerd of the spirit, and cavilling deferential reverence for the 
letter^ is calculated not only to encourage, but to protect, vice 4 
and it does so with a vengeance. I remember when my Eady 
G— 7— e was ambassadress at Paris, some one expressing both 
regret and disgust at the too bad conduct of that English 

Messithna# Lady who, though her husband wm a profligate, 

yet still be was not more so than the average run of English 
fashionable husbands, and was so far better that he had never 
; personally ill-used her, or calumniated her, which latter he would 

’ indeed have found it dillSeult to do i but upon Lady ’s conduct 

'^leing thus animadverted upon, my Lady G — -*e'8 charming re* 

t oinder was, * Oh, poor thing ; in her position one is so much 
>bliged to her for whatever she does mt do. Now Lady 
for instance^ had better have twenty lovers a day than say the 
;hings of her kushand that she does/ The lady alluded to had a 
; [Host loathsomely infamous husband in every way that could be 
ji joMceived { but as she did not make herself either useful or agree- 
S ibl® at the English Embassy, in the former lady’s style of ♦ poor- 
I king ’ Celebrity, of course there was neitlier pity nor toleration 
I or mr, And tnls is a fair average of the Mte of English society, 
»her|i, the more vicious both women as well as men are, the better 
Bley get on. The only unpardonable ofence either can be guilty 
»f IS per^a% inliinging its conventionalities ; for what the mu 
Ipainst ihe Holy Ghost is in the Church, that is against the 
Kplt ip society, But the root of all this, both in Church anS 
||iafe, is Mammon-worship. Here is a nice little instance di 
Hbdi^pfd chatty, toleration and benevolence. Many years ugo a 
away. -from her six children and a very kind hutbsttii; 
w, it Is generally those women who have no provocation to mis- 
'Wlm \do ^^ese things... The cast was a flagrant one., of 
scandal, and the tmor husband, being iireprdachabie* had no 
■pitiilty ‘-id. 'getting' a divorde-^when .the lady^s. paramour married- 
ln.ooura^_of time, he became a. rich peer,. and returned :l®’ 
Bp! tel^„lWi|b^n)|rhnod ‘(bis prop^ty bWing.nnw situated there) of 
;£init|iiiid. ,. . 0t : noiune ^ those gdmm who, remembered'' 





■al'^pfemeiil;; jdicl wpt eau^eif^-ltea 

hni'hf mf 

w©*ild oot mit to ; but the bishop of the diocese, trail 

miieioa of peace-mak^* liimself ,w©ut'Wbd meigh- 
bpurliood to Jretuonatrat© witiii the people, aad try aad 
^era to call on her--*iiot oa the ©core of her bcxpg a rfp^tfmt 
Magdakar-itiiot on the score that sin may ,he el^ea by p^yer 
and sorrow^not on the score that as w© bop© for ihercyTOal|^ld 
©how k. No ; all this would have been trite, puerile, and ptiihiiire, 
and, as such, beneath a Ri|fht Heverend Prelate of the pipf^l^th 
century ^ his lordship’s arjpamenta were far more cogant Itad, 
^erefore, calculated to have wore weight, for h© repyei^ilt^dv to 
them what a dreadful thing it would he for the nelghho|ir|^od if, 

by not visiting Lady , thev drme & mm of Lorn 

0 ^ of it to opmd his money mmhere. This was speak^g.hy the 
cwd ; and accordingly the next day the cards showered iu.;wppn 
X,ady^ — With all these ‘wise saws and modern, inataucfs’ 
fresh in ray memory, you cannot suppose — oh I aohl©, hoaost,^d 
trucrhearted woraan^^that I am shocked at your heterodpi? dpin- 
ipiis. Far from it; the person who does mt indignantly revplt at 
the horrible and colossal want of all principle, the abject Mamnion- 
worship which is now the established religion of English ^lety, 
and wlm has not the courage, openly and honestly, to exj^ess that 
indignation, only proves that they are one of the units of this 
tioii, the two main sewers of which are literature and politics ; and 
all cliques of each, thanks to the clever unscrupulous va^ rim, 
who are db© magnets of both, are now rapidly fusing into omfi great 
radical curve of infamy, whose orbit is SpLF, and whose /oci is 
POWER. No, best, and, because best, bravest of wompn, it is 
for this high-minded courage, this noble independence, that t love, 
that I venerate you ; but, at the same time, knowing to what fear- 
ful odds such single and exceptionai natures are exposed from the 
treacherous legions in the guerilla war of society, I would ,-hetice- 
lorth claim the proud privilege of throwing myself into thp hl*ei^h 
between you and them. As iong as you are under the, rpp| o|f\so 
excellent and aiuiable a man as Sir (Gregory Kempepfelt, you are 
safe, and the storm may rage as it will without, its ^ echoes 
harm you i but I shudder when I think of what your 
thrown on the world in so cruel and false a pOsitiourr*^:. ' vVi 
*' Ah 1’* interrupted she, ‘r^ery fresh 
your dismterested generosity only inoreases my 
. Bhe^ h^hatedv ^ ... , 

: \“Bayit* -Idary*'’ said he,, pressing h.er hand 
:..aii4 .looking imploringly IntOsher eyes-*^ *■ , 

.she, , in .a ,lbw 

|jM5e;«p!t^.,hp shomd^^r*. ;• : *. 

f* 3?en:;ihoui«n4''ii^ fqr 

kifi kinto wy h«iPP4*-*4h«9fa '-iO’^'.remiiini.i^/efer 







emmf tm^ #;'‘attd'4o’''ltillis tlie iiieamxw'’of 
■' llit)pl'tt«»»;that' BOW fata' Ms ‘ilot' atibther iK>|ia, or anotltct fear 
'■ lofl'M-W’* " ' ' ' ' 4 

'^1 'kM siM it/’ m\i slie, raisltlg her BcaO sitd l>laekg both bw 
liWiI shoulders; ** hut What a folly ! foragaio, I repeat 

it/^ enough to be by son, ana I ought to show by 

by sfhMdbg yoti, and preventing your committing such a 

^ *%onsen8e !’* interrupted he, drawing her to the sofa, and seat- 
ing himself bedde her as he still retained her hand ; hear you 
’ tidk, lifery bine, one would really think that we were both fopls, 
whhtbnid not afbrd tO'M of a folly? whereat we 

ab dblb wise enough, and I at least am sUfficienlly happy, to be 
yajf^le of comibtting a thousand r 

then,’* said she, your grandmother must interpose her 
prevent your doing so.** And she held up her finger 
; menaS^ngly, which hand he seized as well as the other, and, cover- 
’ bg It with kisses, said— • 

**Ko grandmother, if you please, for that is a maumis pMsentiHej 
as the Table of Affinity forbids a man to marry his grandmother, 
Which, by the bye, till lately, I have always thought a very supere- 
roibtory cbrnnandment ? but, thanks to the march of Intellect, 
and the edunter-marches of Mammon, I now see that it was a pro- 
pltetfc necessify ; for in the present day, I verily believe meh would 
not only marry their own, but the BeviFs maternal progenitress, 
for sioWey;” 

Well, ^^0# at all events you certainly «?o«*r dO,” smiled she ; 
‘'but r was going to tell you, when you interrupted me, of another 
barrier to your folly and to my madness, abich is, that nothing 
>otold induce me to be so ungrateful to dear, good, noble-hearted 
'Sir Gregory, as to leave my three darlings, while I can be, or he 
ihiOMT cm be, of the Sligntest use to them.” 

** Now listen to a few ‘ Hints from Horace V I have thought of 
all that, thongh you do seem to have formed such ah exaggerated 
idfea of by hut as you, by your otvn confession, are in a 

etil bore deplorable condition, being a poor tnanmc, I began by 
that after the luxuries and oim Stre of Barott*s Court the 
demotions and deprivations of an itinerant curacy tftiighi be 
distasteful tO ydb; and so last week, when Sir Gregory |who, as I 
ne^l not tel! yon, is always inventing wants for hiMsclf, ak aii un- 
suspfeted means of conferring henSStk upon otheyi) a^ed as 
cfmur$§t to commence Charley’s obtssiteal or il^ical 
■'enuihltionv add for that purpose, to take up my abodis perminfeiitly 
a| l^ron's Court, J kindly CoMehted to do' so, But you mu^ Ilot 
''t!|^''lhst'«^edunt''eup^ thati Mve'iiot'hmplemeitM''of f«iriii«h* 
ing even armory, if I could 'get one, let-tdono a curs«^i"for'do 
''*yw’'reipember‘'k Iitt!b''bi4dk I %ilmghi'ymi' some tim« aj|dj> 

''’o’" Filfasye'’€#fkfr,’ liltieh'' ybb" 'wW'^^kehmtly 
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t0 swi/im fa ialtejjlg'.i# 
ari^^ip:!a£l-'^.J(?v |3oiitiia%e<i'-.b«i 'talkiaf o»3tt of .Ma 
po^kel a Huaippost-bill for £732 is^ 2df.i and puUiog it Injto 

thif ^& ihQ iresnit 'Of iho Ooirateja C3a^fes8iotef*.«n4.' I^ng 
iualfpwtably tk© best part of them, may be eonaidered m the 
liitlab. At all eronts it ia an act of grace on part of fhefpnb- 
leb^, wblck 1 only wish could he inade more catholic, for -a niwV 
versal postal arrangement decreeing that no letter should aoBtaiii 
1^ than £732 U* 9d.# would cure a great many heart-^achesi htid 
right a ^great many wrongs* Bpt this, cdnaing to live at Bar#n% 
(jonrt is, I assure you» as, the linen-drapers express it, -plating 
with myself * at a trenaepdous sacrifice !’ For as I kmw my two 
htti© wife to be the very best housekeeper in the whole woihi^ it 
w’ould have been very darling to see her engineering away all the 
diificuities in a nut-shell home of one’s own, to say nothing of that 
greatest of all tnarital luipucies, the having a person legally reupiit 
sible for everything that went wrong in this terrestrial treadmill of 
ours, from a limp shirt-collar to an unartistkally dressed leg of 
mutton, and being able to feel, or at least to $ffy, * Mn, LethbHdyf^ 
it is entirely your favM* ” 

** As I fear, sober sadness,” said she, between a smile and a 
tear, every evil of your life wcmld he — ^if— if— you marry— for 
tberein all the evil lies-^a woman old enough to be your mother. 
And besides, there’s Harcourt — ^what will he think of his mother’s 
follyi or rather her madness ?” 

“ It would he wrong in me, certainly,” said he, with a gravity so 
solemnly profound, that .it amounted to a finer stroke of ridicule 
than the most cutting sarcasm could have achieved — ” decidedly 
wrong, to urge you to disQhey or do anything mduttful towards 
your eon. Still, from some of his letters that you have been good 
enough to let me read, and from his own achievements, I should 
not think he was the sort of person to draw the cord of hit jmt 
emtkmty too tight; but that, on the ebtitrarv, while he is playing 
cneket with red-hot shells, be would rather feel more comfortabk 
that another life was equally devoted, and ready to be rieked as 
freely for his mother as be is ever willing to hazard his for his 
country. Tell m«i Mam Mary, don’t you now^ in your heart 
of h^rts, think heVId/” 

I do think,” said she, bursting into tears, and again hiding hei^ 
face on his shoulders, ''that whi^ may he loH^ in me, will he 
wisdoih in himi and that he, like me, will find it iinposMble not 
to love one so supremely worthy of idl love as yo»t*’ 

"Clh* Mary!” tried he, au^iaing her closeiy^ his howni;—- 
" l^t your myn h^rt hear and feel Aow happy, bow proudj It has 
made mine i and it win not dopbt, fiw it mnmt hul believe that 
its very ^uloation i« a reiterated vow, »|ser to elwiii you le«s^ nor 
to he less worthy of v ou, than I m at tBh laomemt, irh«% In re- 
ceiTing me into |he mlf sanetuaty ul yonv have, f dh have hound 





wlikli”B^O't dialfe ; fw’l-fee!^ tlialb 

to^'ll^lifiis btg^i^ -etemiti^ will coiatlw®; and. tkat 

pfet are bua raate qui^antJg bearls her^y will be eatiltinpr stmls, 
ill 0KR ray of quentWcaa ligbt there, where planets pace un- 
wesaied aentinels^^' • -' 

> Itere, Mary, the Mossom our beailie hia^e now put 

shall feel 06 winter’s breatlinf coldness or of ehanfe ; for are 
|ty Oot Weltered beneath Faith*s cherub wing. So that even at 
le last. When we succumb to Desth^s stroke, we shall not feel his 
kinir/^' - 

Fok will not, I verily believe,** said she, ** whose life is passed 
H ilifng up yoiir title-deeds for Heaven, and over all whose ways 
|e Sacred Hove docs indeed seem to broods 

j ^ Eipening thy soul apao^/ 

I with me it is different ? for I sometimes feel as if the future 
d be too short to regret the past.” 

i very wrong feeling, very unlike my own brave-hearted Mary; 
ibdve all, a totally useless one; for with me you shall have no 
and the only danger will be, or would be, were we mere 
llings, that the future will not be long enough for us to enjoy it ; 
iat, with all othpto, is a branch of ecanewy which I shall 
0 attend to, Mrs. LethbHd^e , — or if you don’t, youshafi fee 
kissed,** ■ . 'v 

Take care,” smiled she, '' for, once married, there is apt to fie 
ror in the orthography of that word, and What wera kissed may 
ed de la lettr^ become kicked ; and I am going the right Way 
mt this malrimoniai spell, for I was very nearly forgetting 
ilmost losing your seven hundred pounds, which 1 think is 
enough for that most charming book. But here it is,” added 
iaking it up off of the carpet, and holding it out to him. 

^0, no,** said he, ** I want you to keep it as a beginning of 
h all my worldly goods I thee endow and to convince you 
Mne is not Mrs. Partington’s version of that ritual, as she 
from her ei^perlence, which is far from being an exception al 
that, according to practical and ecclesiastical Interpretationv k 
means giving a ivife a three-and-sixpenny cotton gown once a 
: all the rest going upon the indispensame requitemeuts of ibe 
ind;” 

kh! je comprens,” laughed she, shaking her head at him? 
s voulee absoluraeht man beau. Monsieur, que |e prende 
s de raa servitude,** 

uste I ma Oh^rie> an eflet c’est ma marotte/* 
kllons l eoutnettbus nous ; k mar^ soutient,” said she, iium« 
lating down her eyes and making him ji low ctiitsey, 
lien, "fort bten r’^knghed he, •*rappetie toi toujmirk.’* ' * 

‘ ' , ■ ' ' ' . -.'i' 

' ' ‘'^^hakmimelleWS&iliqnepoitrk'd^)^^ ' 

Du cdt6 de la barbe, eat la touts nulaBauc^.” * 







tks }itlf*hoi«r dini^ . ^ 

t^e dinner gong I I« it pnssiTble ? why, it is nuly t^rfc 
d^cWk,** ss^id be, locking at hk * , i ^ 

Yes; we dine at three to-dsy# i« «>rder that I may go «arly 40 
Mrs. LewyO’s to bring home the children/* , 

“ But remember, Mrs. Lethbridge, mt to walk the 
at ten o’clock at night, for your Jimhand don’t approtre of j 
“ And what is a far more effectual preventatlye,*’, s^id jshe* 
reaking up a little mouth and looking pertly at him, as pat 
both hands in her apron pockets, “ his wife don’t approve of it 
/either,” ' ' ^ ^ v.-., 

“ Madam," cried he, geiring ber» and kissing her forehesad, eyes, 
and mouth, “ such speeches cannot he too soon checked/', ^ 

And he had scarcely time to check this one he£oio dbiicdper 
opened, and Gifford came with “Miss KenapenfcU’s end. Bit 
Gregory’s compliments, and that they hoped Mr. Lethbridge 
would stay to dinner!” 

Mr. Lethbridge was of course very happy to do so ; whereupon 
Gifford informed him that his room was quite ready, and that Mr. 
Twitcher was below, and was also quite ready, as he was going to 
dine there too. 

Upon Gifford’s entrance, Mary Penrhyn having hastily replaced 
her letters and papers, and locked her desk, went to her owh room 
to bathe her face and arrange her hair; and as she went, hi hastily 
summing up all Mr. Lethbridge’s good Qualities, she placed on the 
vbry first or the list of minor ones, his delicacy and absence of all 
vulgar-mindedness, in never having in the most remote manner 
even alluded to his future prospects of wealth and rank. And as 
slie continued to fid in the picture with a thousand other equally 
attractive traits, and the ordonnance of it grew upon her, she 
ended by gradually feeling herself raised on a pedestal in h^r.qwu 
estimation, to have inspired such a man with so deep, and, at the 
same time, so exalted and disinterested a love; but when, pn 
reaching her room, she cast a furtive look at the glass, and it re- 
fiected back her face, flushed with excitement and her eyes red 
with weening, she could not helpexclaiming aloud, as she hi^squejy 
strained pack her hair, as if it had been to blame, (as indeed, in a 
great measure it had, being exceedingly luxuriant eoft chestnut 
satitiY hair) — . 

* “Poor young man, what an iafatuatioh r* And then* as snd- 
denly letting it all down, and brushing one side of it in p hch a 
p^usipg, absent, listless manner, that she looked more like a per-* 
4pn mechanically endeavouring to complete her toilet ip a '^tate of 
sonnambujism, than a lady hurrying down to an early limaeip* jis 
added, aloud— '/'/"rJi 

“ But jSarcourt 1 Harcomrt ! What miU he thipk of |j 
And al ri^t very momimt, Harcpurt whm^ 4 ,refup»dM 
, to Bogla^khd had^pnce more r«|oinea,hm;|%it|^nt^ 
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avuUftd lii^delf of three, of hia aix montlis* leave— ‘attd who bad 
ttbt yat received hk mother's answer to his last letter written on 
hoard The Esmeralda/’ was walking up and down before his own 
^ hut, ihe ecdd north^st wind blowing diluted icicles into bis eyes, 
in return for straining them far across into the roads, where that 
little craft used to ride at anchor — his arras tightly 
folded, and his lips bitten, as if they were superfluous appen£i|fes 
that h« was determined to rid himself oflT— was in his own raind 
eaying— 

■** I wonder what my mother mil say ?" 

And so— and so — the wheel goes round; the same gyrations 
for each and ^1, the only difference being, whether we are on an 
upper or lower spoke of it, or merely fired, as a dignifled and un* 
missed spectator, in the l^ch-pin. In a word, whether we are 
^der it in the mire, or at the top of it, and very successful. 


CHAPTER XXVL 

IN WHICH Mr. twitcher announces his heroic con- 

»UCT IN HAVING JOINED THE MILITIA, SINCE ^HE 
RUMOURS OF PEACE WERE DAILY APPROACHING NEARER 
TO A CERTAINTY ; AND ALSO DISTINGUISHES HIMSELP 
AS A GRAND HOMME DE BOUGHS. AN ARGUMENT. AN 
ELECTRIC TELEGRAPH DESPATCH. 

Mira BEAU said of Necker ''that he was the victim of bis own 
ambition, and the martyr of his own success — that he was the' 
jjest of conitiers, and the idol of the mob— that he had nei« 
ther country nor friends — ^neither a series of political principles, 
nor a knowledge of mankind — that he only sought appfcuse 
hut never thought of securing esteem — that he understood neither 
the present nor the future, and had just sufficient intellectual 
imti to goad him into aspiring after the first offices of State, 
while he was totally destitute of the talents that could ^ve them 
htiiity and fame.*’ Alas ! how many heirs has the financier left to 
these attributed antithetical cravings of his impotent ambition, trith 
this difference, that in these days of microscopic meanness and 
reh?bnchment in all things save cant, vice and humbug, not the 
sCpBw, bat the screw-propeller is applied ! And among these heirs 
Id Curtailed proportions figured Mr. Twitcher, who was pre-emi- 
nently the victim of his own ambition, without, on that account, 
being a martyr to any sort of success whatever ; but he was the 
victim of nis own amoition in this^ that the trouble he gave himself 
^ to littsln to a ridiculous and unenviable notoriety, far exceeded in 
" nrdillbtknese the labours of the most Useful and self-siieriificing 

h 
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member of sodety that ever existed. Sioee we lael bad the pleasure 
of seeing him. he had super-added to the structure of his literary 
Castle in the Air a political story, the architecture hdng of that 
Species denominated “a folly;*’ so that he had now the felicity of 
being member for Muddle-cum- Fudge, and constituting an addi- 
tional ornament (?) to my Lord Oaks’s party. But as all M.P^s. 
Seem to consider themselves great guns, and consequently to boar 
in mind that the greater the bore the greater the report, even when 
only in the rudiments of parliamentary humbug, they leap at once 
into the 6fty*ass-power boredom, of crammea speeches and ad- 
|ourned debates ; and Mr. Twitcber, with bis own pre-disposition 
and ready-laid foundnUon for literary puffery, and political jobbery, 
was no exception to the rule, and was quite up to the times in his 
cravings for applause, without, in the least, caring for esteem, which 
was so far fortunate, — as the former is easily obtained, being in 
the gift of fools, whereas merit alone can insure the analytic tribute 
of esteem. In plain English, then, Mr. Twitcher was more egotis- 
tical, more inflated, and in every respect a greater bore than ever ; 
or, as Miss Charity expressed it, “ the man was an ambulating in- 
verse martyrdom, for he stoned people to death with St. Stephen’s.” 
Upon the present occasion she and Sir Gregory had very nearly 
given up the ghost, as be had not spared them one of the Airs”(?), 
as be called them, which be meant to deal out as soon as the House 
met, upon the mismanagement of the w^at and the fall of Kars, — 
not, seemingly being of opinion that by-gones should be by-gones, 
and thinking like many more equal geniuses, that impromptus 
maide at leisure, like javelins burled from a distance, fell with a 
double force. As he was taking Miss Kempenfelt in to dinner, he 
further informed her, that despite his mother’s objections, be was 
going to vent his military ardour, and acquire additional pofuilarity 
among bis constituency, by enrolling himself in the Muadle^cusn* 
Fudge Militia. 

** Well,” said Miss Charity, in answer to this interestinjj an- 
nouncement, ** you wiU be a hero, Mr. Twitcber, as the m dit on 
every side is, that w© shall soon have peace.** 

It’s the principle-"it’g the principle — Miss Kempenfelt/* fe- 
joined he pompously, with, at the same time, a look of amiable 
condcseension, such as Cmser might have assumed in deigning to 
explain his strategy to Galphurnia ; every Briton should be trained 
to deeds of arms.** 

It must be the principle, I suppose/* matter of faeted she, 
for neither the pay nor the patronage is much In those militia 
regiments ; so it can’t be the interest. But as for deeds of arms, I 
think in the Muddle^chm-Fudge Militia they seem trained to deeds 
of le^s, as six of the men ran away again last week/* 

U^n seeling themselves— 

“I fear, Mr. Twitcher,” said Sir Gregory, **you won*t beable 
to dine at this primitive houri but my little people Ore passing the 
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i^t Mrm and we are dicing early, tn give Mrs, PemMe 

l^e |K»wer of going lo bring tbcm borne.” 

But Mr* Twitcber^ who a|)peared greatly to approve of the 
faultless purie d kt ouque that he was discussing with far more 
ability than any political (question he had yet grappled with, assured 
Mm that among the practical phases of his character, was that of an 
impartial and nnblaased appetite, which enabled him to eat equally 
well at all hours — an asaertion he fully corroborated by the vigor- 
ous siege he forthwith commenced against the drst course j till 
Wing, after several most successful skirmishes with all the mitres, 
retinrned for the second time of asking/* to the saddle of mutton. 
Mr* Iicthhridge, fearing it might soon deserve to lose its title as a 
jp«W da resisfeace, and therefore pausing with the carving knife 
suspended d la Sword of Damocles, over its greatly diminished 
glories, said — 

** There is a second course, Twitcher.** 

Sir Gregory, who was very nearly laughing outright, at this 
broad hint, legitimised hie smile by saying, Go on, Lethbridge, 
for perhaps Mr. Twitcher is like another (?) very learned gentle- 
man, the venerable Dr. Courayer, who lived, by the bye, till ninety* 
W ( hut when he was in England, dining one day at a lady’s, he 
also seemed to patronise what Lord Chesterfield used to call * cellar 
stuff, and kitchen ktuff/ — to wit, the first course. When to 
second made its appearance, the lady of the house asked him what 
be would take. * Ub ! pardon me, Madam, ^ said be, * and don^t 
lat an old man with profaneness, when t assure you that sddom, 
through a long life, have 1 trusted to Promdmee far a second 
courseJ ** 

Mr. Jhetbbridge and Mrs. Penrbyn both laughed at the d propos 
of this anecdote 5 but Mr, Twitcher seemed to view it solely in a 
ntiUtarian and Statistical light ; and as be announced to Gifibrd bis 
intention of taking another glass of champagne, he merely ob* 
served, that “ Dr. Courayer seemed to have been like himself, a 
practical man, and have always seized the present, and never have 
trusted to the future ; more especially where the granting the sup* 
plies was concerned.” 

“ How gets on the Hebrew, Lethbridge ?” asked Sir Gregory. 
Very well indeed, as far as Miss E^erton is concerned $ bht I 
am sorry to say I have been rather remiss of late;” and the stolea 
giatice he gave to Mary Penrhyn caused her to colour to her very 


Perhaps it is as well that you have,” aiglHd Sir Gregory, ** for, 
pom* dear child, she looks wretchedly ill— so ill tlmt 1 wanted to 
her to Ifendidno or Tenby; but she seemed so a^^rse, from 
me idea of leaving home, that I ceased to press it.” 

” I ^ink it is that she grows so very fast,” said Mr. Lethbridge. 
. Mr., 'fwiteber, at length, vesting on Ms oars, 

ip hi# pitalf* apd Mwng abd feelMg like a mkn who 

‘ ' ' U2 



324 


vmx UlliPOSliffil'Uli. 

1ia4 kis and tbat mora epnid nnt i^n reaanniiMjr isxp^tad 
from Him, at least for tHe pnsmU So twiteHing tip H^® «piectfM:l^l 
lie said with a smile, wHi^ he intended, to be ^ery sarcastic aa4 
superior — . , , 

Ahem! Bo you think it advisable to teach women SeHraw# 
and Greek, and Latin, and all that sort of thing ? Don’t yob thiwR 
it is putting them too much on a par with us, and, above al}, taking 
tbeitt too completely out of their own sphere, which is « strk^f 
domestic and subordinate one ^ 

** There is a very clever writer of the present day,” re|oin^ Mr* 
Lethbridge, ** who has expressed his joci^r alarm i^on the stiidf® 
women have made in America in masculine professions, by eayipT# 

* Fancy a lady a wrangler, either in the common^ or the €amhr|%ll 
sense of the term; I would as soon the one as the other, , 
you heard her talk of pie, you would never think she meant 3*141 
And truly I must say that on the slightest projected amelioratima 
of the laws against women being mooted, men seem to be instantly 
smitten with a prophetic plague of pies and puddings being, snfept 
from the earth, out of the catalogue of womanly achievements, OM 
at the very least, 3*14169 — strong-minded, sea>serpent> 
pedaUan — words furnished as a contingent to evai^ female tongup 
in lieu of them. Now tbe Miss Egertone, for instance, tbpii^ 
guilty of having their minds and intellecta expanded to 4ie uttjern 
most, as their Hearts are expanded with tH4m, pave found the jpji^ 
equilibrium of the many-sided capacity which Gon bestows in 
greater and lesser degrees on all human souls, without any reference 
or restriction to sex ; and therefore, despite their superior mteU 
lectual acquirements, or rather on account of them, those young 
ladies are not only incomparable housekeepers, — but, to mn your 
favourite word, Mr. Twitcher — excellent practiced cooks, and m, 
every way thoroughly as well as agreeable members nC 

society.” 

** Oh, of course,” said Mr. Twitcher, ** there are always exceprr 
tions to every rule ; but as a principle, I must say, I think it is a 
great mistake to enlighten and emancipate women. There was a 
very good article to that effect the other de^ in Blmkx>md, qn thp . 
Rights of Woman ftuestioh, — saying, that mthough &e lawf nnar ' 
existing against them, and giving them no earthly! control oyeri 
their property, or anything else, were certainjiy hard ; yet,.;to, Hay«, 
them repealed, and wwer and protection awarded to woipaV w^^ 
do ivtny with that charming and feminine reliance b» mept 
was one of wbadaiflf greatest atWactioHs ?, ind, iHercftw, ^ 
better that things should remain as they were.” . : 

” Much better, for very infamous and utterly unprin4p|^#^^ 
like some of the contributors to Blackwpo^k Vho* was there a sinaJa 
law for the pdrotection Of women, could not cert^ply with imgjEm^ty ; 
indulge in eu<ih outTMeous' iis^mty, or' such p:Mcl^pielptMp(p*Py 
cOmmandmpn'^ Humab de^ei(ciee,,as ;they;%/ 
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ilwre hi^ stibli a mU gemtis in thmr blatilcgtxardismi all oC 
tM r^ht nf miW autbomeSf and the conirentional seal of sEenae 
^ the lipa of the VicEm wife secures. But, as I said before, 
knowing who the chief contributor to Blackwood is, such an article 
Mb m good a grace in its pages as if some humane person, having 
discovered a method by which poor animals might be converted 
into beef and mutton, without being first goaded, and driven, and 
ultimately having their throats cut, a round<robin from all the 
botchers would have, owning that certainly the poor things loere 
gireatly tortured, but that still, it was better that things should re- 
main as they were, for the proposed alteration would entirely do 
airay with that confiding innocence that lambs now bad, in being 
IM to the slaughter, and which was one of their chief charms* 
But you need not he alarmed, Mr.Twitcher, * Thb Comino Man * 
may come it as strong as he pleases ; but in this generation, upon 
this one point of keeping the fetters upon women, th^ are all (with 
the exception of that very small minority of moral, Christian, and 
good men, who, having no evil courses to pursue, or no inclination 
to tyranny, have no interest in perpetuating the facilities, and im- 
mhnities now insured to them for both — with these rare exceptions 
then) I repeat, they are all unanimous in riveting ihe fetters of 
woman, be their politics or. creeds wide as the poles asunder. In 
this, at least, eure as the antistr^he always answers the strophe, 
ahd the epodes each other in a IBndaric ode, so will they always 
respond in unison, when this cme chord is touched, however aim- 
felly, or ignoranEy, But woe! woel eternal woel betide the 
woman who presumi^ to meddle with this Eleusinian mystery, the 
chief fivernpia of which so vitally concerns them, for tnougn the 
magnates of the press will be sore to pass over ber delinquencies 
in contemptuous silence, deeds not words, being tbeir motto where 
a woman is to be crushed ; yet the Tritons of the minnow pro- 
vincial press will not fail to scavenger's daughter and thumb-screw 
her as ‘TOe Furious Fair,' or some equally namby«pamby vitupe- 
rative, appropriate to femde inanity." 

** The Worst of it is,” said Sir Uregory, that until women are 
both ledslated for, and protected as human beings, the race of men 
cannot be improved, and we shall continue to have the same ‘ oma^ 
nimts ' to public life and disgraces to humanity that we have now— 
cjjuftt, and clap-brap, supplying the place of conscience and con» 
si^lleney. lews may he emancipated, or com-Iaws even repealed | 
but; like the Bleusinian mysteries to which you just now alluded, 
they wifi take care the Ceres share of them, the shall sdil 
he the portion of women. But in spite of all this, their day of 
redress must come.” 

You seem to really believe, with Bufibn, then, ^ue Us rams $e 
fminesmt, and that women do, hereditarily and morally, afieu* 
the characters of men,” said Mr. Twltcher, adding— with hiB Ifcfte 
ckbkSng ilugh, with^ a tweexcrish jerk he tried to dutch ohe of 
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|b« title* by coiirtesy, of ** mauetacbee well, I didn’t kttW ifbift 
p& jam to thatf for it i« impoasiblo fot any One to be i gMter 

toan. my mother; and indeed bo is my fatber^so Vm sdri I 
dbiO^t know what / can be ? He! bel he!*' 

, ** Why, an alErmative, of course/' suggested Sir Or^cSry, 

Ibat k the ptpverbial result Of two negatives/' 

But Mr. Twitcher, either not taking, oi* not liking the jM, 
piysfed it entirely over* and taid-r 

Ob ! but don't you think we '**^riieaning the le^slaturc-^*' are 
doing a great deal for women just now?*' 

** f cannot say that t do. All 1 daily see k, that the laiVs Of 
the land, and the laws of English society, are both so getitraily 
kind that they allow any martyrs they may make, to shffer knd 
writhe under those sufferings as much as they yleas^, provided 
they do not murmur ; for it is the complaint that is deemed unla#- 
ful, and cmtrn bones moreSf at least in women 5 for if a man, be he 
only a chimney-sweep, is oppressed, it is quite lawful for kirn to 
resist to the death, and to be armed to the teeth in hk own defence. 
But despite all this, and strange as it may sound to the ears of the 
orthodoiit, stuffed as they are with those tvool^atheritigs of agea-^ 
hereditary prejudices — I feel convinced that Time* the lire, and 
l^ature, the mother, of all great changes* are about to ha\*e another 
of their luminous progeny registered on the wdrldk archives/ bWn 
that ci Jvnricn ton WoaiRN. Nay, my good Sir, you nhed not 
look so surprised. Rather take Up your history hoOk, torn OVer 
Its tenebrous pages, and, amid the darkest, yob will suddenly find 
vivid and striking illuminationt-*“|Qm€timea, alas! red with blood, 
but idways followed by purer rays of golden light ; and then ydu 
will know that even this day must also daWn. ** Oh, king, Uve for 
ever !*' was the impious eastern salutation* Nevertheless, whvm 
Bekhasaar revelled, knd Solomon ruled, silence now reignS, and 
the Vfdd ass grass’s. In like manner^ the sway, and the fauie, Of 
the Cm^ars, once filled the world, as one universal atmosphere ; 
yet Imperial Rome is now no more. And, to come nearer tO our 
own times, Charles the first lost his head by all the kws b© had 
left (he people; and Ciomwell usurped his sovereign poty^i* 
same charter. France, like an infuriatlid war-borse* fluinad* 
pluniied, and struggled nBck-dfe|i in blood out of the Wanarh^lk, 
trappings, and fettering ' housings of this^^^bkn tlh 

.InquWtorial dungeons of Venice' and tiehoa, where febsd' opbiraiyp 
hhmanity giptned out its last mortal agonks, Commet't^' nbw|ltd^ 
Away her ffleptebul' stores and,/ though Vb »bt‘ 'Catiolip 
Bmabcipation, tbe great political chimera of VenihriCs, is hW kh 
fkhkVed/mjfi ehrblied among 'the laws bfs'tbh'%bd.''''Bdt.'’db^! 

" Wbat^ di^ful pereska preceded it. What 

gh^fkticAhd hereditary powers, ’Tme''h}pe-pin#/ dm 
iM, Mot 'bf-m digarchy of bold hityoh«/%h.l b^ if 







^boipri and uftenial de|>eBdents ; for there came a culmipatinjsr epachi 
aa Ihf^re ever must do before all monstrous chronic injustices can 
p Abuflied off, and at that daring and terrible crisis, even the om- 
^ipc^tent Berestords were defeated by plebeian resolution at Wateri 
f* rd, as Were the aristocratic Jocelyns at Louth. Nay, more ter. 
rible than all, Lord Waterfoi^’s huntsman (the hound I) actually 
dared to vote a^jainst him ; but still, true at least to his avocation, 
hn nas in at the death; for he was called to the bedside of his 
departing master to receive his dyinj 2 j reproaches for such unpa- 
jPaheled^ not to say sacrilejiious rebellion, as that of a df^pend&nt and 
a menial presuming to vote against a marquis and a master. Yet 
nevertheless, the serf, the slave, had somehow or other got a glim- 
mering that Ood and his own soul were to he obeyed, even befoire 
a lord and master. And so it will at length be with wotnen, wlw 
have too long perilled their souls by being of the temporizing policy 
©f Phoebus, in Dryden’s AmpkUryon, and thinking that — 

' Since arbitrary power will bear no reason, 

*Tis wisdom to be silent,' 

However, the time is fast approaching when this rule will be in- 
fringed ; indeed, it is virtually so at present, * It is a great pity/ 
•ays Mr. ftussell. The Times correspondent, in one of his admir- 
©Me letters from the Crimea*^* It is a great pity that it is not per- 
mitted us to hate the Turks in Turkey; certainly it is done to a 
vast extent without permission in the British army.' It is also a 
great pity that it is not permitted to wives to hate their Turks out 
of Turkey j nevertheless, it is done to a vast extent withoni per- 
mission among British females. And no wonder ; for tyranny is 
at once the usurper and the assassin of power ; but unfortunately, 
notwithstanding the pother we keep up about liberty and jus- 
tice (?), we have in reality neither the one nor the other; nor could 
we have, where Mammon and might are paramount ; for in moral 
JKngland all justice, truth, falsehood, right, wrong, aggression, and 
oppression resolve themselves into the national 

L. S. D. 

&at great and mighty rallying point and symbol compared to which, 
the old lloman S. ft. K. k a sort of farthing rushlight myth. 
Thanks indeed to Publicity, that only real reformer and puriner, 
sve have now no Judge Jeffery s on the English bench ; but belief e 
ine, in * tie saered privacy of social fife’— that cathplic sanctuary for 
||ie protectmn ana refuge of eoery vice — despite all our c^pt about 
^gressioh, we have plenty of small change for him, who are ever 
linsuspectedly pulling the strings of the world's Fantoccini, and 
getting the ftoyal Assent to many as pre-concerted and equally 
murderous, though less sanguinary, pieces of injustice, as that 
which has come down to us in a certain little historical r<woi4 In 
4|ie j^sikmaiicidly phni^ dtktmmtion of ah mfc^tunala womans 
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who86 «ole tsiiine was liaving been remotely connected witb tbe ill* 
f«t€^ 0ttke of Monmoink** “ ; 

Ob!^* broke in Mr. iVitcber, ^*look wbat an uproar there wal 
in London last year, when Lord R~-— , after a few ijaontbs* ^r- 
rmge* deserted his wife, and went off with his French mietres^s, 
kai^lng a note on bis wife’s toilet to'^say he had never loved any 
one bnt this French woman, but hoped his wife would fljet wel 
over her confinement. So you see, society did take tbe wifeV parti 
then.** 

No thanks to society, Sir, but to Lady W* *s relations not 

being quite fods^ and to nay Lord R *s folly in not beifig 

eontent with committing adultery, foot he must go and not Only 
own it, but own it to his wife ! and thus give her the redresa m 
flublic sympathy^ — an asinine proceeding unheard of in these deoTr 
times, and in the all-privileged saturnalia of fashionable life, atid 

which proved Lord to be a mere mediocre tyro in prOii* 

gacyt Had be been a genius, like that loathsome brute, Sir Janus 
Alt^ff, for instance, he would better have understood the proper 
dare-all manner of riding the Satanic steeple-chase of crime, and 
so have avoided getting that awkward tumble into the intr6 oif the 
odium of public opinion 5 for witb your ‘ genius*—- from bis ffrst 
Vault into the saddle of the black steed the Prince of Darkness 
sends him for the race of Tim b, Us apostrophe to it is, ‘ Evib be 
thou my good 5’ and as he never deserts it, it never deserts foith^ 
but Carries him high and dry over the quagmires and precipices, 
into which poor conscience- laden mortals fall. I think it is Addi- 
son who says, speaking of Socrates’s catechetical method 6f arguing, 
and Aristotle's changing this mode of attack, by inventing a variety 
of little weapons called syllogisms, that after the European Uhiver- 
silies, between the two, found that there was no end to wranj^ling 
in this way—i to mend the matter (?) they invented tbe ^rgurntnium 
^ac«d^»nm, for which we have no nearer definition than club law $ 
lo that when they were not able to refute their antagonist they 
knocked him down. It was their method, in these poleuncal de- 
bates, first to discharge their syllogisms, and then betake tbepi- 
selves to their clubs ; and, * posing the syllogisms f Aifs/ as Sir Jahh$ 
Allpuff would say, this is perhotm &d literatim the mlg law for wives 
in moral England . And the clever Sir Janus, being equally addict* 
ed to syllogisms and dubs, adopts precisely the same plan as tfoe^ 
academical wranglers, first dischargingbis ayllogtsms at thtphblC (iti 
pint), and then betaking himself to his clubs, or ag riculttM 
ings, mcdbaides* institutes, testimonial committees, or apy o#yf of 
our solemn national humbugs, where tinkling cymbals and sOhd ding 
bVass drown the voice of Truth, call she never so loudly for retrilwA- 
tive Justice. No wonder, then that ttt our highly moral and rdi|jiocrs 
country, where only Royal cars are allowed to hear music bh the 
Sabbath, that auch' tiiies as a* mahV violatihg fVdry%U'inan''thd 
ditrbie law in hlv owhiaihllyi' an# bi^'iig guifty'of ‘evd^ 
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every falsebood and every vice that can disgrace liuman iiatiir#t 
fbtiMd be ever^leoked in consideration of the Stie sentiments be 
Vfri^san^ ntter* — ^or ratber splutters^in public, or that the pdU 
of ikeratuie should set forth its ubiquitous puffery, and append to 
eyfry railway volume of that brothel philosophy, and bundle of 
barefaced plagiaries, which Sir Janus calls his works, that * thty 
m iMwitraiims that teach hmm<denc€{\'^iQ the rich, and 
cmtage to the poor 5 they glow with the lone of freedom (no doubt, 
for hiinselfi and his blasphemous hypocrisy) ; they speak a sympa^ 
with all high aspirationSf and all mmly struggles' / / Physically 
destroying one child— morally destroying another — kicking his 
^retched victim of a wife a month before her first child wap born 
til^ she was nearly deadsr^^oi^ff ^bat poor little martyr out of his 
bn^nse the moment, she was born, as he ultimately aid, to die-r* 
springing, in one at his rabid furies, upon his wife, and making bis 
hideous borse-teeth meet in ber cheek till the blood streamed down 
her, and ultimately turning her and her children out of their home 
|0 make way for one of bis infamous mistresses — are, no doubt, 
aipoug these high aspirations and manly struggles / and cannot of 
course be considered as the least infringement either on humanity 
or morality { as iu one of his books a whole chapter is devoted to a 
httie blasphemous twaddle, on ‘ the depth and purity of a father's 
love for his first-born ! ' and as not having even the coura|i^ of his 
Ipathsoms vices, he never is to be caught doing his own dirfywork, 
to eiiq)loys some of his kept mistresses to write anonymous de- 
fa m^tary letters to periodicals against his wife, and soi disant 
reviewers |^?) to write abusive ones to her. Truly the force of villany 
an4 of humbug cm no further go, and the only hypocrisy now left 
fpr ihonorable baronet to enact will be, to join the crusade 
^gainst those brutal husbands who, in low life, mutilate their 
wretched legal victims, and empty their houses to fill the police- 
reports. ; And now that this said crusade is gaining ground I have 
ho doubt that he will do so ; for ‘it is a noticeable thing,' as Mr* 
Tljcmas Carlyle would say, that this * great’ man never takes the 
ipitiatwe in any new movement, social or political. But as poor 
Brutomell used to wait till the streets were aired before he ventured 
out, so $tr Jsuus Allpuff always takes the precaution to wait till 
each succeeding novelty is patented by popularity before he lends it 
l^is support,; but then, who so loud in the hue-and-cry as hCi or so 
tojpopt tq incorporate himself with a triumphmt cause, or nominal 
f]liari4yi a^d to drape himself in that mostgraceful of all mantles, and 
foe ah sin — B cccbss ? Therefore, however outrageous such n 
may be, a moral and discerning public, having no- 
wipgi of icourse, to da with them, wlien opce this glittering mantle 
upon him, who can question the, mens sano in eorpo smo^ 
tos.ps tto men are furnished with two wailets--^ne ,ha»g^ 
gip the otto belaiid-!4,W»d that they pot iheir neighbonin* 
follies and tkes into that which bangs before, and bide their own 
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in tliiit wWijijt is more out nf sight Bat traly in Engl^ittdl we feiVi 
iinpr^veid anon this a|)oli>gue by the cordon mnitaire m have drawn 
bet^yeen puhhc and private life, as if they were two different heiii- 
apbei^ea that could mi be inhabited by the same individual and so 
handle all the dark ugly realities into the posterior wallet, while the 
foremost one is hroidered in the most glittering tinsels^ and filled 
with shreds and patches of all the rainbow hues in vogue, like |h6«e 
mediaeval amnonieres worn by the foremost hero in all popular pa- 
gfeants# who cried *N<kU w>^/ * and in virtue of their gaudy 
jpretentions levied contributions upon all whom they met. tih, 
world 1 world I wilt thou never earn any other motto thaa--'Cjtp?c 
etVanitas ?’* ^ ^ 

Well* certainly,” cackled Mr, TwHch|ir> as be helped him®^^^ 
-to a fifth brandied green-gage, and at the same time felt that his 
concentrated egotism was ao match for the numerous and sledge- 
hammer facts Sir Gregory always brought to bear upon an argu-* 
mentj “ we must allow, I’m afraid, that everything is politics and 
public life in England ; and as you are a Whig, of course 1 ipust 
not attempt to reason with you on that ground, Sir Gregory, Ee 1 
he I he 1” 

** Whatever you do, pray don’t calumniate me by calling me a 
Whig,” rejoined Sir Gregory, ‘‘or any other of those hollow-sound- 
ing brass names, for I am neither Whig, Tory, Peelite, Protectionist, 
nor any other of those political sign-posts that point the way they 
never go. No, thank Goo, I stand aloof, amid a large mmority of 
Honest Men, during this theocratic mdlenium, in which England 
will mt take the initiative j for what great or real, that is, universal 
amelioration, mn spring from a legislature composed of little, 
paltry, personal individual interests, the whole united only forming 
one great heathen arena of 

Try-to-get-ok-a-tive-ness ? 

In corruption, there is propagation too, but it is owly corruption 
that it does, or can propagate ; and as long as the names of Wpig 
and Tory exist, and are represented by the Vmy owi« 

terest’ ‘and yours,’ which constitute the sole reo^ diflference 
between this dual oligarchy whidi is alvvays playing at * pull 
devil, pull baker,’ with the countiy, depend upon it that every man 
with a conscience will do as Cato did, when Rome was split into 
two factions between Pompey and Cmsar-— declare himself against 
hotk It is true that in the present day, as a show of enlighten- 
ment, the favourite game appears to be playing at bowls with all, thb 
orthodox prejudices of centuries, not only in the State, bui also 
with its incompatible excrescence, the Church, and bowbpg tb^m 
down as fast as possible one after the other. In a welVwritten and 
agreeable book which recendy appeared, called 'J^uenham, Oft 
witAT CAME Of T»ou»>iNa tws WA»EiNi*--the ©X|wes8 p#r 
pose; of, M advocatf. -pi^ious 'totenailonA 

mortal blow at the fiagrmit uyumiice bi the compulso]^ 
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# ' ' 

8 y«t$fn ij'liieh extorts mooey frona Dissenters to snpnort 9 

cree<J from wBieh tBey baye separated tbemselves— ^ Mrs. ftolBai 
one of the dmmatw personm^ says,—* Suppose, for instance, a law 
eoald be passed to authorize the taking away from me, by force, 
my children, and sending them nobody knows whither ; would you 
have me submit patiently, and say it is the will of God ? Should 

not, on the contrary, be justified in resisting such a law in any 
way I judged best V Heaven bless the worthy woman in her happy 
ignorance, not to know that such an iniquitous law among many 
others equally so is passed, and has been always the law of the land 
in moral England, and that any, and every profligate brute of a 
husband (in life, for in low there is a great deal of perikd 
chivalry about women, and not allowing the strong to oppress the 
weak), yes, any and evert/ profligate, who does not care the whiff of 
a cigar for his children's souls or bodies, has free and irresponsible 
power, if he is only villain enough to avail himself of it, to uo what* 
ever he pleases with them. When Mr. Ward, the Mormon, was 
remonstrated with by one of bis wives upon the wholesale murders 
of the deserters from the Salt Lake to California, he coolly replied — 
* So lon^ as the meiority were in favour of such doings, the minority 
must either keep silent or share the same fate* And so it is in this, 
our land of cant ; no one should dare to cast a stone into the cold, 
foetid, stagnant pool of our social conventionality, without being 
fully prepared to go to the stake which they have risked. But m 
us hope that the dSy is fast approaching when the majority will not 
be satisfied with such doings— when good men who profit bothiu^ 
by such barbaric laws, in order not only to prove that they are 
*ffobd men and true,' but also from esprit de corps to shew that 
tney are the majority, will be the first to clamour for a repeal of 
those remaining brands of the dark ages ; but till then the Anglo- 
Saxons must be content to pass their time in giving Shakespear 
the lie — as he asserted that there was nothing in a name, whereas 
all England answers there is everything in a name, and nothing 
Without it ; as one among many proofs of w^hich, witness the pious 
bofror of Britons, at savage or Mormon polygamy; hut ad lihitwn 
^dttltery and seduction never shocks them in the least; oh, dear 
no !— such little trifles only forming a part of The Adventures of a 
penttemm,^* 

While BIr Gregory was still speaking, a boy, in the livery of the 
E1ectriB|l|[egraph Office, rode past the window at full gallop, ettd 
l^ave a mhd ring at the door. Mrs. Penrhyn, who, ftom where the 
was sittin|f, had caught sight of him, turned aW pale as death, and 
an involuntary scream escaped her as she fell back in her chair, 
liptl would have fallen to the ground, bad not Mr. Lethbridgp 
nastily risen and gone to her astktance on one side, and Miss 
Charity, with her eau-de-Luce, on the other. The fact was, th«^ 
living io constant terforof so^e fatal’ tidipgs of ‘Harcourii 
fcycnlh agony of hCr anxiety sha forgot there was any one 4se in 
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%h& }ioii9e to irecdlye a telegraphic deepatch beeide .heratf > WliJl 
Gi^rd made hie appearance with it> every eye tried to look over 
^e salver at the direction, before he had time to dose the door 
after him. 

** For me V* asked Sir Gregory, looking, in spite of himself, a 
little nervous. 

“ Ko, Bir Gregory, it*8 for Mr. Lethbridge. They had taken it 
to hia house and were sent on here,” said he, handing it to him. 

While he still supported Mary Penrhyn with one arm, he opened 
the letter with his disengaged left hand. As he read it, all eyes 
were fixed upon him, and, at his first glance at its contents, A Vivid 
fiush sufiiised his face, which the next momeOt became as pde as 
the snowy ends of his own neckerchief. 

No bad news, I hope V* said Sir Gregory, eagerly. 

^‘Oh, dear no; I suppose it is what would be c^ed quite tlie 
contrary,*’ replied he, with an open and quiet expression of coun- 
tenance as he put the letter into nis pocket ; “ I’ll tell you all Ahont 
it by and bye; and then, pouring some iced water into a tumbW, 
he nipped his fingers into it, and sprinkled the face of his faintliig 
burden till she revived, and, opening her eyes, met his anxiously 
bending over her; he gently pressed her hand and said, *^Your 
son is safe, the despatch was for me.” 

At this she immediately roused herself and apologised for 
trouble she had given — became as red as she had just been the 
reverse, as if her fainting had let the whole world (inclu4ing 
Mr. Twitcher) into the secret of how matters stood between her^md 
Mr. Lethbridge. 

” My dear Mrs. femble,” said Sir Gregory, think you t bad 
better go in the car for the children.*’ 

“ No thank you. Sir Gregory, it is so very fine that I prefer 
walking; and I'm sure the air will do me good; so if you will 
kindly order the covered car to go at nine to Mrs, Lewyn’s to bring 
them home ” 

“Perhaps Mrs. Pemble will allow me to have the pleasure of 
escorting her, as 1 am always glad to have an opportunity of seeing 
Mrs. Lewyn,” said Mr. Lethbridge, more with the air of a 
Jesuit than of a young clergyman; while she, with equal caudpur, 
bowed ceremoniously as she thanked him, and said he was very 
good, but that she feared it would be taking bim away too soon 
from bis wine. , , 

“ Oh, not in the least.” . 

So, while she went out at one door to go up stairs and equip her- 
self for the walk, he disappeared through another into the hall for 
his hat. Luckily, Mr. Twitcher made no offers, to got no refusals, 
for, thanks to what he called “ the practical phase of his character,” 
he any day preferred green-gages to govenmaes, and therefore, as 
Mr. Lethbridge closed the c&r In pursuit of one of ^ latter, Mr« 
Twitcher h^^d himsrif to ano&er of the forint, malaug theriixlh, 



iml not wlikb be bed Iwmored wiii bi« neiiee; in this iuetaiice 
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i CHAFTEit XXVH. 

, A Of CONFESSIONg; IN WHICH It AIJiO 

. lipW THB RRVKRENO JARRE JOWI4 KLUOIOATBS HIR TEXT ; 
ANO HOW TAFFY LLOYD JOINS THE BAPTISTS. 


As a reader for the time being stands always in the poaitiOri of an 
hnthoir’s Father-Confessor, the culprit author is in duty bound to 
hafe no yeservations or concealments from him ; for which reason 
%e are now bound to confess that, upon emerging from the lod|e 
gates of Barones Ck)urt, and finding tkemseives in the highroad, 
Mary Fenrhyn and Horace Lethbridge, instead of continumg their 
way straight along it, which was by far the nearest route to 
' Pen-y-coed, they turned up a set of little bye round* about, un- 
frequented lanes, even those in which they had met on the night 
^ me lecture in the school house, just eleven months before ; and 
ibis they seemed to do by tacit consent, and without uttering a 
Word j but on entering these lanes, or rather on reaching the One 
‘ Wbefe he had on that occasion sprang out of the hedge, Mr. Lefli- 
bridge stopped, and pressing the little hand that waS leaning On 
his arm more closely to his heart, he looked into her face, and 
said — 

‘* 00 you remember, Mary 

** Ah ! what a lovely night that was,” said she ; ** yodr words 
had filled me full of eternal hope, and it was not till I came out 
into the clear cold air, that all my earthly fears for Harcourt began 
to retum thick and fast upon me ; and then I looked upwards, and 
hs ray eyes Wandered amid the myriads of bright worlds above, my 
spirit began to ride at anchor amongst them, as I refiected tl|a|^> 
evenif it were God's will to sever my last earthly tie, Still — 



— Tq the watchful eye and ear, 

AH earth with sights and sounds is rife, 
That speak the “Master’s” coming near, 

And all the brevity of life. 

The opening grave, the passing bell, 

Of our own speedy funeral tell ; 

And every ache and pain, r 

That strike from life's calendar a notch, 

Are omens of Out sure decay ; r 

BerJa^lds of mercy wnt to say— ' ' ^ 
f Kw/let th©m>.siiy in vain) . - 

' — Watch !'"• ^ 
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atoM all th&$e mnietinffM In liatven eartli, 
me at that time, Mary f* 

** Yes,** said she, colwrinj? to her very temples, wished, amofif 
this tangled web of present cares and fears, and on into the glorious 
halo of future certainty, that you had beep my son, for I thought 
ho«r proud ** 

She hesitated a moment. And he said, reproachfully-- 
Only proud, not fond of me, Mary ?** 

**That you know,'* she rejoined, blushing even more deeply 
than before — is a pride inseparable from the deepest, perhaps^, 
the only really eternal love/* 

tie caught her to his heart ; and, with one long, deep kiss, said—* 
Mary ! my Mary ! tell me more — tell me all you thought on 
that night.’* 

I then thought that if you my son— though you would 
not, like my poor Harcourt, he exposed to death in ten thousand 
bleeding mutilated forms— that still those pale looks and that 
hollow eough of yours would have made me very wretched j and 
then — -and then — I thought that you loved May, and that this love 
which you feared to encourage, it was, which was driving health 
from your cheek and mining your existence ; and I would have 
given the world to have told you, could I have done so without 
compromising her, that nothing Sir Gregory would have liked 
better, than that she should have been your wife j for this be once 
owned to me/’ 

“You were right, Mary, as to the love that I feared to encourage 
sapping my existence, but wrong as to its object? for, from the 
first moment I saw you, it was you I loved. Your glorious beauty, 
in the first instance, stormed my heart as it were by admiration ; 
but your still more glorious nature as I came to know you— so 
pfentie in its strength, and so genial in its gentleness — so single in 
Its simplicity, yet so shrewd in its sequences— its abnegation of 
self, and its devotion to others — ^led not only my eveij feeling, but 
my judgment, captive; and all in rendering you the unfeigned 
homage which even the severest scrutiny, and the nicest criticism 
could not withhold from you, I felt that the bard, unepiritual, 
disenchanting struggles of poverty were not exactly the oferings 
to bring to such a shrine. Dryden has happily designated your 
sex * the fine porcelain of human natut^ and what business, I 
asked myself, even were I sure of not having my pre8||iii|^tion 
punished with the scornful rejecrion it deserves — what bislnets 
have I to transfer one of the v^ry rarest specimens of this fine 
porcelain to the incongruous mlmruye qf the delf and willow 
patterns of a village curate’s mSn&ye; and so, discretion being most 
assuredly the wisest part of valour, where one’s heart and soul are 
in danger, even more than where only one*8imhs are, I kept away 
from Barones Court. But when the Oofkfessiom of #e ¥il^§e 
Curate brought in a sufficient earnest of the futdre to ahow of »y 
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tawtiBg to it, I could uo longer resift playing that bold game 
which Fortune is proverbially said to favour ; and ascertaining if, 
without a single worldly advantage to offer you, you could love me 
aulBciently to merge your fate in mine — ^iTou know the rest. But 
^hut— 'Still your only having wished that I was your eon, shows 
that you did nOt love me, Mary, as I would be loved, at least by 
you/* 

** On the contrary/* murmured the, looking timidly, yet earnestly 
into his face, with an expression of love, so deep, so confiding, so 
oincere, that no mere words could ever have told half the eventful 
history it contained, “ I think it shews that eoeji when I thought 
you loved Mav, and never could have dreamt that you bestowed a 
second thougnt, much less one of affection, upon an old woman 
like me, there was an unsuspected latent folly stirring in my heart 
which set it upon seeking legitimate excuses to love you } and, not 
being able to find the justification it sought, it even invented an 
imaginary relationship,*— which — which — would have converted a 
folly into a duty/’ # 

** Mary cried he, passionately pressing her to his heart, ** I 
am a penured apostate, for I told you I loved you from the first 
moment l saw you. It was false, I never loved you till now ; but 
now it is with an eternity of devotion that never could have been 
created j it always have existed, and, having done so, can 

have no end/’ But,” added he, releasing her from his emWace 

and again replacing her arm within his, as they walked on, 
being satisfied, and having gained what is, to me, the whole world, 
I have now time to think of others ; so tell me, how came Sir 
Gregory to tell you that he would have no objection to May Eger- 
ton’s marrying me ; or rather, how came he and you to speak on 
such a subject at all F’ 

‘‘Weil/’ said she with a slight hesitation, and amid many re- 
newed blushes, I suppose I must have very soon begun adopting 
you as my son, and so I acted precisely as I should have done had 
my poor Harcourt, with bis poble, loveable nature, handsome per- 
son, and empty purse, been thrown into close and constant com^- 
munication wi6i such a beautiful and attractive girl as May. I 
told him that i thought such a state of things was not only highly 
imprudent, but cruel in the extreme to both of you — ^whereupon 
he said, that he thought you looked upon May as a mere child, 
and had uo idea of her in any other light. I then suggested that 
she might love you, and, therefore, the same objections existed 
against his giving her so dangerous a preceptor. He said he 
would not, indeed, for worlds have her happiness risked or 
wrecked if you did not car© for her ; but that if you did, nothing 
would give him greater pleasure than such a marriage, as, even in 
a worldly point of view, it would be by no means so imprudent a 
one as I seemed to think, as you had some distant relation*—! for- 
fcl the itiune*»**J 40 td Someb^y, to whose title and fortune you 
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were heir-|>re8^mptive ; and though, like looat rich relaiii^W# 1|%« 
with Itftperturhabk philosophy^ left you to starve now,as 
was/boncferiied, yet , that he could not^ in the natural coijiraejiof^ 
things, prevent your succeeding to hie title and estates, but vi# he ^ 
was barely sixty, you might serve a long apprenticeship to priva* 
tiou first. And this reminds me, Horace, that although wheaf ymi 
so generously offered to make poor me-r^a destitute ^overn^i^I 
the sharer of your fortunes, you never even alluded lo4hiiiSim» 
tiUgency, which, as another proof of the independenoe md 
interestedhess of your nature, gave me the supeifeouajMii of 
additional excuse for my folly ; yet, do you know, this probabilitf ; 
in itself, instead of being an inducentent and an Mlvantag e4o Ine, 
is rather a drawback — ^not indeed so much the idea of your, any 
time, being the possessor of a wealth, which no one would make a? 
better use of — for not only am I well aware that no gresU gOod'? 
cither to ourselves or to our fellow-creatures can be achieved. 
without money — ^but having had a pretty good experienee of the 
nippiog, withering infiuencss of all the weary, work-a-day, up+hilh 
toiling cares of poverty — that real Valley of the Shadow of ^aith» t 
whmin Heaven’s two spies, Hope and Faith, find it so difiieidt to 
reveal their Escbol pledges of the land of promise, I shudder at 
the bare idea, and recoil still more from the reality of seeing aiiy« 
thing I love exposed to them ; but for many reasons-^aH perha^ 
one more selfish than another — I would far rather your way of Me 
remained in its present quiet sphere — first, because from my eac-i- 
perience of it I have the most insurmountable di^ste, ana the 
most sovereign contempt for the rampant vice, the radical hollow- 
ness, the eternal swamping of all principle in the spring-tides of 
expediency which constitute the chief schedules in that great 
charter of exemption from all human responsibilities and all (Stvine 
laws, which our haute polSe have granted to themselves, and which, 
having been framed in corruption, is varnished ovw with a little 

verbixl orthodoxy, and next t , . . , 

What next?” asked he, finding that she paused*— r i 
** Why, nothing but a touch of female vanity, not worth perh^ 
giving you the triumph of knowing,” laughed shCf : v 's 
Nay now, I insist upon knowing it — as it will, as you tndyoay# ’ 
be such a triumph to mv masculine superiority (aheml) to mUd g 
single flaw, however sligtit^in your terribly huo»ilistmgpeifeetk>n*** 

“ No, Sir, since you take to irony and to amusing yours^ at my 
expense, you shall not know it, but instead, 1 will tell you aume* 
thing that will effectually lower yo«r vanity; which, like the In- 
teilectuai superiority of your sex, without exception, | acknowledge < 
to be so much greater than ours. Know, then, that hayiWg *<Wf 
you what w0pe «iy fears about dear May, 1 think it also rl#dMS to 
tell you that^ no longer being able to beai^a doubt I 
And #as ‘m'pre ^complet^y torturt^' to me-.thaui th0Uv«^ea#«i- > ^ 
pccted, the diher day I itcrewed nay courage io the 
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liW tbe coarse and ©oint-blank question, wiictber ihe 
d|red for jrnu ; and she answered with the irst joyous laugh 1 have 
flom hOr for many a long month, * What an idea V and fol- 
1«wed it up with an emphatic * NoT which was an immense relief 
.to'nes/ 

; Whatan idea, indeed echoed he j ‘‘a most absurd one I for 
May is such a peifect child.” 

** Oh I if that were the only hhpossibiUty, * out of thine own m^th 
w#l I condemn thee/ for 1 dort see anything more absurd, while 
it k ceitainly less preposterous, in a manVbein^ in love with a 
gifi young enough to fee his daughter, than in his being gnilty of 
that lollir with a woman old enough to be his mother.” 

out of thine own mouth vdll I also condemn <Aee, — for 
May is tiJtteen, and I am cight-and-twenty, therefore, I could not 
weU have had the honor of being her father at the pre-matnre age 
^ nf^twelvfe and as Sir Gregory told me you really were nine-and* 
U%iy, though no one, to look at you, would give you credit for 
that age within twelve years, yet as even in reality you could not 
weH hkve had the satisfaction of being my mother at eleven years 
olditi mustheg, that in future, as my wife, you will not indul^ in 
6 u< 4 tdfemelidous exaggerations, amounting to positive, 1 won^t 
nhf e&katl And so, having drawn up your condemnation-^for 
you know rien n*e^ brutal comme les chiffres rien n*est mtBtS 
comine lee fails ! — iii order to make this condemnation both valid 
and irrevocable, 1 must seal it,” added be, kissing her. *^And 
now, what way the * and next,* that you stopped at, for I must and 
will know ; and therefore shall stay here all night till you tell me.” 

” That will be only hastening the event,” smiled she, ** through 
grief at such terrible obstinacy — for the ‘ and next’ that I was then 
thinking of was, that the crow8*-feet which must come very soon, 
if indeed they are not already come, would be much better hidden 
under the sheltering coif of a curate’s wife than under the blaze of 
a coronet/' 

*‘You never were more mistaken; for even supposing the 
evidence of the transit of a whole rookery — far more numerous 
than the legions composing the flight of the Israelites out of 
Egyi^ were to leave their foot*^prints at the corner of either eye, 
vet, gUded by the refracted rays of a few glittering strawberry* 

: leaves, the whole world would think, or at least swear, that the 
aaid nrow’sMfeet were far more beautiful than the most bewildering 
\dimple8 that could possibly lurk beneath the cap of a curate’s wife. 
Ana, in the next place, the crows, having a three or four hundred 
years* lease of their lives, out of gratitude to Time for the grant, 
always walk in Ms ste{)s ; and as he seems to have turned purposely 
out Of his way to avoid you, pray do not be so mean as to in^ 
uponmnniiOf slier him and seizing him nt^ens mhm$ though^^ 
there k im cimnee of ^ your being able to do this, dite court 
that i%e cruir%rifo0t ary inadmissiole as mridence/* 
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At He taid came out into anotliBr high-road* « pavaHsl 

m& to tliat which they had qidtted, and which led both dowo^to 
Mr. Jowfs church and to Mrs. Lewyii’s house; and thayhad 
scarcely turned into this road before they saw that revered gentie** 
than himself, a little in advance of them, hut in such a tottcnng 
state that, although he was not in the act of solemnising a marrii^e, 
he was ** msisted'' by Taffy Lloyd on the one side, and Gabriel 
Gnifeths on the other; who both had great difficulty in forcibly 
presertring Mr. Jowfs equilibrium for him. 

^'Good heavens! Mr. Jowi appears to be in a said Mr, 
Lethbridge; “ stay here, Mary, one minute, and 111 go and help 
them to get him into the vicarage, which is not above a hundred 
yards farther on.** 

**No, no, dear; pray, don*t go,** said she, retaining his arm 
with both her hands, so as to prevent his proceeding ; don*t you 
see what sort of a fit it is V* 

** For shame, Mary.*’ 

But Mr. Jowl, breaking from the friendly restraint of one of his 
supporter^, at this moment struck out ms arm, and, apparently 
mistaking poor Taffy *8 back for a pui|iit, began thumping on it 
with a de^ee of vengeance, which onlp pulpit cushions can or do 
endure without reproach or retaliation; and, while indulging in 
these gymnastics, he hiccuped out— 

“ Be yet not drunk with woine, but filled with the sperit:** and 
then with an inefiPectual effort at a sonorous ahem — such as he bras 
wont to arouse his congregation with, which, however, broke off 
into the splinters of another hiccup— he roared out — 

“ And what says Mosses f ” 

'^Well, Sir,** replied Gabriel Griffeths, to whom this query 
seemed to be more especially addressed, Fm sure I dan*t know 
what he would say, if so be as he was to catch sight of you in this 
state.** 

** Oh ! ye of leitle faith ; I tell ye such doings are an ah^hum* 
minatim to the Loro — military music on the Sabbath, centorian 
$msuolU%^t wainst and wickedness, instead of being filled with the 
spent, as Mosses and the Prophets were> and as I am now* Bo 
you mmud me, Gabriel Griffeth, thou soroibe, and thou Taffy 
Lloyd, pharisee that thou art, do ye heed how the sperif abounds 
in me!** 

indeed, Sir, Fm thinking it’s abounding rather tub much in 
you to-night ; and the sooner you get home the better, lest any of 
the Philistines, as you call them, should — ^*’ 

But here a servant appeared from the Vicarage, and, kndlug the 
aid of his powerful arm, at once released and relieved the writing- 
master from bis arduous taskw And upon being towed to hts own 
gats, a;hi told where he was, Mr. Jots I converted himself into a 
fabfdous monster by iucorpbraiiit^ Koiffi 4md the ark klo hii own 
persohi and a&nbunoiiig h^that is, thhy^ad 



Anmtf m%hB^ QAvkl M lie hmwvthd N<mli Mi 
wbiiii4« gdt oul of 4h« ark ? 

yea^ Sir; but you ara novr only going intoit; ao it’s a 
pity you akould have done it at the wrong time/' 

** flow disgraceful!" sighed Mr. Lethbridge. "Let us wait 
hero till he \m got into the house; for i would not give him the 
humElaldon of knowing that I had seen him in such a state." 

A fewm inutes after, Taffy Doyd passed them on his way home, 
and, taking it for granted they bad witnessed the scene, as indeed 
they had, he said, with a laugh to Mr. Lethbridge, as he touched 
his hat-^ 

" Well I can't say I be sorry, Sir, as youVe seen the way as 
Parson Jowl is filled with the sperit. This being Wednesday, that 
was the *deHtic&l tm' as he give us this aternoon, of * Be ye not 
drunk with wine, but filled with thesperit ;* and so, to carry it out 
like, he goes and calls on the gent down yander what praches to 
the Westdions (Wesleyans);— noa, I doat mean that neither, I 
makes a mistake — I should say on that ere Baptist pr acker ^ Muster 
Doubleface Dipdolt, who had a lot of what he calls ‘ his lambs ' 
with him, but I calls 'em his water-wagtails. There were a matter 
of four or five on ’em with Judas Iscariot Jones, the red-haired 
fianneLfactor, and his sister Jezebel Price; they as that Sir Jantm 
Allpud* got, that 'ere Barnes, the literatry gent and the street- 
walker as was with him, to *have so infamous to his wife; for 
Judas Iscariot Jones you see, Sir, don’t bely his name, and would 
sell his Oon, let alone a lodger, for money ; and as for that 
flaunting hussy, Jezebel Price, his sister, its unpossible to tell 
whether there's most fibs or finery goes to the putting on her 
together. Well, Sir, when they was all assembled at Muster 
Bipdolt's, and had howled a hymn, in comes the punch-bowl, with 
wine and all, and cold mate, I was a training up the vine the 
way it should go, round the parlour window, and so I seen it a^d 
heerd it all. Muster DipdoU, he axes Parson Jowl to jine them in 
a loving cup ; but Muster Jowl, he puts up his hands and says, 
* No wine, Mr. Dipdolt ; I’ve just been praching against the induL 
gcnce in that treacherous liquor ; you know the fear’, Be ye not 
drunk with wine/’ ^ But on the other hand, Muster Jovfl,' says 
Dipdolt, * ye know we are commanded to be filled with the spmt 
ana with that he ladles out a tumbler of punch, and hands it to 
Parson Jowl, who makes no further objections, only saving 
summut about Masses^ as he calk him, striking the rock, and the 
living waters gushing forth, and with that ho strikes the foy-spopn 
the sld^ of the tumbler, and swallm the punch as if it had 
been only pure water, sure enough. He I be ! he I" 

TaSy, it was very wroi^ of you to stand looking and listening 
tofwhat was gbing on in Mr. Dipdolt’s parlor ; and that was by no 
means 'trainmg yemr mn vine in the way it should go; and kite 
Mr, Jowl no doubt only took the punch out of civility to Mr, 
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IMpdoll, whose gm^ he wm at ibe tlmei m4 Ws hsm&gm^siii 
emiet on biai ii much to hk ci«dtt» and it allows how little it k 

the hahii of taking anything of the kiod.’* • ■ '' ' 

very good of you, Mr. Lethbridge, Sir* to givo it that 
turn, for I'm sure you are the last man in the world as J^rsoti 
Jowl desmves should give /iim a helping hand, drunk* or tohediiMt 
it wamt that one glass of punch that upset him* Sir ; though J44le 
say it war strong enough to knock a better mao down; Ko, siO; 
he took that m to taste how he liked it, and then another #«iks«e 
he liked how he tasted it ; and then folkred suit with Ihs semd 
*an, Sir, and no mistake, and— -** ; i l 

** Come* come, Taffy ; if you would take a little of ihs ipiili Of 
charity, you would not be so extreme to mark what others do 
amiss; and to show you that others can talk as well as I 
heard a report the other day about yourself, which gikved me ve^ 
much/’ . -I . , i 

“About me, Sirl the Lord be good to us, as I hope to^ he 
saved, I have not touched a glass of sperits the last ten years come 
Martinmas/' 

“The report I allude to was not about spirits, but about watk^, 
Taffy/’ 

*‘No, nor sperits and water neither! Ill be upon oadi, MV. 
Lethbridge, 8ir/’ protested Taffy, indignantly. 

“ You mistake my meaning. 1 alluded to a report of your having 
yourself joined the Baptists/’ . 

“ Lord love ye, Sir ; what will key say next ?” ndoined Taffy, 
with a comical smile, as he leisurely scratched his head, and pushed 
his white* felt wide-awake more over Ids eyes ; 111 teE you how 

that mar^ Sir : first of all, afore you Established the Baron’S OoOrt 
Sunday Evenings’ Oicket Club, there wasn’t never no sort^ Of 
pleasure like for the poor, on the only day as we’ve got a Spire 
hour; so I confess as 1 used. Sir, occasionally look in to the 
different Metbody chapels* which I assure you is as good as t 
play I And besides, 1 argeed in this way says I, Taffy lioyd, 
you’ll have to go ragtker further nor your legs could carry yNt a^e 
you could hear worse pmching nor Mr. Jowl’s; and youssay,eyrn 
at one of them ’ere Methody spiritual maiine^stores, (mance to pkk 
up a few rags of better stuff, and a bottle kat is not a vial of wlu^ ; 
and moreover, Mr. Lethbridge, Sir, (put me right if I am wroiig,) 
I take it that a mouthful of prayers, like a mouthful M willnli* never 
does a poor man any harm, kt him pick It up m'heVe he t^ll, for 
reg^kr prayfari, like rey’kr meals, is often out of hk power. W«Al, 
Sir, about a month agone, I hears of the great Baptist-dip|ksg* as 
was to come off on the jDee ; so X thought it would be a nice 4e- 
mrskm like for me and my old oomoato go to it 
Sir Gregory’s steward, he lends us a nice fat mule onl of *|^ad- 
dock, aid a piliion,aiid Tmner and I sets out m pri^^ - as i^y 
Duke and Duchess, with as much bread and cheese ash ICi%or 
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« Qtf«Me^di4 m% w« ftwup to tlio dipfdiif t. But Loir* ! 

Hkwre yoi^ mmt sm sticli a sight in all your bom d%s, 
there war a lot of men and women — old and young— 4at and lean 
in long white night gowns» as if tliey was rne/iy and truly 
mope in the head of the river j and there was Mmter 
}Pipdolt« A^eisted^ as they calls by Brother Sousem^ and Brother 
t ileinpef:> and B|:other Splasher^ and a lot more on ’em ; and they 
.:tahea these great hulking /el^er«, and rS^hmtshus females in the 
'leaf nifht*gOWns» and they makes no more ado of sousing on ’em 
ofer head and cars into the river than a mman would of 
bathing a babbtf. But the best of this raree-show was, Sir, to see 
*? with what a wm^emceA^ke the ’ Brothers’ took the old women— 
•|ie<dr and crop— and seemed to ram ’em down into the water, as if 
Uhey’d leaye em there for good and all; while any of the *mter»* 
vus \vm young and pretty* they’d take ’em as gingerly as if they’d 
been snow figures, as if they feared a touch would break them to 
.pieces, and never disappeared, but you saw the white night 
i.gowns a^fioating ‘like water lilies a-top of the stream, and the 
‘ brothers* laid ’em down as gently on the grass arter as if they 
had been salmon trout jist caught* And that’s the way as I jined 
the Baptists, Sir ; and 1 aint likely to jine them in no other way, 
4ir, as I says to my old ooman wlren I’d got her up behind me 
again, and we was on our way home, * Tamar Lloyd,’ says I, * I’ve 
omen many a litter of poor blind puppies and kittens in the 

river, but it's the fust time as ever I see such a lot of asses, with 
throw* d into it.’ 

. ’iVue for you, Taffy Lloyd,’ says she ; 'and whatever do they 
,4o with their rlmmaticks ? And did you see poor old Solomon 
. how hits teeth chattered, and how every limb shivered when 
I, Muster Dipdolt dumped him down upon the grass arter he war 
r, dipped!’ 

. , V Aye, aye, Tamar Lloyd,’ save 1 5 'poor old Solomon, he war a 
drip0^ pern to the breiherm, ana no mistake.’ And my missus, she 
hushed. Sir, till 1 thought she might as well have been drownded 
o-aa choked ; and she said she never should call Solomon Pan any- 
/j thing but Muster Dipdolt’s dripping-pan as long as she lived. 

And so you see, Sir, the foundation for a report Is ginralfy some 
; deadedly confruiry thing to the truth on it, as it was all along 
5 pf pur going a pleasuring on Sancho, Sir Gregory’s fat mule, 
-as give rise to this here ’count of my having the Baptists/* 

1 ? Tw very glad it was only a report, Taffy,” said Mr. 

;L#ibridge} who could not help laughing at his graphic account 
RtOf -the Baptistdmmersioha ; "but now promise me, like a good 
fellow, that you will not go telling people, as you have just told 
. me, almut .Mr. Jowl’s taking the punch at Mr. Bipdolt’s, and the 
IUAha||>y it had t^n him $ for recollect, it Is not only on 
. Mri rJcuvJi but m all bk parishioners, ^at this accident reiects 
• . .'r': 
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** I'd fee sorry to refuse to promise you tftylMnf as y©i| Oould ax 
me, Sir/* said Taffy, polling bis right ear so viproosly that his 
design seemed to be, not only to make it as red as a cherry, hot 
ako to elongate it down to his shoulder j hot I can’t promise you 
th&t neither, for I thinks when folks is so fond of setting about 
lies of others, it’s only a just theng that eummut iff the; truth 
should sometimes get about of them $ and if that truth is jbad 
enough to do for 'em, sarve ’em right, and if so be as i was judge 
and Jury, I wouldn’t never give no other verdict.” 

^*Aye, but IWy, you nof either judge or ju^j aM ypur 
Bible has another teaching i it would be different if Mtj dowrs 
misdeeds consisted in injuring, oppressing, or ealumniatmg 
personally ; then, in self justiScation, you might b« phhg^d to 
make known his misdeeds, for too much forbearance with .regard 
to violent sins of aggression, is very like that ‘consenting to a 
thief,* agmnst which we are emphatically warned, by being told 
that he who does so is worse than the thief. But there is a tride 
difference between this and blaaoning all our neighbours* defects 
and short'Comings j which remembrance of our own, ought to 
always prevent our doing 5 for if we have not i^ketr particular sin, 
depend upon it, we have some other of equal weight, which in the 
eye of GO0 may be worse ; and even plenty of small change for 
their besetting sin, which we are so prone to condemn.” 

“ Well, sartin sure. Sir, — but it's more camarting like, to be 
chastised by you, than to bear a whole bushel of sarmowik stuffed 
chuck full of Mosses and hell-fire, pracked by Mr, Jowl* hu* I 
don’t think. Sir, as he have any what you call besetting sin j for 
on the contrmrtft he is beset with sins, and the mountain on top of 
km is hypocrisy. However^ as be is so fond of damnation, It’i^ to 
be hoped, with the blessing of Goo, as all hypocrites will ba d— d, 
and as they travels by the Bekibub line, and no mistake, thu^t they 
will be sent in a fust class curse, back to their father, the devil, 
and that's all the harm as / wishes km, Bir.” 

Mr. Lethbridge could not help laughing both at Taffyk theo- 
logy and hh forbearance, but, shaking Tiis head at him, he said, as 
he walked on, “Oh, Taffy 1 Taffy 1 you and I must have some 
private conversation on these matters; so come over to me on Sfl- 
turday morning between ten and eleven.” 

“Thank you. Sir; I'm much beholden to you, I wonk fail. 
Your servant Makm ; your servant, Sir.” 

And Taffy went his way, as they continued theirs. 

“ Upon my word,” laughed Mary Penrhyn, “ Tm veiy tntich pf 
Skffy Lloyd’s opinion, that it is a very good thing thkt the 
hundred of Baronk Court should see as well as hear a few truths 
al^ut the |lev, JabeK Jowl” ■ ’T'/’,'* 

Paphoi allow imch uncharitable worffp to pass yput^ 
s 4 d Ae, MssW them away^. And a few minutps ipofe 
l|iem to Mrs. Uewynk gate. 
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CHAPTER XXVm. 

flkOWtNB THAT GOOD SINGING MAY B» HEAEO EVEN IN A 
TIIit-AGEJ mbs. LBWYN’s ALBUM: A COLLECTION OF 
#BECIOUS DAUBS, WHICH PROVE THAT IP ALL IS NOT GOLD 
THAT GLITTERS, NEITHER DOES GOLD ALWAYS GUTTER. 

Pen*Y‘Cobd was a stuSll, two-storied, gable-end cottage* cm- 
bowerM in ivy; with latticed windows, with lozenge^shaped 
paties. Immediately under tbc library and dining-room windows 
was a parterre of ctioice flowers, with a vast variety of standard 
rose-trees, and an old-faebioned sun-dial in the midst of them ; 
then, ^om the lodge-gate, running parallel with one side of the 
housei was a wide well-gravelled carriage road, leading through to 
another road and another lodge, each entrance being shaded by 
some patriarchal elms and horse-chestnuts ; and on one side of this 
driv6, partitioned off with iron palings, was a large meadow in 
wbich cows and sheep were grazing ; while on the other side, at the 
back of the house, before coming to the large well-stocked fruit- 
garden, which was enclosed with high walls, and was about a quar- 
ter of a mile from the house, there was a rookery ; and though the 
sun was how rapidly disappearing the crows were still clamorously 
telling the woods and fields, and to the deepening twilight, fbeir 
Methuselah legends. 

. Charley, \rho was sitting in the wdndow, seeing Mrs. Fenrhyn 
and Mr. liethbridge coming up the avenue, ran out to meet them 
with FJuff in his arms, the snowy uniformity of the latter’s head 
being intersected with postage stams which were continued down 
his back. 

" Why, Charley,’* laughed Mr. Lethbridge, what have you been 
making Fluff, not a Post-Captain but a Post-Catskin for ?’* 

** On, be^s been so naughty; he very nearly killed one of Mrs. 
^eWyn's canaries; and so, to punish him, Ftn going to put him m 
the post as we go home, and send him to Miss Prosser, for he is 
only fit to live with old tabbies,” said Charley in a loud and angry 
vpice, talking Fluff. And then added, “ stoop down, Mr^Lem- 
biidge, I want to whisper you, I don’t reuUy ipeaii to sbot Fluff 
aw-ty to old Prosser’s, but I’ve put the postage stamps all over him 
to frighten him, and make him think I do ; so mind you make |im 
ihinjk ko tod.” 

; *‘Oh, Fluff, Fluff! Vm ashamed of you,” cried he, immediately 
entering into Charley’s plot, to the great delight of the latter ; to 
think that a eat of your hitherto immaculate coat and conduet, 
ahbut4 ^kve been fulled inlh thinking that a bird in 
|a# Wki tioAh tWo in the cagdi and do have cbn^etied youriil 
iroxn die first of felines into a foil Melidian Qidmalkin* FI4 ! Itei 
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On every honsc-top, and in every gutter you will 
thunned as a licket-of-leave cat.” , ' , f 

** May-bew/' sakt Fluff in reply to tbis exordiuro, as Cbi|n«y. 
kufifbing and in great gke, bounded on before tbem into tbe 
with bis pre-paid favourite in his arins—further lectwik bin^jby 
pointing out to him, as a model of unerring propriety, his 
eolleague, the sleek and silvery Swiftpaws, whp was slretchefi fU| 
on the rug before the fire—the very incarnation of coui^tesijj and 
comfort — abandoning ears, feet, and fail to every Insidipus utKSf 
sion, without either resistance bt retjiliation. , , , , ; 

May was sitting on the sofa beside Mrs, Lewyn, ana 
was looking over an album of drawings and water-colours with 
rather a supercilious expression of face, . . ; ^ ^ (, 

Their mutual greetings over, Mr. tjcthbridge toot up a hpph 
that was lying open on the table, s^ing — W 

** What have you got here, Mrs. Lewyn ? is it good ? for I realfy 
long for a good novel, which is neithlf a tissue of unnatpral vuU 
garities nor hare-faced plagiaries through which are conveyed 
pous and cold-blooded immoralities.” 

** What is it V* rejoined she. 

Lady Lee^s Widowhood, 

“ Oh ! excellent ! the best novel I have read a long 
exceedingly interesting, equally natural ; for, like ThacterayV 
novels, it describes society as it is, and people as they are, .and 
is not an flpp/igwdeof the refuse of a Marine-store ahop at $t, Giles’e* 
(or Bleedingheart-court, wherever that is) on improbahle incidents 
and impossible events. In Lady Lee's Widowhood there is. not 
a doll page, and the author is much happier in drawing femalf cblir. 
racters than men generally are, with the exception of Lady ^ 

self, who, though we are told she is exceedingly clever, giv^ ^0 
single evidence of it ; for from first to last she is as compJetf ,a. 
nullity as most men conceive that a model woman shpuld pe^ 
Another great charm of this book is, that there are none of the. 
chartered vulgarisms of modern «7-literature in it — or fit Jenst, qnly 
ONR — which 18 a rather frequent use of that very vulgar Carlylean 
expression of ‘ the like hut despite this one small spe^k in the, 
son, the book is charming to the very end, and the 
naturally brought about 5 and 1 maxntkin that the incident at tte 
ehris^iiing, where we are told that the tear that dropped frppl 
poor Josiah’s eye on the cheek of He»ter*s child, was the first dfc|» 
of holy water that touched it, has more real pathos iu i t tltan ,all 
wire-drawn sentimentalities of that last century vm 
Stefne, and indisputably ten thousand times more tbail all' tlic 
poihpously draped sensualtics bf his resutrectlonist in tl^e pt:^aut 
day. In short, what I like in this hook isj that without any of die 
Ibut-ligbt ■ tinsel ‘ knl theatrical . ftippery,, hi hub , een|imM'i the . 
^;|ft,iiithor seerhs to have a healthy and clearly deduied Ideahltna 
.^|»a'dcpth of ttk'gillf which exists between ’righf'’s«d%p^ v 



“Fmm your account I shall certainly read it/* saii Mr. 
IkAlMge ; fbr any thing either healthy or genuine, even in a 
book, ia a relief to one in this age of solemn, and all other sharas.” 

hot think/’ said Mrs. Lewyn, ‘*that this unwerml 

S itn^whjfch is the registered wrap^rascai of all private and public 
hire— afiscs from word^ in the present day — even when they are 
lies, and palpable perjuries— being considered everything, 
actions nothing 

I rm 0f bourse I do ; and it is precisely on this account^ that if the 
thdsf damhiiig /aefs are proved against a peer, or a gentleinan (?) 

a epuit of justice, he has only to perjure himself by a summary 
^isnial of the yrhole, to be quite as well received in our moral 
^’cietjr, if not better, and at our * moral Court/ as if no such 
awktrard little pieces of secret history had ever transpired. It is 
Ibrthis reason too, that in our much vaunted courts of justice, a 
ipurderer’s counsel, though in full possession of the prisoner’s 
cOttfesrion of his guilt, impiously and blasphemously calls Gob 
to witness tha[i he believes the prisoner at the bar innocent ; or 
asseverates that in his conscience he does so ; and that upon the 
words which go to constructing these sacrilegious peijurks, a 
sapient jury, nine times out of ten, acquit some complex villain, 
who has been proved such by the strongest facts, because the 
vapour-breath of a bold perjured assertion is deemed sufficient in 
the inverse and much-warped Brummagem charity (?) of the 
present day, to outweigh thena. And it is for this pason also, 
with the addition of a little peerage-worship, which is the great 
distinguishing national type of the Anglo-Saxonas, the flat nose of 
the Oalrauc, that the late Duke of Wellington, though he had 
pasfei his IrfP in breaking the seventh commandment, till age 
rbiblndcd him that Death’s dark legion had still to be led— that 
M Styx had still to be crossed — and that victory might not be 
duhie so sure on the other side, as it was at the Douro and Gua*' 
daiWiver, that he regularly attended heavenly parade at eight 
et^y mdming in the Chapel Eoyal, which caused many of our 
ci^gy, whose consciences were apparently made of the same 
dgstm materiel as that of counsel’s for defendants in ^"criminal 
jpdsecutions, to proclaim his Grace, in the funeral sermons they 
l#^ched on his demise, ‘a man after Goo’s own heart/ How 
tmS certainiy ' must have arisen from a confusion, or rather, a 
tirabsporitidn bf cause and effect in the SternhoM-and-Hopkin*s- 
ei|ti6n of the History of King David. But behold the 

bhinipotence of worm! For our being in our every act and 
thought the most tufl-hunting, mammon- worshipinng and servile 
people under the sun, to all the powers that be* or even to the 
Mpimi shadows of those powers, does not prevent our vaunting 
odf Indepenfknce, nationally and i|admd.tta%, on all occasions^ 
tlft/bebiu^e'weare liearish in/manher -.and morose in spirit, whcfn-^:, 
tbWibiti^bJ'elijctniry of sdf-lnlereot.di'oes not intervene, we hijvo, 
ended i|^ asi^ubaing as aii ihcbntfbvertihle fact, that we are an 
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people ; whereae, m reality m are pretSfi^lto* |>#er* 
liddep, cowt-riddep, <!a&t*ridden» and abore all, puree* rklden i all 
which hippomacy effectually tramplea down our tmr^l cpiraife* 
that * great first cause,’ and best bulwark all real iudepen4ence. 
M. Barth^lemy Haurdau in his Franpis Prmier et su Ob|r, Rays— 
noble Anglais est ^gdiste et sombre j Fiviwse let 

•ouvent il s’enivre (?) ne le rend ni plus gdn^reiia:, ni plus gab 8i 
d’ailleurs, il ne parle pas de ses antiques privileges, avec Ia|actanci 
^ rEspagnol, jl n’y tient pas tnoinst son esprit morose a le guftt 
de rind^pendence/ Now this is perfectly true; with ihe c»cej)iioit 
of the inebriety, which was litwaUy and almost universally ihecis^ 
up to the days of Pitt and Fox, and, if less general now, is by no 
means totally exploded. An festt. Monsieur Haur^au is right j 
nous ayons ‘ le ^oUt de Yindipendeme^ and wo mistake the taste 
for this virtue, for its possession." 

** I quite agree with you and with him," said Mrs. Lewyn ; 
^ but, indeed, independence Is not the onfy virtue which talking 
about makes us fancy we possess." 

Yea, verily. We are a nation of Imitators without individu- 
ality j and Martial’s— 

* JTemo snos (haao est aula& natara poteatiB) 

Sed domini mores Caesarianus hahet/ 

seems to have been wriUen with a prophetic view to England. 
But what treasures are you keeping there all to yourself, Miss 
Linda ? *’ added Mr. Lethbridge, walking to the hack of her chair, 
and looking over her shoulder into the album. 

‘‘ I don't think you’ll call them such when you look at them," 
said linda, who drew remarkably well herself j " indeed, I wonder 
Mrs. Lewyn should have honoxed the most of them with a plic^ 
in this magnificently bound book." 

‘♦Linda!" said Mrs. Fenrbyn, frowning at her, ‘‘if you wip 
always form hasty opinions, you should either refrain from e|i?r 
pressing them, or do so less rudely." 

Linda coloured, and looked as much as to say Well, hu| 
•urely drawings mmt he judged by their appearances," Ibut she 
said nothing; and Mrs. Lewyn, either not hearing, or affecting npt 
to hear, turned io her sister, and laying her hand on hers, sali-r- 
♦* May, dearest May, I have a grmt favour to ask you, if it lyill 
not fati^e you too much ? " ^ | 

“ Nothing that I cau do for you, dear Mrs* Lewyn, or th|| mil 
afford you any pleasure will fatigue me; so pray let me knpw 
what it is, and make me happy by thinking that there m anythi^if 
that I c$% do for you," replied May, , 

“Well, it is to slug me something j for it is so loag^jS^I 
hew heard that sweet-^sweet voice of yours. May.** 

♦?Obl is that all?" jmid May^ sinilinf* as she instantly rose 
* aofai I was in hopes it was soipthinf a wle 
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lih pfttse^d liar to toa |>k%ia a^d a#an«d li$ 

lie amngeli l!i« mum itool, a«l&^ hm It it wai l%H 

** 'liiaiilti j it will do very welL’* 

Stop, May I " cried Charley, getting down off of the chair upon 
Which he had been perched looking at the drawings with Linda, 
and hugging the tnaeh-put-upon Fluff still in his lutns i stop, 
don't begin till I Come;’’ and so saying, and calUng Swiftpaws over 
i«oto his eosey quarters befofa the dra, they all three tooln up their 
quarters under the piano ; and May, after a slight prelude tong, in 
a most touching voice* that earquieite ballad of John Parry*s*^ 

'aOJTG TIME AGO. 

** By the lake where droop’d the willow - ^ 

Long time ago j 

Where the rock throws hack the blUoW— 

Whiier thhn stiow ; 

Dwelt a maid, beloved and eherithed 
By high and low^ 

Bttt with Autumn’s leaf she perished— 

Long time ago. 

** Mingled were our hearts for ever — 

Long time ago ; 

Can I e*er forget her ?— ncvOr ! 

]So— lost one— ho ! 

To her grave these tears are ftven— 

Ever to tow* 

She^e the star t misted fVoto Heaven-^ 

Long timte ago.*' 

When Majr*s voids had ceassd to vibrate through the last thrill*^ 
jUft plaintive cadence of this most lovely air, no murmur of applause 
ebSued, hut an iH-auppressed sob escaped from her four auditors, 
while Charley, with that cruel proclaiming of sad thoughts, pecu* 
ikr to Children, flinging Fluff down as imcereknoniottsly as if be had 
h’eCn a ball. Sprang into her lap, and throwing his arms round her 
ipeck, said eagerly, opening his eyes to their widest extent* as he 
pCi^red into her face— 

But it*B mt ycsr grave, May? — ^say it isn*!— it's only the girFs 
Ih^lhte’ sdeig— rhn’t it ? 

' ITCI,” Skid she, kissing him j “ it was as I have just told yoa-^ 

^ }i§hg time igo f— besides, yon know, Charley, Vm not a fiir* that 
^ thould be missed from Beaven/’ 

11 1^4^ yop Charley, thoughtfully, “ but 11 you 

aid w%re to fait out of it, as I have seCn stars do of a suui« 
tdgtt, t'm'sure f should miss you, ihdked 1 should May, 
lyeU |f tt wal as full— as full— dh, but as full bl bthur as 

ftdirolf^ifcdows arc full of kingcups.'* 

[ “Thant you, darling," said Mky, kissing his eyes* Itpa and 
tet^ba^-^ehavi^r''baefe’‘'^ thick waidng hidr} “iheu 1 muffc,,, 
pi|> get ttemg 'idle 

pbt.pesiiiyi^ thut.itoa' Mka nothhif be^ sileul teato stoainf m 



rtmt 'iifl^BsiitirL. 

aromkd i#, »lie iwikdd <w«r to Mr, iMhhMg^, mi4 i 

loy^a kUgtkt as she laid her kaiid upon hh wtist— « ' ' ' 

^ How traitor, I Vs caught you ; and do you sUpposS thk ydh^ 
liigh crimes and misdemeanors in so long knd so 
neglecting me and my Hebrew, shall go unpunished : if you do, 
you never were more mistaken ; and so now, I amt about to take 
signal vengeance on you.*^ 

She paused for a moment looking laughingly into his eyes; 
whereupon, assuming the same highiown strain, he raised her 
hand to his lips, and said — 

** Most sovereign lady, in all humility your dave awaits his just 
sentence at your bauds. * 

“ It is, then, that you forthwith return to the place from whence 
I came, and there remain till you have sung us a sbng, which, in 
commutation of your sentence, we uill graciously allow you to 
select for yourself/’ 

** Ah, naughty Mr. Lethbridge ! and sly as naughty, since it 
seems that you can sing, too, as well as do eveiwthing else, though 
you have so artfully concealed the fact from all but our dear May 
Queen,” said Mrs. Lewyn. 

** Only *’ rejoined he, folding his hands together, as if about to 
pray, and demurely shaking his head; as much as is commanded 
to be sung or said in churches/' 

‘‘Not true,” exclaimed May, "for instead of correoting and per- 
using my far more interesting Hebrew exercises, 1 have more than 
once surprised the man Ck^pmmnff on my piano, that is, evoking 
the most weird and wizardisb, unearthly voluntaries, and then sud- 
denly lifting up his voice to give utterance to the pretty love-gauds 
and soft sammer-idr ahd silver-rivered sighs, sighed long ago by, 
Lord Surrey, John Bamfylde, Sir William Davenant, and Hrum- 
mond of Hawthomden.” 

^‘Now, Mr. Lethbridge, you are fairly caught,” cried Mrs.Lewjm. 

" Rather say unfairly, for this is rank treachery,” 

^‘Fair, or not fair, you must sing now that we know that yOu 
can do so.” 

At all events it ought to be put to the vote, for eWeryone ought 
not to suCer for* your and Miss EgcrtonV malice/* \ 

"Oh yes, pray do, Mr, Lethhn<%t,” cried Linda, while Charley 
began lowing him towards the piano m the tads of his coat. Mary 
Penrhyn said nothing; but she raised her eyes to Ms, and epp^- 
rently the look was Raticai; for he instantly obeyed it, ai^ lyesit 
to the instrument. His touch was a mai^etly one, and, tw May 
expressed it, he began C^opinmm over the keys, and drew from 
them such sweet, low, minor, shadowy, twilight sort of hardiotiiei, 
that they seemed, like the voiceless music of a dream. Id steep the 
spirit and thriE fhe heart with the undefinable spell of their whis- 
pmA iiystenes. At length, with 
the Wdm,-i#'iiiora Sardily,, thoo|^'not''Mk%nl$mi^ 
sang those chinmliig OM umrds o^ dtt 
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jPolbeiiSiiiiiti 4x1 H 3o meHowv and so !l!eiciMe, tlial; as the 

nolet rolled otit» and blent into saeb oilier, tlie:f seemed like some 
bidm expressed from many flowers, and Altered tbrongh a soft 
snxnbl^^b' into Ibe heart. 

' I. • ■ 

You meaner beauties of the night 

That poorly satisfie our eyes, ^ 

More by your number than ydur light,— 

You common people of the skies, 

2 What are you when the sun shall rise ? 


. - . ■ • 

^ curious ohaunters of the wood 

That warble forth Dame Nature's^fayes, 

, » ' 5 Thinking your passions understood 

to your weak accents— what*s your praise 
When Philomel her voice shaU raise ? 

III. 

** You violets that Arst appear. 

By yoitr pure pup)le mantles known, 

Like the proud virgins of the year. 

As if the spring were all your own— 

What are you when the rose is blown ? 

IV* 

** So, when my mistress shall he seen. 

In sweetness of her looks and mind, 

* % virtue Arst, then choice a queen— ^ 

Tell roe if she Were not designed 
Th* eclipse snd glory of her kind ? •* 

^ Thank you a thousand times. Now 
an|y one more, and then you shall have a respite till after tea»** said 
(Mrs. h^wyjk, 

» And without any more pressing, Mr. Letbhridge sang An§fml 
*Apnmr, as only Mariooould have sang it beside himself, even to that 
kvonderfiil high note at the end, which always makes one feel as if 
►pe*f listening soul had, indeed, reached Heaven* It was som^ 
hlng terrible to fall from such beatitudes adown the prosaic preci- 
ji^e of cups and spoons ; hut the servant at that moment brought 
h tea, and of the whole party Charley was the only one who could, 
r^th any d^ee of complacency, listen to the silver sotwids, the 
‘ ^^npe siiimpg of the hissing, bubbling kettle, or think that the 
iipid c^T cakes miykf be compared with the aweetness they 
ed |hst keard, apd yet not suffer W the comparison. 

'** W^at a pxty^’Vexclaim Mrs. I^wyn as me handed the young 
hk tea, while he was assiduously handing the cream and 
mga^ tt» Penrhyn, and receiving, nothii^ . loth, the silent 
bqiii^ge of her admiration j what a pity that sdeh a voice should 
"yxllage 4 ’^ , _ . _ . 

c 
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itoikKi «li«» a 8 9h& mde u 9Qa$ &i cirewli^ bow 
foniid tin tal^, when I look at ike e^leif fou are In, I 4m't. 
think %hw h much toem for pity.” . 

Well, I rather agree with you, Mrs. Lewyu } ap4 only that I 
am eating bread and butter, and, therefore, don*t want to run the 
risk of being confounded with that most ridiculous of all creations 
^real or im^inary—Herr Werter, I should say tomething pretty 
on the occasion, or at least endeatour to do so,” 

Pray don’t, for you never can aajr anything half as pretty as 
you can sing; so we Will take out the compliment you should have 
paid us, in another song by and bye, 3ut, jesting apart, as you 
cannot always have the felidiy of being in the present company* I 
really do think, considering how much you hare to bring into a 
higher and wider sphere, that you have something very like super- 
human merit to be content with this low and narrow one,” 

“ Don’t you know, my dear Mrs, Lewyn, that no sphere thig 
God allots lis is either low or narrow, since it becomes the orbit 
of our own soulr— and the star it is, that iHamines and notifies 
the space, not the space the star. Then for cvery^-day use, as 
old Wilbye has told us from his Hybla of world-cullcd 
wisdom— 

^ There is a jewel which no Indian mine can buy, 

No chemic art can counterfeit ; 

It makes men rich in greatest pCverly, 

Makes water wine, turns wooden cups to gold* 

The homely whktle to sweet musio^S strain 5 
Seldom it. comes, to few from Heaven sent. 

That much in little —all in naught— 

And if,” added he, glanctng almost imperceptibly at Mary Fenrhyn, 
** we have every reason to be content with what we have found, 
then, indeed, have we found Content,” 

” I shall Imve no chance with you at paradojfes ; so let us leave 
them and talk narish, which is more adapted to my capacity. 
What do you toink of Mr. Jowl’s clever expedient, now that 
Church-rates are abolished ?— dn every other Hunday § etilog up a 
coHeetion for apocryphal repairs in the church, «»r aug mentations 
to the beadle, or the belfry 5 or for vestry-meetiiigs In diseuss the 
feasibility of abolishing mildew and church uilee, or some other 
equally palpable and important measures 

mlty,** laughed Mr. Dethbndge, should not have 
pMd toy respeeit to you this evening lad I known that you 
intended to get tip charades;” .■ »■'* 

• ’“Otei«lesf’*'edioedMrs. 'Lewyti*^ 

; t>r do you not mean it for a charade^ Tkntiliiis^ to coh- 
Penelu^h a party in tills ' 

■’ *l>arllngio<nttsoaoftaadwldtej* • ■’ 

‘oohjure,n|i.#iicii fpch .cream, .su^h and 
dbi^yi'.omr ,i|iii:;lsr ai .and iwah,;;;% 

Mr. Jowl 'and 'his panowal s«r##4r«if^^ 





mt tie panel, notsr that we have irot into ymv charmkff grounds. 
Charley, old fellow, what are ym thinkiBg of, yoa lo& so very 
serious/' 

I was thinking,*’ said Charley, as he assiduously waded through 
a great wedge of plum cake, ** how much better it would be if there 
was no bread, only cake in the world ; now wouldn’t it ?” 

I’m by no means sure that it wmtU be an improvement to tbe 
present state of things. Now, for instance, how should you like to 
eat plum-cake with roast mutton ?** 

I think I should,'’ rejoined Charley, approvingly, discussing 
another piece of the cake, with his head on one side, the better to 
contemplate tie bit that still remained in hia hand. 

*'Oh, very well, you shall have some with your dinner to- 
morrow, Charley,** said Mrs. Penrhyn. 

“No, no!** cried that young gentleman resolutely, and even 
laying down the dibris of the cake which he stiU held, “ for if you 
my I may have it, I know it will be something that I shan't like, 
as you always play me those sort of tricks ; just as you did when 
I wanted to see how Jenkins's new mouse-trap was made, and you 
let my finger be caught in it.’* 

“ 1 always let you buy your own experience, Charley, for two ren- 
sons : first, because it is the only experience that is worth anything ; 
and next, because it is the shortest, though the roughest, road to 
all knowledge/* 

“ Ah I but you don’t do so to May and Linda. You always tell 
them beforehand, that things will hurt them, or be nasty, or what- 
ever it is.” 

“ That is because they are content to bdieve what I tell them ; 
but you are a little St. Inomas, Charley, and have no faith in any- 
thing but your own eyes and fingers.** 

“ Certainly,” laughed Mr. Lethbridge, “ there is a great deal of 
analytic chymistry in Charley’s researches. He is a perfect Hera- 
path at ferreting out even the fifty-thousandth particle of a grain of 
mischief, wherever it exists/’ 

Ah I well, you may laugh at me,” said Charley, sliding ofif of 
his chair, and standing up, doubtless on tbe principle of the over- 
crammed boy, who thought he could eat a Icctle more if he stood 
up ; “ but when Pm big I’ll write a book,” 

. *^What a vindictive young rascal you must fee, Chiodey, to 
threaten us with anything so dreadful I and what is your book to 
be about ?” said Mr, Lethbridge. 

“ Ob t about the Boatskinry and Barlingry of dogs,” said he, 
throwing his arms about Swiftpaw’s neck* “ But do ym know 
any stories about lions and crocodiles, and eagles and owb, and 
seals and monkeys, and things P And did you ever eat with them, 
and lie down with them, like the man that came with the big show 
to Mold last month I at^d did tli^y ever roar and scream at you 
like a rimni^^rtni as they did at him? Bid they, Mt. l4th- 
bridgeP* 
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Alas I mo, friend Charley, I never did : 

* Whatever Vre seen, required no witeh*s stertti-^ 

Slight deeds that nature could with ease perfoma. 

Audacious to purloin my flesh and Ash, 

No golden eagles hoppM into my dish ♦ 

Nor crocodiles, by love of knowledge led 
To mark my figure, left their ooajy bed ; 

Nor loaded camels, to provoke my stare. 

Sublimely whirVd like straws amid the air ; 

Nor, happy in a stomach made of steel, 

On roaring Sons have i made a meal/" 

They all laughed, and so, of course, Charley laughed, too. 

** No,” said Mrs. Penrhym, should thinlc, in these d^enerate 
days, Mr. Twitcher was the only Bruce reserved for such ax|>ioit8 T’ 
** Has he yet published that ridiculous book of his that Miss 
Kempenfelt callea Mow in Petticoats f* asked Mrs, 

*‘How can you prove yourself one of the profane vulgar, by 
thus evincing your ignorance said Mr. Lethbridge. *‘ For not 
only has he published that invaluable work, but he has got into 
Parliament, been to Scotland, and written*— or rather, is writiog— 
an historical novel, which he modestly says is far s^eripr to any 
of Scott’s — the subject being John Knox’s Night^uap, and the 
style no doubt suitably somnolent ; but, as it seems me was not 
appreciated more in Scotland than he is here, he hates and abuses 
the Scotch with a Hfty-Samuel- Johnson power; and I verily be- 
lieve, that as Peter Pindar wrote of the Boctor, we may with truth 
say of the Twitcher, that he— 

' Saw the too kind North with jaundiced eyes. 

And rode to Hawthornden*s fair scene by night, 

For fear a Scottish tree might wound his si^t ; 

And bent from decent c^donr to depart, 

Allows a Scotchman neither head ncr heart* 

Grant fiction half thy volumes of surprise, 

High in the scale of merit shalt thou rise. 

Htil! to Famous temple dost thou hoast pretension. 

For thine the ram ams of invention I 
And lo I amid thy work of labVing years, 

A dignity of ^otiam appears— 

A style that classic authors should pursne— '' . 

A style that peerless Katteifelto knew ! 

Thou dear man-mountain of discovery, run,* 

And make for Camtmmue fat^ fun.*" 

** A very good * abstract and brief ehrouicls * of Mr, Twitcher, 
truly," laughed Mrs. Lewyn. 

I see,’^ said Mary Penrhyn, with a look of such comcrete af- 
fection that even he could not desire more, "that you, Mr. Ldth- 
bridge, are as fond of Peter Pindar as tny poor HarcoUri if.^* 
**Yes; I am a great admirer of hla— more even Of the anti- 
httmbug of his nature, and its antagomstic n rinchile lo all w^rrillty, 
than '<?his talent" 

the seitant cam© to say that the car w^as coihe/ 

" Eobert," said Mrs. Lewyn, as the man Was aWitI' to dose the 
door, ask Sir Gregory’s coachman if he thinks he could take th< 







wHie peacaek I promised Miss Kempspfslt, t 0 -night. if not, 
Gil^ must take it ow to Baron’s Court in the morning ; but 1 
think it might go in a game-basket on the box.** 

** Good night, dear Mrs. Lewyn,’* said May and Linda, kissing 
the kind old lady ; “ and thank you for a most delightful day.” 

“ It has been such to me, my dear children, I assure you ; but if 
you really found it so, I hope you will convince me that you did, 
by coming soon again.** 

Oh ! I should like to come every day,*’ said Charley. 

** What 1 and leave grand-papa and all of us at Baron’s Court ? 
Thank you, Charley,*’ ^aid Mrs. Penryhn. 

Oh, np ! not leave grand-papa and all of you; only Aunt Charity 
apd lesaons,” 

And priaty,” laughed Mr. Lethbridge, ** which of the lessons do 
you class Aunt Charity with 

Oh I the spelling lessons, because they are the most tiresome 
of all,” said her unduiiful nephew, as he held back his head to let 
Mrs. Lewyn’s maid tie a handkerchief round his throat, it was 
very liri^ong, but a general laugh followed this speech, in which 
Cwley immediately joined, not having been aware till then that 
he had said a good thing. 

Mrs. Penrhyn having now hermetically muffled up May, they all 
tuok leavp of their kind hostess, who accompanied them to the hall 
doior. It was a lovely moon-light night ; so that two of the party 
at least', regretted that they could not walk home. No sooner had 
tliey driven through the lodge than, upon IMay’s remarking what a 
dear old lady Mrs. Lewyn was , — ** She is indeed,” replied Mrs. 
Penrhyn; **and therefore, Linda, I was both shocked and grieved 
at your ill-bred remark about the drawings in her album.” 

“Well, but, dear, they were, for the most part, shocking daubs; 
and besides, they were not her drawings— only bought things — or 
of course I should not have said what I did,” 

“ These daubs, as you call them, not only cost more, but, all things 
considered, are far more precious than many artistic ohef d cemres.'* 
“ Cost more !” echoed Linda in astonishment, 

“Yes; those datshs have given bread to many children, and 
rescued their parents from misery or crime. Some of them have 
cost as much as two and three hundred pounds each, under the 
^prefext of encouraging drawing talent. Mrs. Lewyn contrives to 
rescue her fellow-creatures from the abyss of u^nt, without humili- 
ating them by bestowing alms ; and so invests large sums in the 
^ ,,piirc^ej)f such daubs, aflfecting to have taken a violent faujpy to 
tbeii^ aia^ , Where she stumbles upon any work of real genius, she 
. , gets. it sold at, some London aucW that it may bring more than 
, afford to give. And though she has te very about 

her like a gentlewoman, you see bow very shabbily she dresses---^ 
one of her,9iaxip)S,b|ihg# that th< 5 ;price of a silk ffiresa wopld'^^btho 
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How like jtranrl-ptpt I Is it ii*>t sail Linda. ** Bnt/* 
ake, as tier e filled wuh tears, ** I ehall neiw ataiti nj^n tkal 
aHm'o of Mrs. Leivyn*a but with as much Werljace as If it ^erfe a 
bmk of prayers ’* 

“ And so it is,” said Mr. Lethbridste, of the bi|?best and moat 
acceptable sort; — that is,— of prayers realizei; for the Creator, 
like His creatures, tests the sincerity of words by deeds. The in- 
fernal rejjfions are said to be paved with good intmtwM^ from 
whence we may conclude that Heaven is domed with good actions. 
But what is so truly admirable in Mrs. Lcwyn is her perfect Scrip- 
tural Samaritanism, literally not letting her left hand know what 
her right does. There is no ostentation — no enm parochial pub^ 
licity -no making herself fassy and feared at National fiehooli^ 
no running after the church bell rather than the church book*^no 
confounding of solemnity with sanctity — no substituting the 
modern text and soup ticket for the aboriginal oil and tivo-pen<^, 
and, above all, no Missionary Mkzuzoths^ at her door^-posta to 
let all the world know the piety that dwells within. In a word, 
she does her duty in that state of life unto which it has pl'eascd 
God to call her, and is not for ever seeking occasions to trumpet 
herself out of it.’' 

‘^She has indeed,” said Mary Penrhyn, in every voay chottm 
the better part.” 

** Here we are at Baron’s Court. As it wants a quarter to ten,” 
said Mr. Lethbridge, looking at his watch, should not think Sir 
Gregory will be gone to bed ; and I want to speak to him before I 
go home.” 

<fWill you not sleep here to-night?” asked May; ‘^you know 
‘ Mr. Lrthbrzdgb’b room ’ is one of the woms of Boron's 
Court.” 

‘‘I know from long experience, that hospitality, kindness, and 
every other virtue reigns, at Baron's Court ; but I cannot avail 

* This name was given by the Jews to certain pieces of parchment tlnvt 
they fixed in the door-posts of their houses, according to Beat. ti. 0, and 
xi. 13 j where, that they should not forget the la#8 of Gon, it is said, 

** Thou shalt write them on the posts of thy house, and on thy To 

* dfil this command literally, and to avoid the scoCs and profanations of 
the wicked, the Rabbis taught that they ought at least to write it on paixdi- 
ment, and to enclose it in something ; wherefore they wrote it upon a 
square piece of parchment prepared on purpose, with a particular sort of 
ink, and in a square kind of character (Dent. vl. 4, fi, 6, &c.). ** Hear, 0 
Israel, the Loun our GoP is one Lord," &c. Then they left a little Space, 
and afterwards went on (Beut. xi. IS), ^^And it shall come to pass, if thou 
shalt hearken diligently to my commandments,*'* &c., as far a« ‘‘ thou She^lt 
-write them,” &c. After this they rolled up the parchment and put it into 
a case, and wrote on the end of it Suauai, which I# one of the name* hi 
God. They put it at the doors of their houses, chambers, and all ptsKSSts 
most freqa^nted ; they fixed it to the knockers of thfir -doofi, on the'iMt 
’Side, and etery timethey went in' and out they tocli^d it.,wi*h'thi. eniof 
one of thdr fingers, which they afterwards kiiled detontly* 



iiay^aH of $|iem aoy nior# tbi« eveiiing, as business awaits jne at 
borne; so IViU wisu you good nigbt Itere,” said be, shaking hands 
with theui all in the hall, and adding a low and fervent ** Go© 
bless you,” over the last hand he pressed. And then, having 
ascertained from Gidbrd that Sir Gregory was up and alone, he 
fotbwed him to the library. 


CHAPTER XXIX. 

THK BLICTRIC TELEGRAPH LETTER. THE CLOUD WITH A 

SILVER LINIMG, THE HEART WITH A GOLDEK ONE. A 

LAST GOOD night! 

“When OifiTord threw open the lihrary-door, and announced 
Mr. Lethbridge, the latter perceived Sir Gregory leaning on bis 
elbow, buried in thought, with evident and strong traces of dis- 
tress on his countenance, and his right hand resting on a letter 
that was open on the table before him. Mr. Lethbridge drew 
back, saying, ** Hear I interrupt you; i will call to-mprrow inorn- 
ing,” 

“ No, no ; pray come in 1 On the contrary, I’m glad you have 
come, Lethbridge, for there are times, that perhaps it is better for 
one not to be alone.” 

The curate looked at him kindly and inquiringly, and yet 
hesitated for some seconds before he ventured to give utterance to 
his sympathy and anxiety. At length he said — 

There are persons, my dear Sir Gregory, who, from ©ever 
having any solitary enjoyments, have no right to have solitary 
sorrows ; and you are one of them. I fear, nay, I am almost 
certain, that since I left you after dinner, something has occurred 
to distress you; and while, from having no right to pry into your 
aflTairs, I shrink from doing so, yet, in commtm with all who have 
the privilege of knowing you, 1 feel that I hate a right — if the 
sincerest friendship and esteem can give one — to share your affec- 
tions. Resent my ohtrusiveness if you will, but don^t, pra^ 
refuse to answer my appeal,” 

The old grasped the young man’s hand, and pressed it 
cordially within his own, while as he arose and walked towards 
the maniebpiece, he passed his own hand ovet his eyes. 

Cy Ik 0 m ? Lethbridge, what must be, will be,” sighed be, 
md then added, after a sboit pause, And yet, there’s no one df 
whose judgment I have a higner opinion than of yours ; or whoso 
advice I would rather take, or be decided by, when fhaliing 
between two opiilons and I am at this moment, I cah’didly 
loss to ynii* ip a perfed; of diiemniai. I bnw 

SALAH JUNG LmARY ” * 



iiiid feel, that in yieMing, l am walking into t|te pare 

of a villain, and tliat if 1 refuse, being cdmpktdy 
be can and will, not only spring a mine under me, but 
Tile young curate seated himself in an easy chair beside the fire, 
knotving that hie agitated companion would intuitively fpllow.his 
example and take the opposite one, (which he did) ; end having 
deposited his hat and cane on the table, he said-^ , 

Now, my dear Sir Gregory, let us see what can be ape, by 
holding a Mouee-and-Lion council. Knowing that there is only 
one villain in the world in whose power you can possibly bq, I 
take it for granted that you have received some fresh annoyance, 
touching the mortgage on Baron’s Court, from that vulgar pcrrep, 
J>ir Titaniferous 1 nompson ? And even before I knpw wnat it is, 
my unhesitating and uncompromising advice to you is, on. «o 
account yield lo any fresh extortion of his.” 

Sir Gregory shook his head, “ The worst of it is, tethbridge, 
that I have been in the habit of yielding to these extortions, not 
m much from any culpable weakness, as from the intption of 
lessening the amount of the capital ; therefore, whenever I cpuld 
by possibility scrape any monies over and above the stipulated 
periodical instalments, I have always made them over to him. 
Now this evening’s post brings me a letter from the shark, saying 
that he has had vei^ heavy losses and disbursements, ana that; if 
1 can, before the end of the month, let him have £4000 in ud^ 
vmcet instead of foreclosing the mortgage next year, when it 
expires, he will give me eighteen months’ more law.” 

“ On no account accede to this, my dear Sir Gregory,” said his 
young adviser, plunging the poker with as much vengeance into 
the midst of a large block of coal emitting innumerable jets of gas, 
and shivering it to fragments with as much unerring skill as if 
the poker had been a foil, and the coal the parvenu baronet, whom 
he was running through the body. 

“ I cannot — or at least I cannot without further sacrifices, which, 
for the sake of those poor darling children, I should be very un- 
willing to make, for there is no use in stripping the place and so 
preserving an empty shell for them, from which that vulgar 
sharper has extracted the kernel. And yet, on the other hand, if 
I do not, I know the wretch I have ip deal with will 

pounce upon us to the day — to the hour — -nay, to the very minute ; 
and were there nothing left but those poor oxphpns’ bonfp, those 
would he grind down in true ogre style * to make his bread*' " 

My dear Sir Gregory, a year, in the weaving of events,, k gn 
eternity; for Omnipotence only requires minutes to will,; dr to 
dissolve, worlds— to make or unmake destinies. Wait till 
Comes round, and then pay off what remains of thk ' 

But what if I can't I The residue is map thousand hun- 
dred, pouhdpi and, like Lear,^ J pm ptd,,npw»"ftnu thfre%e.hSife 
ho one to' lutp to fer.helh^. Kiiidrea’'|nd %i«nd^"’ the 



Ifijig #oce closfed ti}i 0 ii, &ai 9 , at my age, who lyauts either, liittst 
’«ee|/them there.**' 

With regard to kindred, It is the natural coarse of things that 
it shonld he so,” said the curate, his eyes glistening with more 
than their usual brightness 5 but hearts, my dear Sir Gregory, 
are Gor)*s meadows. Some, it is true, like the green ones of the 
outer world, are barren and unproductive enough, from want of 
the sunlight of a genial nature and the sympathetic irrigations of 
a Ghriatian one? but when they are rich and fertile, like yours, for 
instance, their crops are troops of friends ; apd, though like the 
s#eet clover of the fields, these may be, and are, mowed down by 
the inevitable sc 5 ’the, it is only to he succeeded by fresh ones — at 
least imt hferior to their predecessors. This is wy cdnvictionj 
- and I am almost selfish enough to rejoice even in a misfortune tb 
you, which affords me an opportunity of convincing you that this 
conviction is no idle theory/^ 

My dear Lethbridge,” said Sir Gregory, holding out his hand 
to him, ** I knew^ I could calculate on your sympathy and your 
counsel ; and, believe d#, I do not underrate either. And proudly 
and gratefully do I both acknowledge and accept, and I hope 1 
Peed npt add, reciprocate your Mendship. But when 1 talked of 
having no friends, the term was an erroneous one; I merely meapt, 
I had no contemporary ones to whom I could How apply, nor from 
whom I could accept pecuniary assistance.” 

Neither did I, my dear Sir Gregory,” said the young man, 
cordially returning the pressure of his hand, mean, when I spbko 
df friends, to offer you in your embarassment the arid glebe of a 
Curate*s friendship. Thank God, I am now in a posidOn to prove 
to you (though, compared with what I owe you, but wy slightly) 
the sincerity of my gratitude, and the unbounded esteem I enter* 
tain for you ; and I can with truth affirm, that this is not only the 
^rst, but the sole pleasure (as yet,) which this new page of life has 
given me.*’ 

Seeing that his companion looked mystified and inquiringly, he 
added, taking the electricTitelegraph letter out of his pocket — My 
reason for intruding on you to-night was tq tell you that this 
despatch, which I got at dinner to day, was to let me know tl^ 
poor Lord Aronby, whom I do not pretend to regret, ks I hjid 
never Seen him, died of apoplexy this morning.” 

' My dear fellow ! I congratulate you with all my heart.” 

‘‘ No^ not with ali your heart. Pray, my dear Sir G regory* 
waste Anything so precious on what is comparatively of so little 
value; for i want the whole of your good, kind, heart, to wish me 
joy on another subject, which is far nearer mine.” 

Agaih Sir Gregory looked up inquiringly. 

^*The fact is, to-day has been the day of my destiny; hpt f#r 
hkvihg^p'ut mein possession of i cqrcttiet and the' hw4. 
"''GlenhiheraCa^aie, nutfdr havhi|t'' 'given fee theheari'of'tfeife^'' 



iiw)8t ii#l6, and fcbe ino^t InveaW^ iwatnan that 
«aktedl. Tou may indeed now con^atulate me with all yoni* 
aye, and your sonl too, my <dear Sir Gregory, for I'm going to hfe' 
married.’' 

Going to be married !” echoed Sir Gregory, and, putting on a 
comical expression of countenance and pulling bis under jlip> be 
added — *‘ My congratulations must entirely depend upon wbp the 
lady is. Do I know her 

•*Te8.” 

** Well, or slightly V* 

“Intimately."’ 

“ Humph 1 I always, in conjectures, as in arguments, like to dis** 
pbse of the negatives drst, which pioneer the way as it were, to tb« 
positives. Therefore, 1 suppose I may safely assert, without fear- 
of contradiction, that it is not my sister Charity.” 

“ No," laughed the bridegroom elect, “ though it is some one 
Vjfcry like a Sister of Charity, as far as angelic goodness and a total 
abnegation of self goes, with an extensive^nowledge of how to be 
useful, as well as a boundless wish to be H.” 

“ Gon bless me I Not marked with the small pox— blind of an 
eye— a nose * like Mars, to threaten and command !’ apd inclined 
to prove to the world that moustaches are epicene, 1 hope 

“No, on the contrary; manners of the most enthralling gentle^ 
ness, with what would be the beauty of an angel-^rif she hgd not 
something better— that of a woman.” 

“ Oh 1 ‘vanity of vanities V Listen to the profane idolater. Is 
it because the peer has begun that the parson is to end $ or, as 
Mf. Jowl i^^uld anaihmatically express it, have you indeed for* 
saien the Ldan, and made to yourself idols of clay ?” 

“ No; no idolatry, either in the singular or plural, hut only a 
most holy sanctuary, wherein to keep my true faith for ever.” 

“Where? and who can it be?” mused Sir Gregory, and— 
remembering Mary Penrhyn’s oft-repeated warning — for a moment 
y^ay flashed across his mind ; but toe next the idea faded frotn it, 
aUo he sighed deeply as he thought how she was fading, too. 
Brides, had it been her, the curate would scarcely have announced 
his intended marriage as a settled thing without even asking or, 
consulting him. 

“ My dear Lord Aronby,” said he, addressing him by his new 
title for tlie first time, “ I lose myself Jo vain eoidectu'res, so must 
beg of you to solve the enigma you have propounded ; only hopit^, 
for your sake and uijr own, that your choice has fallen on np Xondoa 
Miss or Widow, ^ho, for the most part, as Brantdme laid of 
Marguerite de Valpis, et^ de ^aimterie m ageeiif fee 

l0fr min 

|l;, ah® has 'any resemblanee to ^Margumte de'Valoia. 
it |ihds Ffth Hub bekuty^ and the and not iirpthmf’il, 



Mie'k ^ {t«r ii for 1 irtily s&jr of fieri a< Marot did ef 
Mar^uertte— 

* Son ccenr constant, est pour beur, ou inalbeur, 

Jamais imp jgai, ni trop m^lanoollque.* ** 

^ 'flif mwe kHshly you thmw in the perfectians, the mere I am 
{ fer I knew of but om phmnix in this })art of the ^vorld } 
and had 5*011 eren moreot her, I should have felt eoijvirfced that 
your tfood taste and nice judgment could not haVe pansed her over* 
But, a« it ts, you seem to have kept out of her way,** 

Q»ri saitt* smiled the youn^ man; “ you know m «e r^tir€ 
pmt setuiet. But to end your sdspense,** added he* walkin|f 
to the table, and wHtinf on a sheet of paper which he banded tO 
Sit uregaty, ** here is the name of my hstri avis,” 

“ Mary Pettrhyn 1 I am, indeed, delighted, and do with all mf' 
b^rt and soul c^mgratulate you ! For a more Biter ed nature, if I 
may so express myself, a more finished excellence than hers I hayh 
rarely, if ever, met. The furnace-fires of affliction have truly left 
the ore of that golden heart juire and unalloyed. But do tell me 
all about it. After all, you must have been a sly dog to have kept 
tha matter so snug.** 

“ My dear Sir Gregory, that is an unjust accusation, for I assure 
you, yoh have been made aetjuainted with my happiness as soon as 
1 knew it myself,** And he here gave his attentively listenifg 
companion a circumstantial detail of all that had taken pl^e 
between him and Mary Penrhyn on that day, concluding With— • 
** And now, my dear Sir Gregory, I must trespass on your kind*, 
ness to tell her of Lord Aronby*s deaths and my sudden reoerre ^ 
fortune, which J have not yet bad the courage to do, as I haVe been 
hugging myself in the delightful certainty of her loving me for 
myself alone, as a poor penniless curate ; and it is only ibis fmf 
ebbing that, in ci0tttem5)laiing my possible Ubange of position, 
though spll supposing it far distant on the horizon of the futuril, 
she esrpressed a deep-rooted aversion, not to say disgust, to hgaiu 
feeing obliged fo mix in a society, Whole feollow selfishness, trucu* 
lent vice, sordid Corruption, and utter destitution of all those 
redeStnlhg (pjalities which Christiahity enjoins, and which Chrl#», 
tians profess, long ago weaned her from.** ^ 

** iShe is tight ; and all who have graduated in those same great 
tomples of vice and veiiality—our fashionable, political, and lltoriry 
hemispheie8---cannot, if one spark of truth Is left in them/'ffei' 
e'hdOfiie' her opiUiois, A certain Oxford scholar, one llaster! Ipjgu|ph^y; 
Was W'ont to boast that after he hid' mastered Aristotk fee Wi 0 
kimse^ d&wn'to the keels with the first 'aud second rlietmE%', 
of Tully. So I, tor one,, having mastoid Bnglish 
ipfethed myself doWn to the heels » thoiodgh kinowkdge'Ol^^, 
Ibafhaome hypitorisyhhdhthxcarafek;ikfit;'‘h^^ itlS'-OfW 
laws of necessity, that both cant mi ^e paratttouni 



W ^ state wbere fmpmnry is the onw tbing le^8late4 lya# 
Mauoiaoa^lJforship-^iinder the blasphemous sobriquet of 
tianity— *is the established religion of the country. For «uch a 
system, a shilling, and much more a, sovereign, will, of course, out- 
weigh a soul any day. Are Simpkins’s turnips tampers tyit^ by 
some hungry plougn-boy, the irate ‘ landed proprietor’ ipstantly 
fires off a letter to fke Times, generously disclaiming any care fpr 
his oum individual loss (?), but, in a fine plethora of patriotism, 
pointing out the incipient detriment such depredations may occa- 
sion to the Agricultural Interest ; when, lo I a thousand jrxotec- 
tionist pens leap from their inkstands to respond to thi^ i truly 
national anpea). But were Simpkins to have been cruelly ^pp^ievea 
by any of ms neighbours, or outraged by any member of iif family, 
and was ass enough to seek the sympathy or assistance of his 
fellow-creatures, he would be curtly tola by every nevfspaper 
editor in the kingdom that the public had nothing to do wifb 
affairs of a private nature ; for tangibly there is no involved 
in moral injuries, though, virtuklly, there is a great deaf, X^ere- 
fore if Smith’s daughter is seduced, it is legally and specifically 
stated that it is for the loss of her services that he is to be indem- 
nified 5 the wreck of the girl’s soul and body and peace of min<i 
being, of course, beyond the marketable point of view, and. con- 
sequently trifies of no importance whatsoever, aiid being merely of 
n^Hvatemd domestic nature, neither the public nor the legislature 
can be expected to feel the slightest interest in them. The same 
monetary principle reigns even in our conquests, for we never 
forget that we are a nation of shopkeepers. Wherever the Romans 
invaded they brought blessings, for in exchange for the arid soil 
that they captured they left a long broad track of civilization The 
modern Gauls do the same. Wherever they make barbaric con- 
quests, their first care is to do honor to the God whom they wor- 
snip, % erecting to Him temples in the strange land, and Imding 
its natives to His altars. We go to work after a more highwayman 
sort of fashion, and plainly tell the poor heathens that their Moa 5 ««y 
or their lives we must have; and as for all the rest, far be k from 
us to interfere with them; as free-born Britons, we should be 
sorry to meddle with the prejudices of fettered-born Barbarisua» so 
they are at perfect liberty to worship their idols of wood or of stone 
as long as mey like, we naviug but one idol aU the world oyer— to 
wit, the Sheffield pattern of the golden calf, found in the current 
coin of eyeiy country. Out of this intense and universal Mammon- 
worship it IS that, of course, ari^s our verbal virtue mi ptnetised 
vice, and makes of our criminal and civil code a farcicah social 
cobweb, constructed upon entomological principles, wherein smaU 
offimders get entangW and strangled, while the large, bulling, 
blus^i^, Miey, mue-hotde misereauts* break Ibrough elh iis 
nomln4 res(xaintsraiid|dl thcworM wk^ j 

True, and Ihm futdMioimion-w is wmeh 
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iriiilt tpttdom ambitidRs, aad made ptivata vica and nttar 
#ant ot principle a so^ pf diploma, as it were, to pabfic honors j 
for ambition, like every other passion, \i dual. In noble natures, 
It always aspires upwards ; whereas in mean ones it becomes the 
inost tihscrnpuions of all vices, whether it vaults from the tortuous 
stops df a throne, or springs from the prurient corruption of a 
dunghill; an extended cir^m^^rmce being its sole aim, of which 
sjELf is at once the paltry centre and the ^Itry limit. With such 
men, to sem is everything, to de, nothing. Their strongest desire, 
their unii|ue purpose, is to distinguish tnemsclves from the crowd ; 
they have an ««-intermitting fever to do whatsoever shall make 
them knoVm— that is, talked about«*--which is the small change for 
celtebtity^, ks the vulgar imagine that it pre-supposes a great capital 
of merit ; the object of such ephemeral charlatans! such tmtersib 
tradition, being co4ie»qn'iUcti4te to assert a powerful ascendancy 
hot only over the attention, but also over the opinions of their 
fellow men ; and this one aim absorbs all the energies of thiir 
intellectual, and swamps all those Of their moral, nature; for nO 
man, who, k la Caligula, erects a temple to himself, of which SELF 
is likewise the High Priest, ever yet thought that there was suffi* 
cieht room in the world for any one self. Therefore such men 
are ever ready with the blackest of extinguishers to put out the 
lights of oilers, unless it be some few farthing rush-lights, which, 
by their dim contrast, add to their own brilliancy ; to sOch, ind^d> 
they win gladly play the Mecaenas and the magnanimous 5 ev^ tO 
furnishing them with golden sconces for their small glimmering. 
The more I look back into the past, and round aboOl upon dm 
present, the more I fear that Nature is a niggard, and never can 
aechleve one great and uniform noble work without making a thou^ 
sand mediocrities, or monstrosities, to balance her lavishness. For 
instance — as we all preach for our own parish— to select a bright 
ornament from my own profession ; when, for example, Nature 
made Sydney Smith large in hin physique ^ larger in hk heart and 
mind, genuine in his goodness, original in his genius, Christian in 
his cond'^t, many-sided in his capacities, wise in his wit, witty in 
his wisdom, eloquent in his ethics, ethical in his eloquence, pious 
in hk practice, and unpharisaical in his piety— pray how many 
men, husbands, fathers, friends, authors, beam mprUs^ and pre-i 
lates, do you suppose Nature defrauded to endow this prodi^^ son 
of hers, who, unlike most favourites, it must be confessed, 
sSrved, ahld did credit to her partiality ?" 

Why, She certainly robheu to destitution,"’ laughed BiriJiegory, 
‘*iii framing the Incumbent of Combe Florey, more of all and each 
of the tdass you have mentioned than I should care to risk my head 
by cnuffieratittg, under the present ® OFPoeRAoy , Bui as the ny 
ml dte'lniqurtki risi.Ug':lice a d^lh-ladm midaria oed 
^ id^jUary of ouv toiontfMamm^n^Vmr*^ 



OH I I by thinWtf^ w m ^4 «o 

KjoUflruTiiil tlmt tb«y must and will right thema«lve« ; l©r tbe 
riage la#6 of England as they exist, and the happff ccmpl^ii whieh 
are their tesuH, may all he summed up and eandea^ed m one pithy 
eohplefc from The Nm Tale (fu fab^ 

^ Oh, dear I oh, dear! it's very clear 
They mn*t live to, hut (key daren*t let 

But to return to one of the blach-thoms of the 
tyhich graces, or, m mme are bernd enough to think, disgraces our 
charming social, gjietera— the received opinion that vice once gilt 
hecomcs rirtue ; and that ungild«4 tnarit, however aafalted, amoo*>t8, 
'M not to actual gilt, at least only to a ciph«r which can never naaho 
a igure j whicU'aystem it is that puts such men as Sir Ti^niferous 
Thompson into nne houses, and fills those houses with servile 
satellites. J?ow, my dear Sir Gregory, I have one great favour 
still to ask at your hands, in addition to all the innumerable ones 
1 have already received — it is, that you will hallow my accession to 
the r at of all evil, by allowing me to deal with this man when the 
mortgage expires/’ 

** I thank you, my dear Aronby, not a thousand times, but with 
a thousand hearts, for your generous kindness 5 but it is impos- 
aihle I I should think myself a secopd Sir Titaniferous, preying 
upon the inexperience of youth, could 1 bring myself to tako ad- 
vantage of your first ray of Fortune’s sunshine to bask in it/’ 

Oh, Sir Gregory ! Sir Gregory 1 I had hoped — I had believed 
in better things from you ; but your simile is as false as your de- 
licacy, for is not sunshine catholic and not contracted ? But I 
see with even the \mt and purest, the mildew pf mortal imperfec- 
tion may he found when circumstances call it forth. Re^tse our 
posittonsi and would ^ou not do that ? — aye, and ten times more 
for me. Ah 1 Sir Gregory, it is cruel and oSensive, to aay the least 
of it, to show me to plainly that you do not, even in so Irifiing a 
matter, think me worthy of being placed on a par with yon ” 

“My dear Eethbridge—let me still call yon so, for 1 i^all never 
love any other name so well,” said Sir Gregory, dashing away a 
tear — “ since you put it on Mat footing it is true ; for, thougli in 
this me© of Time, my lengthening shadow warns naj^ how 1 have 
distanced you in years, the light of experience show# me how far 
yoK have om-^stripped me in all the best and noblest virtues of 
which human nature is silently, activriy, and uuostentk^osly 
capable; and, tbemfore, it is to be feared that I never sbali Attain 
to the level, that is, to the height of your pedestal.” 

The ymmg man shook his head mournfully, and said, with a 
look of deep and unafiected disappointment, “Ahl my jim ^ir 
Gregory, .oomplim^tl And. not argnmonti dmi thank 
Bleaven” addbd h 4 sbddmJte Mghteoiii^^ y^nevfr bavS|et 
interfered beiwatii knChev pupSi, ym mimmi I# #aine 





fetgiti fb dd /toil kmw^T lioirw of bjeqbesti, 
llitt mouldy, gfave-girt generosity (?) wbicb caii never glVe from 
its roost aouudaut superfluity, but munificently leaves what it 
\annot take with it, ana, therefore, carrying out her peculiar views 
on this subject, if she likes to give each of her pupils ten thousand 
pounds a.pkce — which! know is exactly what she would like—- she 
shall have my cordial concurrence* and you can scarcely object to 
their subscribing three thousand a*piece to settle Sir Parvenu 
Thompson’s claims. So that’s all right,” laughed he, snapping his 
Angers, as the amiable Mr. William mtner did, when informed by 
Newton that a grain of strychnia left ho traces after death. 

Blit the old man did not laugh ; he fairly burst into tears and 
coveted his f^e with one hand, while he extended the Other to hlfi 
companion, and said — 

^*1 am not ashamed of these, Lethbridge; let them thank you, 
for words canUot. But— but— noble and generous as you are, one 
can’t, one don’t accept such presents—^ — ” 

** Oh, yes one doi s 1” replied he, his handsome face now radiant, 
as he nearly shook Sir Gregory’s hand off*. “ Only, one accepts 
them, as Tacitus tells us the Germans receive, or used tO recfdve 
presents, and give them too, without any reciprocations of gratitude. 
You owe me none, 1 assure you, and though, judging by the im- 
mense amount of unalloyed happiness I feel, 1 suppose f ought to 
owe you a great deal, yet 1 don’t or mean 1 have no in- 

tention— of paying you, but will go on being in your debt till the 
end of the chapter, to prove that I enter upon my new dighlty with 
a proper sense of what is due to my order. And yet look 'what I 

owe you, and even that dear, detestable, ugly, vulgar, vicibui, 
iWindiing sharper, Sir Titaniferous Thompson I as but for him, 
and bis doings, I never could have had an opportunity of giving 
Mary more pleasure tbun all the Aronby diamonds, or all the heir- 
looms of Glenomcra Castle pul together, I know, ever will give 
her. But I must have it all en r^gle ; all sealed, and signed ; dr 
else I slmll wake to-morrow morning (if, indeed, I sleep to nighi) 
thinking it all a dream, too good to be true, too happy to last. So 
how, my deal" Sir Gregory, not another word,” added he, hurryiti 
him ovbr to the Writing-table, pressing him <|pvvn into the crow 
with both hands on his shoulders, and placing a pen in hi« 

crown all your goodness by writihg to that rascally ifeHow 
Exactly What I shall dictate— — ” ' 

/ ' ^ But,' 'iny dw Ikthbridgfe — 

^buis,’ toless, indeed, you like to tnake a butt of 
Titaniferous. _ ' ; 

}ir0tti|4of* k th®' 






Baron's Coiir^ beingf fully prepared to meet all your Just demands 
at the expiration of the mortgage^ 

** I have the honor to he, Sir, 

• Your obedient Servant, 

“ Geegory Kempenfblt. 

*‘To Sir Titaniferous 'fbompson, Bart, M*P., 

/‘Dunnington Bouse, 

, Hyde Park, 

« ** London/’ 

** There 1 now when sealed give it to me, and let me put it mta 
the post myself: or, like the ^ddren, I shall never feel sure tot 
it is gone/’ 

“ Oh ! I^thbridge, am I waking, or am I sleeping!’’ 

** It is fit for all good people by this |irae to be the latter j but as 
I shall have to go to London soon, and'^it may be some time before 
tbe poor curate of LIylisfern, your domestic chaplain-in-ordinary, 
has tbe happiness of reading prayers for you again, we will have 
them now/’ and so saying, in order to prevent Sir Gregory uttering 
a word, he rang the bell, which, being ans\vered — 

“ Gifford/’ said he, “ Sir Gregory wishes to have prayers in the 
library to-night/’ 

“Very good, Sir; do you sleep here to-night, Mr. Lethbridge?” 

“No, I rrnist return home; so have the goodness to let Miss 
Kempenfelt and the servants know immediately, Gifford.” 

And soon the whole household came pouring in, with the ex- 
ception of May, Linda, and Charley, who were all gone to bed. 

“Not a word about Lord Aronby’s death to-night,” said his suc- 
cessor, in a low and hurried voice to Sir Gregory, as Miss Charity, 
Mary Fenrhyn, and the rest of the houselmld entered, liis voice, 
at all limes deep, mellow, impressive, ana beautifully modulated, 
was peculiarly so on this night; for it almost seemed, in the 
tempore prayer with which he invariably concluded the stereotyped 
devotions, as if the angel who had brought him so many glad 
tidings on that day still lingered in hk heart, as in a holy place; 
and as he spoke those solemn things, telling them how thin was the 
barrier between hlaven and eartb, the mingled feeling that thrilled 
through his wor^s was as the duttering of wiatanpFs silvfifr wings, 
attuning his every thought to Goo, and purifying them from 
earth’s corrupting leaven. “ My dear friends,” said he, in con- 
clusion—** whatever your cares, your sufferings# or your fears, or 
even your joys and your hopes, cast them on Him who ctoeth for 
you. A great sorrow we cannot bear without liis gracious help, 
and a great joy jwe have no r%ht to, till we have offered its 
ffrsl-fruits, the outpourings of a gW spiriti lo IJim who gave it,r- 
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N ; f wino hHs the hmble daii^ pass 

From wiijiter*s sleep to dtek otir grai«e ; 

And who with verdure clothes the grass, 

And still upholds the life He gave ? 

The Lord of iife> the fifrass, the flower. 

He quickened, and will sustain ; 

And by the same Almighty power 
Our dust shall rise again/ 

Good night I God bless you V* said he, to all and each, shaking 
hands with them, as soon as the servants had left the room ; and 
as Mbs Charity was deaf, and busily through h»|* eye-glass inves- 
tigating the name of a newspaper on the table,* hnd Sir Gregory, 
being troubled with an unusual suffusion of the eyes, had turned 
towards the fife-place to hide it, the Curate of Llylisfern contrived 
by a dexterous piece of legire-de-main, that would not have dis- 
credited “The Wizard of the North,” or M. Robin, to seiste Mary 
Penrhyn’s har4d, and in imprinting a noiseless kiss upon it, mur-» 
mured— 

** Felice notte, a revederle tante cara 1” 


CHAPTER XXX. 

SHOWING HOW THE CITRATE-PEER REVENGES HIMSELF ON 
THE REVEREND JABEZ JOWL. THE DEPARTURE. 

To attempt to arrest the flight of happiness, the warp of whose 
wings are of the thinnest ether, and their weft of the rainbow's 
lines, is about as wise as the idiot, who, the poet tells us, on 
coming to the river’s side, stayed waiting for the water to pass on, 
and so leave him a dry passage ! 

— i ** at ille 

Lahitur, et labetur in onim uolvhdis (mum** 

For still the river runs on, and on, for ever; and still Happiness 
eludes the grasp of those who would retain her ; and the brighter 
she has made the spot on which she has alighted for a moment, the 
darker and colder is the shadow cast by her receding form, as it 
loam itpwards to its only abiding-place. 

A month had elapsed since the news of Horace Lethbridge’s ac^ 
cession to his cousin’s titles and estates had reached Baron’s 
Codrt; and the jOy that seized upon all the young, and semi- 
detached young ladies of Flintshire and the three adjoining counties 
at tMs intelligence, was soon dispelled by the ciuickly succeedit^ 
news ^ hie engagement to Mrs. Penrhyn j or, as she was desig- 
nated in the Vomtg dkronick, by the aforesaid SpinsteroGriii^t 
Hat 4^jfigning gomm^s of Gregory Kempmfelvs,*' 
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Meanwhile, so callous wer© the 6eslguiti|? f oyeriieife© au<! the nm 
peer to both the opinions and the on dUs of that and the sur- 
rounding ilks/’ that they never even bestowed a thought upon 
them, but were as happy, and sufficed as completely to thetnselves, 
as if the population of Paradise had never increased beyond the 
first man and woman, and that they had been that man and that 
woman. “ Can the Ethiopian change his skin, or the leopard his 
Spots?” are world-old questions that still remain unanswered, as 
far as any affirmative demonstration on the part of either of those 
individuals goes ; but the Rev. Jabez Jowl soon gave evidence that 
the parson cm change, or rather doff his prejudices, however in- 
griuned, when even a lord tempcral is in the case, for he became to 
3ie pi deeanf poor curate of Llylisfern, not only civil, but servile* 

Qvia aZUer esse not^ potuet, 

As the Roman Historian somewhat exaggeratedly expresses it, 
touching Cato's virtue ; for though as we have seen, generally Con- 
fining himself to “ Mosses/* and thopro/f/s of his fat living, yet in 
favour of the new Lord Aronby, the reverend gentleman seemed to 
be quite of the opinion of Melchior Canus, who, with regard to the 
strength of human testimony in some cases (which he did not be- 
lieve to be infallible), defines it thus ; “ Those things are certain 
among men, which cannot be denied without obstinacy and folly.” 
And in like manner, though Mr, Jowl by no means considered the 
unanimous testimony of three parishes to the Christian virtues of 
the curate of Llylisfern as infallible, yet he was quite willing to 
look upon, and bow down to, a peer of the realm, as one of ** those 
things among men, which cannot be denied without obstinncy and 
folly.” So, all unknown to himself, the reverend gentleman agreed 
with Aristotle, how unreasonable it is to expect the same kind of 
proof for everything ; and consequently, though the most allopathic 
evidences had failed to convince him of the merits of an orthodox, 
liberal- minded curate, the most homoeopathic globule of prudence 
had soon mad© him so sensible of those of a liberal-Aonded lord, 
that had the latter even thought fit to ask his daughter. Miss 
Eerenhappucb Jowl, in marriage, her sire would not have withheld 
his consent, tnore especially as she was far from being, like her 
namesake. Job’s daughter, the fmrest woman in all the land,” 

But the curate peer, in “ setting Ms house in order” before he 
quitted his little parish of Llylisfern for ever, conrintied to fyead in 
the same sheep-walk among bis fold that he had ever donei lor, to 
a mathematical expression, which better expresses our meabliig 
than any other, — Christianity, as enjoined by Christ* 
nmik,* ha never deviated from the height and iMe to whi^h it had 
raised himj therefore -the icmly diference that hif ,old or 

line, witheal'ahy ^ 



youlig |>a?%|jieiier« co^ld perceive in bim since bis accession nf 
worldly bdnoya wast with tbe will, bad now come the power, 
lb relieve their neceashies i so that in most instances, the prayers 
and hopes he had before only taunht them, he now realized* And 
In order to leave no score nnsettled, he presenter! Mr. Jowl’s eldest 
son with the living of Gienomem, worth about £600 a year, now in 
his ^ft. But though all these coals of fire heaped on the Rev. 
^hezi Jowl’s head, by no means appeared even to singe his hair 
(probably because, from his love of what he called $pmMng the 
Mgyptims, he had Insured that edifice by rubbing it with a pre- 
paration of asbestos), yet certain it is that they did kindle a very 
gloadng gratitude in the heart of Jabez the younger, who felt it 
deeply, though he expressed it awkwardly, for had he not been 
brought up on true Anglo-Saxon, noli me tang^ri principles (?), to 
religiously believe that-^ 

When a good manner appears, good sense retires.” 

But the kind cordiality of his patron’s manner, the hospitable and 
primitive way in which he went to the side-closet, in the room 
where the curate of Llylisfern was wont to kef p bis little store of 
port wine for the poor, and tent for the Sacrament, and with his 
own hand filled out two glasses of the former, that he might, as he 
said, drink the health of his new rector, and the delicate way in 
which he wrapped up advice in the pronoun we,” and diluted 
censure in generalities, quite thawed the pent-up feelings in the 
poor young man’s long conventionally ice-bound heart ; and they 
at length came gushing and bounding forth in an irrepressible 
torrent. 

The fact is, Mr. Jowl, said Ijord Aronby, stirring the fire, 

we English are rather too oysterish, and live too exclusively in 
our shells ? and this disease of exclusiveness does not always en- 
gender pearls. Now what you and I must do at Glenoraera is, to 
mk with, and cultivate all classes ; for there is no use in prmch<^ 
mg to the people unless we practise with thm; and it is a great 
mistake to suppose that charity and Christian benevolence are 
things like coals and blankets, to he distributed solely among the 
poor I the often misnomered “rich” crupper classes are frequently 
with their broken hearts, and ship. wrecked fates, their pacUocked 
sorrows, and their unlegislated-for moral wrongs, as great* 
gnd sometimes /ar greater objects for Christian charity and actim, 
sympathy, than are the lower orders, with their easily ministered- 
to material wants. It is true, that in selecting for our work these 
far njtore perilous plague-wards of private and, it may be, unsuSf^ 
peded wretchedness, our names are neither proclaimed from the 
minarets, nor echoed in the marts ; but they are known in Heaven, 
and' registered in Gon’a Eternal Book. Depend upon it, my dear 

ihat to concepirate ourselves m self, is to corrode ourselves i 
th difife m, ta> spread oursidfei out as mueli ii 





K ibk ovtr the joys aad torro^rs of mr fellw*cttattir«t^«JO 
sh away, as much as may be, beneath the pure %hlof heairefi, 
all our original blemishes and diecoloralaons, and to peiisetioiiite 
our mortal tissue, as far as it is here capable of being periecled. 

There is an old play of Cyrano de Begerac’s called Tke Mock 
j^edant,** added he, lowering his voice, and looking towards the 
door with a w^aggiah smile — “which, as the Hector of Baron’s 
Court is not here, I may perhaps venture to quote j wherein he 
says, ‘ Men are vain, full of contempt, and cobsequently unjust, 
whenever they can be ao with impunity. For which reason, all 
men imagine that on this globe, there is no part of it ; in this part 
of the earth, no nation ; in the nation, no province ; in the pro- 
vince, no city ; in the eity, no societjr, comparable to^^irs. Tney 
think themselves superior to all their acquaintance 5 and, step by 
step, surprise themselves into a secret persuasion that they are the 
drst persons in the universe.’ Now the more we narrow ouf indi- 
vidual or our nadonal sphere, the more strongly do we rivet the 
sharp pivot round which revolves this ridiculous and repulsive 
illusion ,* and all in avoiding others, we become objects to be assi- 
duously shunned ourselves, as misanthropical solitaries. Now, on 
tlm contrary, look at a man of large sympathies 1 of a cosmopolite 
heart, and of a high intelligence. Unfettered by local and con- 
ventional prejudices, and thoroughly filtered from every dreg of 
selfishness, like Sir Gregory Kempenfeit, such a man is one of the 
viceroys of Providence, whose acts are his credentials. I do not 
for a moment presume to think that, do our best, we shall ever be 
able to equal this great good man, at Glenomera ; but at all events, 
it will be no small merit if we endeavour to emulate him. And 
now, not to detain you longer, I will give you a line to Mitford, 
the steward at Glenomera Castle. I cannot tell you what sort of 
person he is, never having seen him myself yet ; but as I undern 
stand my predecessor was perfectly satisfied with him, 1 haye con* 
tinoed him in ray service.” 

And, as lord Arotiby turned to the w'riting-table to indite this 
letter to the steward, his grateful ftoUgi could not help thinlring, 
as he studied the real beauty of holiness that illumined b% sttm- 
ingly handsome and intellectual face, that his own heart and aonl 
had expanded more, in his short intercourse with this practicid but 
mprofeumg Christian, than it had done in the whole four-and* 
twenty years he had been systematically, and periodically, Hetenipg 
to his father’s orthodox and ready-made spiritualities i[?), alljbough 
the reverend gentleman preserved, for the special use of hip own 
family, an old Stemhold-and-Hopkins Prayer Bo^, bound ju blact 
leather, with brass clasps, which had belonged to an 
his, one Heaekiah Ap Jowl; and in reading the Psalms of ine dky 
and evening, he always he 0 h at tiie heginninf of Ala precious 
relic, so that after innumerabte sonorous,^^^^^®^^^ ^ W atmrtlitig, 
** ahems !” Ae preamito of Aa family prayers mviriabiy 1^^ as ful* 
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F&imftmiUm, for the immedkie warninf and 
edlimtion of his own hdueehold* not Jetting tliein off one letter of 
the ‘^kriows” ^tie-page, hat thundering out— 

f V Ahem !” 

'*THB WHOLE BOOK 


PSALMS, 

COLLECTED INTO ENGLt8H METER 
BY 

Thomas Stern ho ld^ John Hofkins, 

AND OTHERS. 

Set forth and allowed to he sung in aH ChurcheBof all the people together 
before and after Horning and Erening Prayer^ and also before and after 
sermons ; and moreover in private houses, for their godly solace and com- 
fort ; laying apart all m>godly aonyn and baUads, whim tend only to the 
nomishing of vice and corruptmg of youth, 

James t. 13. 

If any be afliicted let him pray ; and if any be merry let him sing 
Psalms, 

CoLos. iii. 16. 

Let the word of Gon dwell plenteous in you, in all wisdom, teaching, 
and exhorting one another in Psalms, hymns, and spiritual songs, singing 
unto the Lord with grace in your hearts. 

London ; 

Printed fob the Company of Stationers* 
mdcct/* 

The lines about songs and ballads tending only to the nourisli- 
ment of vice and corruption of youth we have italicised, to shew 
the peculiar stress, enaphasis, ana importance, the reverend gentle- 
man attached to them ; while be finally wound up the exordium by 
imploring them to have grace in their *ort$, for so he always called 
hearts," no doubt thinking that, as we are told, the heart is de- 
ceitful above all things, * *arts* wag the more correct reading* 

liOrd Aronby having finished, sealed, and directed the letter to 
the steward of Glenomera Castle, rose and gave it to the new in- 
cumbent of that living, saying, with a smile, ** I have told Mitford 
to see that you have a warm reception at the vicarage ; but I can 
give you no insight either into your parish or parishioners. As for 
me, O|miomera only begins with my own accession to it, though I 
cojiCWe it must have been created before, upon Lucretius’s plan of 
supposing the pr^existence of the world to the Theban war-— 

. . — r— Si Balk fttifc genitalii; origo 

' . ' Terrarnin et cceh, sempergua mterna fiiere ; 

/ ' ' " ' Chr BUbPB belluitt Thehanum et fomth Trbjie, 
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It if ullfrl^ il^l>a»wbk for m%** iai 4 tl|« yo^og mn* ^th 
ixbcli euftcii^ok, sis hi took ifee letter, Ui cx|ire«s tke j^atitaof 
I feel for your lordskip^a bencficeuce aud geiiero8Hy---a geoirotity 
aft tbe greater for beitig so totally unexpected, aid, I grieve to say, 
ttideserved, at your hands.” 

“ * Render unto Cses^r tJiie things wkich are Cesar's, and upto 
^OD the things that are Goi>*s.* And gratitude is, for aRhlessings 
or benefits, alone due to Him ; and the best way of evincing it is in 
eft things doing His will, as far as in us lies ; and when He sends 
US blessings, sharing them, gs far as possible, wiili our less for- 
tunate fellow-creatures as His instruments, I am very willing not 
only to accept, but to reciprocate, the goodwill you feel towards 
me. And now,” added he, shading his new vkar coi^ially by 
the hand, “ farewell, and do weft ; I dare say I shall be at Olenoinera 
as soon as you, for, having arranged aft my affairs here, I shall go 
to liondon on Monday, and then into Herefordshire the week 
afte r - "—"-"* * 

As he was still speaking, a groom, in the Kempenfelt ftveiyr, 
galloped past the window, and the next moment a note was 
brought to him. It was from Mary Penrhyn, and ran as 
follows I— 

“ For Heaven's sake come over immediately ! I am so wretched 
—so agitated — I scarcely know what I write. Our dearest May is 
visibly fading, like a dissolving view, before my eyes. I have 
dreaded this a Jong time, and yet the blow stuns me, now that it 
has fallen. The old man’s tears, the angel-smile of the young girl, 
put on already, are more than I can bear. Oh 1 Horace, I knew — 
I felt — that wc were too happy, happier than mortals have a right 
to be; but this— this — is, indeed, paying too costly a price for it. 
Quick I quick 1 she wishes to receive the Sacrament from 

“ Ever your own, 

Without a word, he setaed his hat, and mounting the |j;room'a 
horse, galipped back to Baron’s Court. The sky Was of a dull 
gloom, nut not a breeze was stirring 5 as if Natute herself kept in 
her uniyeifsal breath while that pure young spirit was pai^sbg up- 
wards to its eternal home. As he roue, or father shot like a flash 
of lightning, through the village, every cottage door was filled with 
mourners^ old and young, the womep with their apromi; to their 
eyes, the men with folded arms, and the children with #i4e di«* 
tended eyes, looking inquiringly up to both; for thoa|h Mky had 
risen that morning without any apparent increase of ff^'lpsidloiis 
malady# suddenly* within, 'the last two houte, 
like the/|l%e^|.i man expiring lamp, bad'.f|yi«t erilehch'tEat it 
was about to go” out I and as' the groorn ban {passed ttodugh’the 
village, on his'iw.'to Llyliste^, la, .had |ai''tSmg8. 

On arriving ,at 'Qunft#' tla 'ftfll'wiW' :''«bd ho 

servant greeted' hliii huhi'lli'IPig. If thi IPSat ataimase, he 
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tti« |ai|$ry tMo!iged> atid not onis, dtoMM in 

t^rL 

‘'** 1 x 1 tjie amber breakfest-ii^om, my lord,’" sobbed Oratit, who 
bad been sent out of the room from tbe loudness of Her uneon- 
trollabk grief. He opened the door gently — ^noiselessly. In a 
bigb*back«d chair reclined the shad oi?i^y form of the fair buman 
blossom, i(^bo was now rapidly shedding her leaves of ieeiliig life, 
bke those of the sweet fair flower whose name she bore. Her head 
was leaning on Mary Penrhyn’s bosom— one small shadowy hand 
her grandfather held in both his ; Linda, and Charley, were kneel- 
ing beside her — both drpwned in tears ; and poor aunt Charity for 
once forgot all her bodily ills, as she leant over the chair, braVing 
bronchitis, without a shawl, — so totally absorbed was she in thk 
great grief. The dying girl turned her eyes towards the hew 
arrival as he entered, and murmured “ Thank Gon !*’ He imme- 
diately knelt down beside her, as did they all, (with the exception 
of Mary Penrhyn, on whose bosom she still leant,) and began to 
read in his sWeet, impressive, but now faltering voice, the Service 
for the Sickj adding, as was his wont, a short extempore prayer Of 
his own, taking for his text the 25th Psalm, l6th verse — 

** Turn Thee unto me and have mercy upon me, for I am desolate 
and afflicted,” 

But ihmt was for those who remained ; and having told how 
onlv the pure in spirit shall see Gob, he cast a look full of hope 
and exultation at the departing angel, saying a« he rose Up— • 

H mine, saith the Lord of Hosts, in that day when 

I make up my jewels.”* 

And then, all things having been placed ready for the Sacra- 
ment before his arrival, he administered it to her. 

You are cruel to mourn,” said she faintly, trying to look iround 
on them all, but finally resting her eyes, with their fast fading 
light, on her grandfather’s pale, heart-stricken face ; “ very cruel 
when I am so happy.” 

** My child ! my darling !” faltered the old man, ** I moto*tt that 
1 am such a loiterer. I should have gone before ' — — ” 

** Does not Gob know best ? So you have always tought me,” 
said she, pressing hia hand, and then, after a pause, and WOthir 
eflort, she said — 

**^And Linda, dear Linda! and my little Charley,— thiejr will 
comfort yoii^ graad^pspa, till we all meet again, where there Is no 
inore nartthg* no more tears. And Auut'uiarity, ask her to for^ 
give toe for stU I have ever done to disfflease her/' 

Sir Gregory drew her forward, she saw the moVetoent of Mtfu 
lips, she coiild not hehr her Words, and yet it Steemed as if they hhd 
found their way to her heart, for she burst into a fresh paroxysm 
of dying girl Bieh held oto: her hahd to bito who had 

' ' ' " ' 
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tai^lil l««r &lt€r iUngs Ibali Hebrew-^©m ill© kngiiag© ijf 4lili 

Heave© to wfeieb slie was ntm hasie^mg— pladng ii VbSfii© 
tbebaaii of Mary Peothyoi *‘ Go© blesa yo^ wh !" 
abej aod as soom as I am gone, dcatost Mrs. Feorbyo, Ib^re is a 
packet you will find in my desk ; read it, and — and--*—” bnt kero 
a alight spasm stopped her speech. When it had passed she once 
more opened her languid eyes, and said, **Goo bles^ you all f ’* 
These were her last words, and those deep, loving eyes, Which 
Wd never opened but to bless or tp be blessed, now closed 
for ever J ' ' 

A piercing shriek escaped from linda.^ 

^*May! May! come back I*’ cried she, passionately, or rather 
convulsively, clasping her sister's lifeless form ; ^* come hadk, for 
I emino^ bear itl’^ 

Linda r* said the young clergyman — as the tears streamed 
down hk own cheeks — ^forcibly drawing her away, ** do yon know 
that you are blasphemously contending with Goo ? The burdens 
Be imposes we must bear ; the blows He deals we must mt resist. 
Kneel down and pray with me, that He may fill up this great void 
with mercy ; even His mercy, which is peace and hope, 'fhe peace 
which none can trouble, is now hers j let the hope that we may be 
worthy to rejoin her, be ours,” 

“ Gon bless you, my darling,” said the bereft old man, imprint- 
ing a last kiss on the pale beauty of that now rigid face ; ** it cannot 
be long, at all events, before we meet again.” And he took poOr 
Charley up in his arms, who was not crying, only staring and cold, 
and looking exceedingly frightened s and as they left the room, the 
child clasped his grandfather silently round the neck, and his 
young golden hair mingled caressingly with the silver locks of the 
other, as he whispered — 

But will May never come hack then ?” 

* # * * * ' * 

That night, Mary Penrhyn, with a sort of cruel self-torture, from 
a morbid feeling, as it were, to still commune with the gentle 
spirit that she so loved, opened the packet that May Egerton had 
left sealed u^ directed to her. On doing so, she found a small 
ivory and sandal-wood Indian box, containing a long string of 
£ne pear-shaped pearls, with a large emerald between each, which 
had belongea to Mrs. Egerton. Besides this, there was a small 
miniature, in a plain setting, which, to her great surprise, was a 
beautiftiHy done copy bf her own miniature of HmtiOiirt. Be- 
wildered and additionally distressed, it fell from hejf itands, and 
seeing a letter in poor Mayk ^vriting, addressed to herself, she 
hast^ and tremblingly broke the seal. H bcgan*--’ 

‘‘Peiwesl'Mrs. Penrhyii, , 

Ever kind and ladulfeitl, as yod have beeh to 
me, ai^er dear grand^papa, my best anl triid cimticllldr a#d ffls^d, 
from whom I nevernad a seciet but mm, even yob Utitie 
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I kiiowr pn wil {if fw 4^ not cou- 

d«fi«4t«8 8©rii9us, fault)# yet pity mi forgive me; for this 
«efii 5 ^t oyeu ^(m &kaU uever till I am where reproof cauuot, 
b|it par4on reach me* It wae all verv wrong I fear, au4 very 
fpblisli ,1 knovK.; but indeed, I could not help it. How can I tell 
it you); but yes, when you read this, you cannot see either my 
Wufbef, my tears, or my regret. Here then is my confeesion. 
From the first day you came to us, I admired that picture of your 
s<^ii# for I tnougfat it the most beautiful and loveable face I had 
ever seen ; then you read out his letters as they came, and praised 
him incessantly, as the noblest and beat of Goo’s creatures. I 
prayed night and dav that bo might be preserved through all Che 
dangers he was ever braving ; first for your sake, and— and— ^then 
for my own ; for I soon found I thought of nothing else ; every 
night I cried; myaelf to sleep, thinking over the horrid accounts of 
those dreadful battles we read of in the day, and fearing that every 
post might render them even more horrible to you and to me; in 
short, what had begun in dreams and castle-building, ended in 
becoming not only a part, but the chief part of my existence. 1 
had always longed for a mother — I thought how I should like to 
be 2 /our daughter — a thousand times I was on the point of opening 
my heart to you, and telling you all my folly, but was deterred by 
the fear of the bad opinion it would give you of me; knowing 
what a disguist you had to anything like forwardness in a woman j 
and what would — what could you think of my loving a person# 
not. Only who did not care for me, but whom I had never seen. 
Still,,! went on in my folly ; and when we sent the frame of your 
miniature to London to be re-set, I kept the picture and copied 
it ; and having obtained it, I wore it night and day, till the letter 
came filled with your son’s love for Lady Florinda Andover, whom 
I had heard you say was so beautiful, and who is, as he says, so 
truly worthy of his love. TAen it was, 1 for the first time was 
awakened to my worse than folly ; for if an avalanche had fallen 
on me, I could not Lave felt more completely, more irremediably 
crushed; life and hope at once seemed to drop out of tlie frame- 
work of my e.xi8tence, like some costly jewels from their, setting, 
leaving i^othing but a wide unsightly space. Everything became 
distasteful to me. I quarrelled with the very stars and fiowers, 
for I used to fancy, silly fool that 1 was, that Ae looked at me 
throiigh the one, and breathed on me through the other* But at 
lepgth 1 rouised myself; I took off his picture, and 1 put it away 
forever; for it would have been a sin to love a man that was to 
be atmCLer woman^s husband. Then, for dear grand^papa^s sake, 
for my poor Linda’s# and Charley’s, and for yours, 1 would have 
given the world to have sprung back into my former sell, and 
l>een Ae Wfiy ^ M4 been, willi this follyhorkd for ever in my 
Iste#. I’hen do^not^eve forin^'.#eatfst 
'fo** rememhtr Lam gpmmme $iU 
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«ye #0 oiay pity llie 

l>eaii(Si y<m will liijd with this wci*® lijr podir wiiotht^^s ; l^sth 
to ymr son, and ask him to heg his beautiful Florinda to wear 
them bn her wedding-day. Tell him that the donor prayed that 
they might both he happy ; hut do not tell him, or any one else, 
my folly 5 and, above all, do not tell it to poor darling grand-papa, 
as I know it would greatly add to Ms sorrow 5 but fon may tell it 
to your second self; for I should gnMitly like my old master, if 
Over he leaves his fine castle to pay poor LlyHsIcm a visit in the 
spring of the year, to plant a sprig of my namesake flower on my 
grave, in the little old churchyard of ^ear Barones Court, under 
me great yew-trees where I wtsh to be buried, instead of in the 
tnau8ol6um,'wbere Pm sure I could not even moulder freely ; this 
branch of May will do for my epitaph. And now, good bye, and 
Go» bless you, dearest, kindest, and best Mrs. Peurhyn. I leave 
to dear liinda, grand-papa, and my little Charley, all the love and 
Oare you used to bestow on your 

** Grateful and affectionate, 

"May Ko%!ft*roK. 

Baron's Court* Dec. 12th, 1855.” 

This letter, which was dated three days before her death, fell 
from Mary Penrhyn’^ hands. 

” Oh V" cried she, in an agony of grief, f^dling upon her knees, 
"what a return to make for all the kindness I have received, and 
all the happiness I have found In this house, to be the indirect 
cause of that young ang^el’S death. Could I only have suspected 
or supposed anything so improbable, and yet I did suspect there 
was something*- how wrong, how stupid, how culpable Of me nbt 
to have discovered this before it was too late ! Idiot that 1 W^s, 
erecting barricades and fortifications against an imaginary foe, and 
blindly opening wide the citadel, and delivering up the keys to a 
red one. My God I ray God! thy ways are not as our ways— 
Oh ! vouchsafe us amia this labyrinth of thy mysterious miracles 
—the clufe of submission/* And so she continued to rave out 
prayers and supplications, till Miss Kempenfelt and found 
her, and she was conveyed to bed in a high fever. 

* ' « ’ « e a 

Ural day week all that remained of May BgertoO was buried, 
acetWding to her wish, beneath the old yew-tyee's wide-lptWading 
btariches in Batoh^S Court churchyard $ thS stri»e^ and nbW 
Intensely sorrowful voice, that had so ofted WU|:hl hei^ divine 
trdths In tMr original iahgu^, reading the lait beautiful semca 
over, h#, .for, as it may' be supposed, her #d master- hid’ 
des^ad 'her; it was' iinp«ji8lbk to |ay_ Who was 'Cfhief ' mduruer— 
the very birds, from Ihebtiirifiug'rollin to thi iriieM 'riawan# teamed 
to pul m 'their olftiil 1 iant'Mimt^had tontriimiid’t fitiol' a^dfog 
'«hm of f iro' ind' iiiufitiiii' tmoWi" WMfofdl ^ Wltlfo 





Utr iW CJumi^ of l4yllof6TO imd soleeted (ttm hm 

SnoWr the fblloi^ " 

XITSOEIFTIOK. 

' ** ITot for tlie maiden sleepinf Her® 

^ky teara bestow, iby sorrows give ; 
j' F4M on* and weep witb grief sincere 

^ For iliose wbo Innpcenoe onidiTe. 

^ ^appy wbo no sin o’er Itnew 

_But what baptismal grace has healed* 

Whose nature Ohrist oopld scarce renew 
Kre Gon bj early death has sealed.^ 


CHAFFER XXXI. 

IN WHfCH MR. PHIPPBN PROVES HIMSELF A FRIEND INDEED, 

AND SIR TITANIFBRO0S THOMPSON A FRIEND IN NEED; 

AND LORD PENDABVIS RE-APPKARS ON THE HORIZON. 

Seven moEths had passed since May Egerton had been consigned 
to her last resting-place ; and not only in the ravings of delirmm, 
but in the calm and recovered certainty of her irrevocable loss, 
Mary Fenrhyn did not cease reproaching herself for what, ip 
truth, she was in no other way the cause of, than by being the 
mother of Harcourt. And devoted as were Lord Aronby’s affec- 
tionate and ceaseless attentions and solicitude, and urgent, and 
eloquent, as were his arguments and entreaties, the former^ could 
not succeed in banishing her regret j nor the latter in prevailing on 
her to consent to their marriage. For Baron’s Court, that pad 
been such a city of refuge, such a haven of happiness to her, she 
would not, she could not leave when it was converted into a 
house of mourning, and “ a great and mighty shadow had fallen ” 
upon a now vacant space in its once bright sphere, that never mp]f« 
could be filled. So Horace had nothing for it but to submit, which 
he did, with all the better grace that, in his secret soul, he would 
have despised her had she acted otherwise. So he was fain to 
pass his t*nie in mahing preparations for the reception of its future 
mistress at ^lenomera Castle, and in journeys to ahd fro between 
it and” 9'^h*s Court. 

Meanwhile, great public changes, and chances had also tak^ 
place ; a disgracefully ill conducted war had beep foRowed by an 
squally, disgraceful and humilialing peace t hut true to the one pole 
m ou|^nf^i^4l^eed always, faints, s^ce^ly^r^s 
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£pw t© Bctape the penc« off of the Boldkjrft* ^unds, % 
tiie beggatly sixpeiiice a-day, with whieb their 
gorerument— had so nobly (!) recompensed (?) them for somng 
the hard and uticqnally fought fields of Inkerman, the ma, and 
Balsdclava, wth their limbs, and irrigating the arid plains of the 
Crimea with their blood. It is true, the officers were even more 
splendidly rewarded with three pocket handkerchiefs io each bat- 
talion, of the best Spitalhelds mannfactiire, hemmed at "TOndsor ; 
and that one poor soldier, with onlp tMrty-one wounds, 
ceived the unheard-of, and certainly the unprecedented hrgefse (?) 
of a whole ten-pound note! which renoinded one, though rather 
in another sense, of the critique on the cost of the pillar erected 
to the victories of the great Conde— 

“ IHantre ! n'est pas m sou par xictoircJ* 

Harcourt Penrhyn^s wonnd, from having returned to his duty too 
soon, had opened again, so that he had to enjoy the honors of his 
purchased company and his gold-bilted sword, in the hospital at 
Scutari I but Florinda’s letters, and the news of his mothers in- 
tended marriage, expedited his recovery, more even than medical 
skill and good nursing, though he was much indebted td the per- 
fection of both. Yet still, be was one of the very last to remain in 
the Crimea, and it was not till a bright April morning, in 18S6, 
that **The Esmeralda** might again have been seen dancing 
lightly, like an ocean Corypft<fe, on the sparkling sun-spangled 
waves in the roads of Sevastopol. But this time, Lord de Basker- 
ville and Dr. Ross were alone on board. They had promised, the 
moment there was a certainty of peace, to return and convey 
Captain Penrhyn home, who, as it may he supposed, had no diffi- 
culty in obtaining a twelve-months* leave of absence for the reco- 
very of his health. But Lady de Baskerville, who was furious at 
her daughter’s confession of her engagement to her cousin Har- 
court, positively forbid her returning with her brother: so that if 
we want to see her again we must go to Belgrave-square, upon 
whose gay-looking French blinds, an afternoon May stm, almost 
bright enough to have been a French sun, was now pouring down. 
On the opposite side of the square to Lady de Baskerviflh’s house, 
basking, as it were, in the usual geniality of the weather, were 
Lord Pendarvis and Mr. Phippen, walking leisurely up add down. 
Lord Oaventry, Lord Pendarvis’e father, lived in the house out of 
which the former had just come. Somehow or oth#, bn princi- 
ple, no doubt, of Fourrier’s atomes crocheus, ever" sinOe llrl !Pnlppen 
had fwwarded his very munificent subscription of five hundred 
pounds |o Lord Behdarvis, for the purchase of the cohspeny and 
sword for Harcourt Penibyn, they twain h«d b«<5nme tixceea^^ 
inihxiatt^'Ufid'upcm tbi« 'particular 'hmrning Hr, B#pfih^ having 
hem hla own mosseiigciv had lust left a nMe with LsHf Bunker* 
ville’e pofler, and was returning hkimiy to ip qum 
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wilh k|9 hands l»9hmd }^ls bacl;:» and his hat slouched over his eyes 
rattier niore th^n usuat^ When he met Lord Pendarvis issuing from 
his! father’s house, 

My dear Sir,” cried he, holding out his hand to Mr. Fhippen, 

^ you are the very man I tvanted to see, we were just talking of 
ydU/* 

*agadl talk of the devil you know? or mce v^sd^ car 
voda le savez lea extremes se touchant. A ^e qu’il parait pour le 
mOmeni ;** laughed Mr. Phippen, as Lord Pendarvis passed an arm 
through his, 

** I>o you know,” said the latter, “ I was just on my way to your 
offiiie^ to get an minion vdiich, in the afifair in question, I should 
prefer to a lawyer^s; I won’t detain you five minutes.” 

** Five hours if you wish, for 1 have nothingp articular to do to- 
day.” w 

”Phe gist of the matter is this; 1 have an insurmountable 
horror of that Sir Titaniferous Ihompson, a sort of instinctive 
wamiiig horror, as poor Cooke had of Palmer’s pills. Now the 
governor, on the contrary, seems positively bewitched by him, and 
is actually walking into nis maw, as the poor little feathered fools 
are said to do into that of the rattlesnake. I fear this Thompson 
has already let him in for something considerable ; but he has now 
a new iWin in the fire, the Grand Duchy of Swillandsmokem Lead 
Mines, in which be wants Lord Daventry to take unlituited shares, 
and for which he wants him to become a director. How say fon? 
Thou man of mines and merit, or mines of merit ; advisable or not 
advisable.” 

”dn no accpunt let your father have anything to do with this 
swine, wth this scheme,” said Mr. Phippen, curtly. 

Inank goodness, he promised me that he would not conclude 
anytlilng with Sir. Titaniferous till I had taken your opinion on the 
subject, and that he would abide by it. Now do tell me in confi- 
dence, and I assure you it shall go no farther. Am I right in my 
conjecture, that fhe Brummagem baronet is by no means the Croesus 
that he is supposed to be ?” 

** Well,” said Mr. Phippen, with as much uncompromising diplo- 
matic ainbigiii^ as if be had graduated in Downing-street, or ma- 
triculated in a Protectionist Ministry of three whole days’ duratioii ; 

“ h^ moy be a man of capital.” 

” Oh, 1 understand,” laughed Lord Pendarvis, ‘‘ which does not " 
at all imply that he is a capital fellow. Well ’pon my word, ours 
w a disf mceful state of society, when money, or the reputation of 
it, can make such men current in it j and when ^ree such ruffianly, 
and ruffianly looking blackguards as that disgusting Duke of 
Twilglenon AllpufiT, imd his little diplomatic bromlkn 

of or the COOeSE OF SIN BROTHEES, as thsff m 

aptly Ihouid figure at * w virtuous Court.* (Vide ^ 
new*n‘*' 
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i||?a»d tt It i% toieSi ' 

butK^r 00 lkein» tm idi«^rtic« It, m4 4^. But ii$# 4ftr«fr 
uf that Course of Sin Brothers is really too cryiiija^yinfanioili, «viiih 
for ©nr {Present era of perfecticniaed and triumphant 

**Ym^ hut don’t you steawbat a ofener dodiyfe thelli& haa helHa ? 
as ‘ clever' is the patent for every iniquity in these * clever times \ the 
Mttle unhottled Ahortioa of a diplomat, married an old anil ugly 
woman, one remove from an idiot, and into a hmilf farhed for the 
proiigacy of its men, and Inanity of Its women, and ^e eoniinues as 
scavenger and doer of dirty-work-extraordinary to the d^air WhlJr«; 
while his * clever* brother kicks 4iie wife and children out of their 
home on a pittance insufhcient to keep life and soul toghtben hbd 
not paying that, whenever he can invent the most ektravigent |^- 
text for so doing, and* having an infamous press-gang at hts com- 
mand, gets every Ilk and perjury that he chooses to forge, propa- 
gated and endorsed ; and after having foamed a Liberal all bis youth, 
as long as anything was to be got by it ; he, in his old and landed 
propriety days, turns Protectionist % rats being naturally fond of 
corn. And so the Course of Sin Brothers between them* preserve 
their own balance of power, by doing dirty work for both parties, 
and such is our highly moral s^tc of society il) that of bourse, 
the hagogracy of female society, like old Laoy OorgOU; With her 
three tondred a year pension, for having kept a Bureau de Mth 
faisemce for suck men, and the younger kdl^ in the same line, 
simhas v • ♦ # a a a 

&c., &c., dtc., all tend to embellish our * virtUous Court !* arid render 
us eminently deserving of the title we arrogate to ourselves of-—* a 
moral people T 

When our morality appears to be constructed, mUCh oh the 
same plan as the pompous bill of fare of our English Hotela, which 
comprises eoery delicacy in words ; birt the moment orie coUies to 

S le with faeU, they all resolve into greasy mutton chopii, and 
beef-steaks, and so the morality of our feaUfe ohl#e rekolvcs 
itself into cant and hypociisy, which orie must eilher be a born fool, 
or a moral ostrich, even to swallow, let alone to digest/* 

"True/’ said Lord Pendarvis, and it is the warp rfthls tksne 
cd feypoerisy, and endless seemtny^, which makes us a nation of 
toadies* tufthunters* and sycophants j for truly, n® Bfimr Smith 
says in one of his letters to Mrs. Meywrill, * Gaiety, Kngbsn gaktf, 
it tiddum come at lawfully. Friimdship, or propriety, hr principle, 
are sacri&eed to obtain it, We cannot produce It 
than il Is worth. Our deitinallon ia to look tklhU% aid ^ sit 
eiletil/** ' , ' 

** ¥il| hut even Syd®^ Smith Wmailf, noble, tiiil l$i pure and 
i^ngliNiiiiiiedv’iiid sounddii^^wied' the ''ipik wie wii'' ifvhelS}, 
wan ime fipn the d^lemm 
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Smiih isi I yery donfet, if Luciy Hallaad Ijad 
inoiil; c^tTagd^ci and ii»|i»r©d wiifo in tk© wrld, and had 
k®an Mrs* da©k»©n, or Mrs. Tkompson, or even on© of the amall 
and »©leot family of tk© Smiths; and had run away from her hue- 
liand) Tkompaon^ said Thompson having ent his throat 

as a seqnel to that event, and had arrived in fiondoii with her para- 
mour Cprnet Trwmpington, of the City Light Horse* or what the 
late Sir William Curtis used to condense into the Sv L. O^, and 
had bmn All f&r Love^ or tAe World w^U Xmt, in a second floor in 
Baker ftreefe^I very much douht I say, if Sydney Smith would 
have even visited her himself, much less have allowed his wife and 
daughters to do so, to say eiothing of the supererogation of heing 
proud of the acquaintance ; but to be sure, had she been mistress 
to half-a-doeen men, the being mistress of Holland House would 
have quite altered the case, and our morul society is full of such 
gilded anomalies, it being in English, or rather in London society,^ 
the * he<d habitation and the name ’ that makes either virtue or vice 
in our commercial estimate ; and even if we investigate the origin 
of a stir, or a pretended stir, about the reform of some crying in- 
justice, we shall aenerally find that the soi^ddsant piece of mag? 
nanimous intrepidity has a corrupt source, just as Serjeant Taf 
fourd’s Custody of Infants’ Bill, which might*, by uninitiated 
innocents, hay© been supposed to be an act of justice to benefit a 
whole sex, was, in reality, a job to pleas© a lady who had figured in 
a crim. con. with a Prime Minister, and has since enjoyed two re- 
tiring pensions from two different, of course platonic, admirers ; 
but wlien the really outraged and bitterly aggrieved of the sex sub- 
mitted their cases to him, the learned serjeant had not time to hear 
even the outline of them, which showed how genuine was the 
source of his bill and of his philanthropy ; but then, to be sure, in 
the case of Sir Janus Allpuff’s victim, for instance, it must he re- * 
tnetnbered that the learned Serjeant wrote plays, and that Sir Janus 
and his clique could either puff them or d — n them 5 so, of course, 
it was hut natural that "Sir Thomas Noon should prefer ‘ the noon 
of fame ’ to the latter risk, had the fates of all the women in 
Europe ^always excepting ^that of the lady and the Premier) been 
thrown into the opposite balance; and I greatly suspect that the 
present pretended movement for pseudo justice for married women 
has a similar, and equally pure source, and that, for all the good 
any reiuly i^ijured women are likely to derive from it* they may a« 
well sit qtdetif down with their outrages for the rm% of their liveav 
Talking of thii particular crim. con. of mj Lord to give you 
some little idea of the sort, and altitude of infamy going on amonf 
the Horn Hunst literary clique, which still exists tn fail force, al- 
though the temple, and the high priest, and priestess are no more; 

. when, Bir iapuaAllpttjBre vicwm. wrote her first book for' bread. 
,(whi4,, Wfti; that, toe)t 'CWhum had. refueed it; hul^nW';' 

tt to Bull than he aent that alffiWi veiufti%t« 



^ 'Br.'Maginn, down to wliere %e 

living; to Wbe her, by a large etttn, to sell H to hitn, which^ 
Imiog on© of the Go^e House clij^ue, she of course refh^ed W 
But, though he failed in his mission, the agreeable doOtor t^eniaihfed 
to dinner, and gave her the whole history of how the wete 

lulled upon that trial, telling her that Lord had sent Bir 

down to hi^!, Dr. Magmn, foar several times, on the night |fVe- 
ceding it, to drive a bargain with liim about gating the witness 
they were most s#aid of out of the waf, and that tits '(pt, Ma- 
gilin’s) terms were a baronetcy (for baronetcies were hhcap under 

the administration) fdr one of his friends, a consulship for 

another, and five hundred pounds for* himself. Ute foViper 
were immediately acceded to, but the latter demand was rested; as 
long as possible, as his lordship by no means abounded in ist&Ung 
qualities 5 but it was ultimately paid at the eleventh hour, when 
the kammhie doctor, having value received, undertook the neces- 
sary preliminaries of tampering, wkh the witness at a Westmihster 
public-house, called the Chequers, and making him so drunk as 
, ;to invalidate his evidence ; and who so fit, if there is anything in 
Ifexample, to inculcate inebriety as was the literary doctor ? But 
now comes the ct owning infamy of the transaction, so worthy of 
that iniquitous clique. After having laughed over this pVetty spe- 
cimen, of his marketable iahntSy he showed Sir lanus’s victim two 
articles that he had written; one for a Whig paper, making out 
the heroine of this crim. con. an injured angel of light ; and 
another, with the mme pen, and before the ink was dry on the first, 
for a Tory paper, dragging her through the filthiest mire, till the 
Eed Lady of Babylon was white compared to her.^’ 

“Scoundrel!” muttered Mr, Phtppen, “was not he the man 
who showed that PnissicwAeid Poetess, L, E. L.^s, dkgraceful 
• letters to him, all over London ?” 

“Yes; and prevented her marriage with another littrWy * gent,' 
which one must always deplore as an invaluable chapter lost to 
natural history; as there is no anticipating what m^ht have been 
the results of two persons of such total want of principle, and 
want of nose, being joined together in mJmty matrlmonj^. Bhe 
was another choice specimen of that Gore House gaUg-*-a gang 
who concocted, and still concoct, every social and literary enormity 
in London. Sir Janus Allpuff ’« victim had befriended, and de- 
fended, this L. E. L. for nine years, thinking it utterly impossible 
that t girl of her age could be guilty of the infamies imputed to 
her, with that disgusting old satyr of the ; aid, pityiiig j 

her forlorn position, her house was a home to this ‘worthless I 
creature, till, with her own eyes, she wasconvteed of htf abundbri- ! 
■‘fnent'' However, when Sir Janus Allpuff' got 'tid'd Ifte l(iSgal i«* 
:'cuml»twuces> by turning hkwife andlegititim#thil4teh''butd^^ I 
.'difigtmcehtl uug^ateM fe®*" ! 

^dflnga end ptmsmkrn ^ regard,’^ ^ 



christened and whn, whh this 

. X. P»X , invited down toKa^htwortfe, by Sir lantis's raotb^, 
^tJie wmefit }ie had turned hk wife and children ortt of their home* 

: the ^i-disant Mrs. Beaumont makes a public boast of } and, 

npl coojtent with this infamy, Sir Janus palms off this wretch as a 
wido^i and himself as the guardian of his oivn bastards ! and so 
gete this cimmre invited into country-houses to disseminate puds 
of ' him* and eaiumnies of his legal victim. Nor is this alh the 
Jester of this wretch, BeaumonWwho had, till too old, always pur- 
sue the same loathsome trade as herself ^the amiabk Sir Janus 
, est^hl^he^ in a young ladies’ boarding-school, in Kensin^on, 
wh^re she vyas highly recommended by Sir Janus and my Lady 
Blcasington H , Now this, youwiU allow, is even worse than the 
JHandcock a^fe>r> as ‘ Ckn * was content with the * latch-key,’ with- 
out turning his wife and her children out of their home, and hunt- 
ing them through the world, or driving other persons’ children 
into poUtttiou by recommending them to a boarding-school kept by 
a prostitute.*’ 

** Gon hlcfs my soul, how infamous I And has there not been 
a life written of that Lady Blessington ? ” 

‘ “ Y^,; by u Madden, of which nothing can exceed the bad 

ta^te, and too bare^faced Actions, unless it be the bad French, and 
the |:}are*%ed humbug ; for his account of my Lady iBlessingtonk 
family is’ ratlier too ridiculous for even the pun-gulled and perjury- 
ridden British public to swallow; since every one, at least in Ire- 
land, knows that her father kept a small pokey bookseller’s shop 
in the town of Clonmel. But even in this most disgusting book, 
Mr. Thackeray’s pre-eminence is made visible in his new version 
of Les Pkur.8 D’Hom^rc; for my Lady Blessington’s valet-de- 
cbambre wrote her word, that at the sale ^ M, Thackeray mail lea 
tarmes am yem* Now what on earth were the rest of the Hum- 
BUCENCEs comprising the Gore House clique about, that they did 
, not turn on the water also, and set up a few tears in type.” 

** How disgraceful 1” exclaimed Mr. Phippen ; ** and with such 
a Bureau, ddt^amie as that Gore House going on, and all the 
^myriad b^nch infamies contingent to it, we dare to call ourselves 
a moral people.’ ** 

",Yesl tlm men who lead public opinion, and the women who 
!^ead society in England, will prove bow moral we are. Meds m 
, we have a milUon-elephant power of cant, humbug, and 

. )iiypocrt®yi nW mhjeots, in all plaaeSt and upon every mmt; and, 
, 4 S the naiur^ result of this, a religious and political corruption, 
'|ijr what old writers tell us of the kingdom of Lao, 

, i^xcept that with us our literati stand us in Iku of their Tabo- 
poxm 5 t|te aforesaid literati, that is as much of it as is comprised 
4n ihjSt exeetehle Gore House Qi^ue, mw calling itself ‘ the guild 
own'\*kiog>* /Wltereas, 'the Talopoins, we 
;iie, ^ the priests of Lao* were only judged by dm 
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$^m$ cjonfeaaW^i every raotitfU* fought tliemaelvee efter, fre^ 
to oomEo|t every aboipioatiop with impunity ; a« do that branch of 
onr Uteratif provided they fire off a few fine sentiments in montbly 
serials, or magamne«* Were the Talopoins convicted, of nsin^ 
false money, they were sent back acquitted hy tAeir king, who 
only replied, that the seculars ought to make them greater pre* 
tents. The most considerahle persons in the country thought it a 
peat honor to perform the meanest offices for the Talopoins, and 
none of them would wear a habit which had not been for some 
time worn by a Talopoin. And, so in like manner, with that par^ 
ticolar clique; if any of them are convicted of passing base literary 
coin^tbat is, of palming of on the sapient public, other authors’ 
ideas and words as their own genuine currency — their Uiing,’ to 
wit, their conclave selves, fully acquit them, and tell tlie asaified 
secular public that they ought, on the contrary, bestow even more 
admiration on them for their origimlity ! And as the Laoniafts 
would not wear a garment which bad not for some time been 
previously worn by their omnipotent Talopoins, so neither will the 
British public adopt an opinion, which has not for some time been 
propagated by this clique of Hurnbugences. You are fond of 
theatricals* Mr. Phippen, — I have thoughts of writing a comedy in 
five acts, entitled — The Pour Phases, or Full Moon. Here are my 
dramatis personee,^^ added Lord Pendaryis, taking a sheet of paper 
out of his pocket-book : 

Mrs. St. Brummagem — n saint of that ware. 

Mrs, Fita, Pusey — her married daughter, a widow* 

Charity Fitz Brummagem — her unmarried daughter. 

Captain Fitz Brummagem — her son in the Guards. 

Tim Clover — Captain Fitz Brummagem’s groom. 

The Rev. Anathema Hussfuss — ^The friend of ine family. 

Sir Lycurgus Shulfieborongh. 

Judas Trentelivre — a political friend. 

Lord Joan — Patron to the above. 

Parallelogram Fudge, Esq, — a philanthropist 
Mrs. Anacharsis Cloutts Muddle— a female specimen, and member 
of ^Thb Gebat Human Family Boebnicoeia Socirty.’ 

Professor Wolfgang Von Gulltbeflats — a German Professor. 
Marstyle, Stiltall and Leadlump— -Literary * gents, ^ his satellites 
and imitators. 

Lady Di Courtman— with six marriageable, btkt still unmarried 
daughters. 

Miss Celestina Shunman, their maiden Cqufin, who, like Miss 
Martha Gwynn, whose epitaph %uref at ppneaster— 

— ■ ** Was so very 'pare withliii ‘ 

< She barst Ihe outtratfi tbtli ’ of slh. 

And bf^cMheis^f a ohl^hl^ 
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The Marquis of Plutus^ii mhliap|)jr Milliontoaire, sprio^d for, 
sotigf at* ridden after, flowered, fcafterbd and reared; tamtaned* 
smiled, and sighed at by Lady t)». and her six daughters.'* 

jBa, ha* ha 1 ” langhed Mr. Fhippen ; “ whbn the full moon 
rises, your lordship may put me down for the two avant scSnes, 
but look there at the real Simon Pure, the real Lord Plutus,'* 
added he, pointing to two carriages at Lady de Baskerville's door, 
into the first of which old Lord Ceiendon was being gingerly 
charnpood by Lady de Bsskerirille*s butler and two footmen ; 
while the second carriage* which had just drivep up, was that of 
Sir Titaniferous Thontpaon, which was waiting till that of the peer 
had moved on. ® 

“ By Jove ! " exclaimed Lord Pendarris, ** if that charming lady, 
Florinda Andover, marries that old zoophite-— for they say he has 
taken enough of Morrison’s pills alone, to convert him into a 
market garden— I’ll never believe in an angel face again, but bet 
on Gorgbns from this out.*’ 

“ I’fi take the odds against the zoophite,’* laughed Mr. Phippen; 
'*for there is not much bridegroom jauntiness about him.’’ 

No, but with such a managing, ciever mother as Lady de 
Baskerville, she may persuade the poor girl that the most agreeable 
dance in the world is the grand and that Ae is the best partner 
for 

If she succeeds,” rejoined Mr. Phippen, gloomily, the girl is 
net worth grieving over.” 

Nevertheless,” said Lord Pendarvis, I should like to whisper 
in her ear some very good lines that I stumbled on lately, called— 

“'BlTILBim OK THE SAKD/ 

'Tis well to woo, *tia good to wed. 

For so the world has done 

Since myrtles grew, and roses blew, 

And morning brought the sun. 

But hare a care, ye young and fikir, 

Be sure ye pledge with truth ; 

Be certiin that your love will wear 
Beyond the days of youth. 

For, if ye give not heart for heart, 

As well as hand for hand, 

you’ll find you've play'd the ^ unwise * part. 

And * built upon the sand.* 

*Tis well to save, *fcis well to have, 

A goodly store of gold. 

And hold enough of Shining Stuff— “ 

For Charity is cold. ^ 

** But place hot all your hnpe and trust, 

In wha^ the deep jJsihe hrbf s ; 

W© uannhfc live on yellow dust# ’ 
tJamtodhithhferthlhS^. 
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And lie vbo pilfia up wealth albM, 

Win eft^n hate to etiwid ' ' ' '' 

Beside his coffer chest, and own 
'Tin ' built upon the sand/ * . . . ' 

good to apeak In kindly guise, 

And soothe where'er we can ; " ^ 

Fair speech should bind the human niind« 

And love link man to xnan. . , 

'' But stay not at the gentle words ; 

Iict deeds with language durell ; ^ 

The one who pities starving birds. 

Should scatter crumbs as wclU 

" The mercy that is warm and ‘^■rue, 

Must lend a helping hand ; 

For those who yet fhil to «lo. 

But 'btdM upon the sand/ " 

Aye, very true ; and yet, *e^ad, a modem writer hm w®ll 
remarked, that * it is one of the singular facts of the prea^t etate 
of society that the qualities which in theory we hold to be most 
lovely and desirable, are precisely those, which in practice we treat 
with the greatest contumely and disdain/ 

'* That such is the case, no one with eyes, and ears, and observa- 
tion, can deny ; but this is only more of the fungi, spri^ng out 
of thi^ accursed dry-rot of cant and hypociisy, and thickly 6ur« 
rounding all the roots of the huge trunks of our social vices. 
Heartily do I join in Luttrell's prayer — 

" * Oh 1 that there might in England be 
A duty on hypocrisy ! 

A tax on humbug— an excise, 

A stamp on every man that canted 1 
No millions more— if iAese were granted— 

Henceforward would be raised or wanted/ '* 

Amen I And now (though I am in no hurry if you havp any- 
thing more to say to me), 1 will Wish you good morning; and 
I advise you to lose no time in cautioning Lord Daventry against 
entering into any fresh speculations with Six Titaniferous ttomp- 
son ; and— *but this Is strictly enire mus — if he banks with Dobbs, 
Ibonipson, and Dobbs, it mi^htbe quite as wtdi, if he did not leave 
any very large amount in t^ir hands. At the same time, of oourse 
he will not withdraw it in my way that can arouse their stlsplcionij 
as to Ms doubts of their solvency ; mm coit^rmies ; m m imi 

ffmt f** 

'^ jnbank you, i^dear Sir, a thousand times,'* eaM the young 
man, lhakbg Mr. Pliip|>en cordially by the hand. You inay rel) 
upon my neither betraying nor abusing your confidence.” 

And so Saying, Aey pried Mr. rhippen ceminuing his Waj 
back to Eondnitreet, and I^fd Fendarvtt lU^eni^ hk father i 
house, where %k endeavoiKU to #ii;uade iMi Daventry fro» 
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entering into Sir Titaniferows T^otoi^son’s spccnl^tion were v»«y 

B0GCE8eFUI«. 

Slowly and thouglitfallv Sr Titoiferous Thompson ascended 
Lady de Baskerville's ttaircaee ; his head and eyes bent down-* 
ward», which totally divested him of the consei|nential stmt which 
p&rvenm^ poetasters, and villains, generally adopt to supply them, 
as they think, with that respect-compelling dignity, which Nature 
has denied them, 

**Sir Titaniferous Thompson — my lady,” said the groom of 
the chambers, throwing open the doors. 

Lady dc Baskerville, instead of being seated in her velvet 
herghre^ half-reclining, alter her usual languid, serni«regal fashion, 
was pacing up and down the room; her voice raised, her face 
dushed, and her whole manner much excited, while in her right 
hand she grasped, and occasionally shook, with tremulous passion, 
a toUch-cmmpled letter. 

Lady Florinda, on the contrary, looked like the embodied calm 
of a sornmer’s evening, as she sat creating mimic flowers at an em- 
broidery f^rame ; for of all the illuminations for the peace, the one 
of happiness that now lit up that beautiful face of hers, was tm- 
<pie8tionably the brightest; and, without even pretending to 
cfcsrVOyonce, any one passing at the back of her chair might have 
seen, totdes the delicate tracery left by the shadows of the lace of 
her chemisette, on her slightly-heaving bosom, something very like 
a ship-letter between it and her stays. f. 

To think of such folly 1 such disobedience ! si^h ingratitude 1 
— and the expense I have been at to forward your happiness ! yotw 
interests ; and how ” 

“ Indeed, dear mamma,” interrupted Florinda, “ I am sorry you 
should have put yourself to any expense on my account ; and, you 
know, every time you made dinner parties for Lord Celendon, I 
entrei^ed you not to do so, for I tola you from the first, I aceer 
would, or could, marry him.” . 

“ You told me ! Well, now I tell you /” exclaimed the indigo 
nant Dowager, while the lightning of indignation coruscated frpm 
every feature, and the words seemed actually to hiss from her 
mouth, as if a bar of red-hot iron had suddenly been plunged iWto 
water* Yes, I tell it you, and will never cease telling it you, 
that, with my consent, you never shall marry that penniless, np* 
start pg^uper — Harcourt Penrhyn 1” 

** Oh, mamma !” said the daughter, laying down her needle and 
thimble, and, for the first lime, reflecring back a momentary Jtoh 
of her mnthcris bitter indignation ; *‘my cousin Harcottrt is no 
upstart, he has already made for himself a name and a iame,, 
may wdl wake us proud of being able to claim relationship 
him I gnd you could not speak moi^ s%htingly of Mm if he woi^^ 
an apo&ecary's bo 5 % as grand-|mpa Fenrnyn was ; ^d thwigh his 





Mitr i&m tite mu ©f an a|30^mry, ynt -lik m of '"t' 
tor, and older family than even the Andorers.** 

This i to my face, insolent, tini^teftii viper I Leave th^itonm, 
Madam j and don’t presume to ada insolence to 
Lady Florinda could not exactly see $0hai she had to h« gtatekl 
for, in her mother having Jilted an honest man, to marry the 
honorable Falmytongue Andover, {for that much of toe famliy to- 
tory had come to her knowledge through Harcourt,) or in wanting 
to force her to do the same hy marrying that fine modern edition 
of Methuselah, Lord Celendon ; but being only too happy to get 
back to her own room, to re-read t^arcourt’s last letter, she 
instantly, and without another word, obeyed Lady de Baskervillek 
command, and was in the act of rising to do so, when the doors 
were thrown open, and Sir Titaniferous was announced. Utminda 
hastily retreated through another door, and left her mother to 
receive this living comment on her own plebeian origin, which she 
did with anything but a good grace. 

My dear Lady de BaakenrUle,^ said toe bran-new baronet, ex- 
tending his band, for he never ventured on any more familiar 
address — I fear I am intruding/* 

Nevertheless, like Paul Pry, all in hoping he did not intrude, he 
drew a chair, and persevered in doing so. 

** Oh,” cried the lady, dinging herself into, rather than seating 
herself in a fauteuil, “ you are very happy, Sir Titaniferous, not to 
have any children.” 

*• Expensive, certainly,** rejoined that great man, fiatically and 
financially, as he lifted up his coat-tails to prevent any of that 
crumpling, so obnoxious to Sybarites in broad cloth; but/' added 
he, with a mingled air of p^igree and patriotism (!), a pity too, 
when a title becomes extinct in an aristocratic country like our8*-^tf 
propos (of titles perhaps ?), I thought I saw Lord Celendonk car- 
riage drive away as I got to your door. I hope all la going on well 
between him and my pretty cousin, and that we shall soon have a 
coronet the more in the family.” 

Lady de Baskerville, having hurled a visual thunderbolt at him 
#for this ill-advised kmiliarity of toe pretty cousin/* and rJie/a- 
w%/* now fairly burst into tears of Irrepressible rage, m she 
^xciaimed-- 

*‘Poor Lord Celendon has been grossly insulted this wy 
mommg;’— refused, actually refused I % that silly and mieguided 
|kl, though the settlements he off^ed were magnifbtont, posi- 
tive tuafuifiernt ! a |oiattire of twenty 4wo thoutand a year/^ 

** And eyery prospect speedily enjoying it,** put in the practical 

Sir Titaniferous. 

♦*l&mctly what I have hem teBing h«f | bnt I hive only De 
to thank for it ifl# Ms taking her in that sbatoihd 
teanner^ Mtooutevett asking my k«ve,) to to« CW«ea> 
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ifiury I nioat 4i:eade4 .disliked came tp pa$s ; %\mf txi^n 
liie acquaintance of that Hiicaurt Peairlayn, and te had actnallir 
fc iitnp^rtijqence to make love tp^ and propose for* Florinda/’ 
FThe Inuppnet raised his eyebrows, anCshrugged his shoulders, as 
■t he had st|dden}y heard tnat the three per cents, had fallen below 
^ro » hut In words, he had recourse to emollients, of which he 
appeared to have an hereditary knowledge. “No match for Lady 
Plorinda Andover, certainly,** said he, **but still, I must say, that 
Ck^tain Penrhyn bids fair to rise rapidly in his profession ^ for 
dine where one will, one hears nothing hut his praises, even at the 
best houses/’ 

** Praiifis !” echoed Ills companion, pettishlv kicking away the 
'vdvet tabomet at her feet, although it had not obtruded any opinion 
on the subject ; “ praises ! can one live on praises ? You, of all 
people in the world, ought to know. Sir Titaniferous, that one 
cannot/’ 

Now, though Sir Titaniferous had never been in a position to try 
the experiment, he instantly, with theoretical perspicuity, decided 
upon its impracticability, and so replied — 

** No, no, clearly not ; only as stepping-stones : the praises and 
4 libnnage of the great, you know, my dear Lady de Baskeryille, 
must necessarily lead to preferment, and — ^and — m short, to sub- 
stantial benefits.” 

“ I know no such thing 1 On the contrary, it is patent that 
they never lead to anything, except to a ruinous e^nse that poor 
people cap not afford. Read the lives of Sheridan, Theodore Etook, 
Moore, and Sydney Smith. What did the great people with whom 
they dined, and for whom they jested, and jeopardized their scanty 
patrimonies, do for them? It is true that posterity is duly in- 
formed that * Lady Lansdowne called, and left a tuber rose for 
^Bessy,* and that * La^ Holland brought Sydney Smith*® children 

f ome presents from raris; still, Sheridan, Theodore Hook, and 
Sommy Moore, died beggars; and Sydney Smith did uof die a 
bishop j and if he also did not die a beggar, no thanks to the mag- 
nates, whom he feasted with wit and wisdom j and who thought 
they gave him value received in turtle and venison, as tavei^ 
keeper’s do for the golden tineas they receive for public dinne^ 
No, no. Sir Titaniferous ; I have not lived so long in the Lpndbh 
world without knowing that the friendship (?) of the great win 
never t^ke a sufficient^ sterling shape to jwmrure even salt* much 
less breads h>r |>overfcy— ♦that is, for intellectual poverty. But *11 
this only makes Lady Florinda’s conduct the more UnpardoUklle 
and abominable I and truly, it may well be said, that mMof tunes 
never come singly; for, as if her rejection of Lord C«dendon waa 
not enough, and ad the difficulties I have been plunged into, in lUy 
efforts to make the house t^re^able to him, 1, this morning, gel a 
letter |rom that bearish oW Mr* reminding me that |he 
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had ad\ranc?ed to roc on. roy diamonds was^now do;®* hm 
giving me two additional roontbs to pay it in. ¥o’;tl|^jk 
that th® ingratitude and disobedience of a daughteii:, should p|ac® 
me in such a degraded position, as to put roe under pb%atipnis lo 
a of that sort! For# had Flo* married lord Celendoi%*^« I 
fully intended she should, and as (if she had a spark of pf^JT, 
feeling in her) she wouU have done — out of her two titousftndi 
pounds a year pin-money, the first year of which she cpuld not 
pOssihiy want, I should have borrowed this money from her,, for 
thi^ Mr. Phippen, which is what 1 bad all along calculated upon 
doing. Canuot ym devise any plan to help me, Sir litanlfewus, 
you, who have such a genius for finance?^ added the great lauy,^ 
softening in her tone, and almost sycqphantising in her mwn^r, 
as she looked her ugly little ignoble nephew full in the fat^— 
who have been so very succestfulf* 

‘‘I sincerely wish, ray dear Lady de Baskerville,” said hOi re- 
sponding to the appeal by advancing his chair three inches nearer 
to hers, that I could discharge this trifling debt for you myself 
immediately ; but the fact is, I have just embarked, I may say# my 
aU in a colossal enterprise (Sir Titaniferous always carefully 
avoided the speculation), which I wished to ^ecwre before it 
got into the market, and thereby forestall the Rothschilds and 
Barings ; and though, in a short time, it cannot fail to return me 
two hundred per cent., yet, for the moment, it leaves me as poor as 
a church mouse/* 

*'Pear mel’^ sighed Lady de Baskcrville, *‘I wish I had spch 
chances of making money — how lucky you are, Sir Titaniferous/’ 
Prudent i only prudent, my dear auntf The freedom of the 
latter word, he well knew, even if it excited her displeasure, was 
the best talisman he could have possibly used for inspiring her 
with confidence; for, though familiarity breeds contempt, wealth, 
he was perfectly aware, authorizes familiarity, or any qthor 
vice. 

“ Cannot you put me in the way of being prudent too V* rejomed 
she, almost coaxingly 5 “ but I suppose you would despise a paltry 
cphple of hundred pounds, or else 1 really would sell some bwelets 
things to have a venture in your El Dorado.” 

The millionnaire, of course, looked as if he did despise anything 
so ira palpably minute a« a brace of hundred pounds y hut suddenly 
checking himself, as if the took bad biien involuntary, and his, 
feeling was all benevolence and interest (irrespectiyq of cap^.a^), he 
said, wdth a meditative ajr, to the accompaniinent di a sigh— 1 ; 

**Unforftmately it reddires thousands, before any copmeipsiiirate 
advant^e can be reaped*** ' ( 

** M l then there*® an end of it ; for thousands, ah« J I have 
not” ' ' ^ ^ ' 

Ik^h were silent for a few seconds, when th| 
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tlMs of kis rigkt katud on Ms forekead, suddenly 

cMMed-^ 

kave it^tke very tking I— it will not only wake your foHnne 
btA Lady Florinda’s/’ 

“ Oh ! iny e?e«rTitaniferou8 !’* (without the Sir) said she, clasping 
kk* hands ika sort of ecstasy meant to express both hop© and gra- 
titude, as she arose, and, with her own fair bands, let down tk© 
phHihe ^tzl they should be overheard, “ wkat do you mean 

Why, look here,” said he, making, with a pencil, some hasty 
and pui^ly mythological sums of addition on the back of a letter, 

“ Lady Florinda’s twenty thousand pounds, in four months, with 
the interest and compound interest, will just produce, if invested in 
this enterprise, forty thousand two hundred pounds.” 

**'Oh I Wt it is Fio^s fortune, you know, and I have no right tp 
speculate with her money,” said the mother, drawing back with a 
sort of instinctive horror. 

'‘My dedr Lady de Baskerville, I n&oer speculate,*^ said the 
nephew, with a contemptuous shrug, as he hastily replunged the 
letter, with the chimerical thousands on it, into his waistcoat 
pocket. 

‘‘Well, but/^ rejoined the aunt, deliberating previous to being 
lost, “let us consult Florinda; she may be very glad to get such 
immense interest for her money.” 

“ Hush ! not for the world 1” said he, first raising the fore-finget 
of his right hand to the side of his nose, and then hastily buttonwig 
up both nis trouser- pockets, as if they already contained, not only 
the ‘ Ojpen Sesame/ but the actual wealth, of this golden enterprise. 

‘ Hot (or the world ; young persons are not to be trusted with such 
matters; and, indeea, in confiding it to your ladyship, I have been 
gtdlty of an indiscretion which, if known to the other directors, 
might be my ruin ; but my anxiety to serve you, got the better of 
my prudence, and you must give me your solemn wurd of honor 
that you will not breath this matter to mortal ?” 

“ You are very safe, for I don’t yet know what it is.” ■ 

“ Ah t true,“ smiled the millionaire, as if apparently recovering 
his serenity with his security; and then, knowing from experience! 
that in angling for gudgeons, when you have baited the hook, the 
beet way is to go away and leave it to be nibbled at, without, from 
being over anxious, casting your own shadow on the water, he 
looked kt the time-piece, and exclaimed, suddenly rising, “ Bless 
me 1 I sh^tl be late, it wants a quarter to three, and I was to have 
met Mr, JWicbo Jabber at a political meeting of our joint 
stituente ifi the Borough.” ^ 

“ But^but”—he8itated Lady de Baskerville, replying to h<nf 
ow thdughts, “I have no right to invest Flo*s money without ^ 
consulting her.” 

As her guardian, you have not duly a tight, but are in duty 
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kmnd to do wliat k loost adtantafeatts for heri and as she #U1 
nqt of age for six months, only think what a thing it will be to 
to more than donble—her capital in four!’* 

**Ahi bnt ** 

^ Wdilf I must be off,’* said the nephew, affecting express-itrain 
Imite, as he held out one finger to his lady aunt, as ^Either ^eat 
oe^ple were in the habit of doing to him ; and still Lady de iBas* 
Kcrville mused, till he had reached the door, when she said*—' 
**Stay one moment j are you quite sure that the capital be 
doubled P' 

My dear auni^ am I quite sure that ypur liame is Dora ? and 
diat you are the Countess de Baskerville V* 

She herself was so sure of both these facts, that she arritad at 
the conclusion that the monetary sequence was equally indisput- 
able; and, moreover, Titaruferous never speculated! And yet, 
how Titaniferous had got on in the world ! and when tkai is the 
case, one mmt be safe in etnbarking in the same boat with a person, 
even if that boat were steered by Charon, and being fenied across 
die Styx. And so the die was cast, and poor Florinda’s all staked 1 
—with a swindler — who had been so very succEsspunl 
“ Then if I make up my mind to follow your advice, can you con- 
clude the matter to-morrow. Sir Titaniferous ?** said she, a shade 
paler than usual. ' ’ 

To-day. iVW, my dear Lady de Baskerville,*’ said the obliging 
baronet, returning, if you will give me an order on your broker 

to sell out Lady Flo’s twenty thousand 

And as her ladyship turned to a little s^re and marquetrie 
f^binet, which she unlocked, and from which she took a cheque* 
bouk, Sir Titaniferous drew from his pocket a sheaf of shares, and 
prospectuses, of the grand Duchy of Swiliandsmokem Lead 
Mines, which most fortunately! and unaccountably (?) he hap* 
p^ed to have with him. When Lady de Baskerville had filled m 
the required number, which was to pother and Florinda in posses- 
sion of such fahdms wealth, the benet^olent being, who was help- 
ing them to it, said— 

“ Ton honor I have done rather an unfair thing, my dear aunt ; 
%t those shares that 1 have let mu have— -strictly speakiug^belong 
to Lord Dayentry; hut blood Is thicker than water, so He must 
only wait a little longer for his.” 

And so saying, and generously to avoid any expression of his 
reMve’s gratitude for thus favouring her, he made a precipitate 
mreat, ostensibly to reacji In time the political meeting In the 
Borough; and as the parvenu M. P. descended the parvmu 
pmrmi'n Axminster-carpeted stairs to the clanging of the silver- 
sounding bell that announced his departure, once mmf’e his head 
was in the air, and Sir Titaniferous Thompson strutted, every inch 
a senior !—sitiCe of such materials our senators are now com- 





posed* And yet one P^re Millot-^erst of the Academy of Dijon— 
expresses himself to the following effect, touching Montesquieu:— 
"‘Those rules of conduct, those maxims of govemtnent, which 
should be engraved on the thrones of kings, and on the hearts of 
every one invested with authority ; is it not to a close study of men 
we owe them ? Witness that illustrious patriot, that interpreter, that 
judge of the laws on whose tomb France, and all Europe, shed 
tears, but whose genius will ever be seen to instruct nations, tracing 
the plan of public happiness ; that immortal writer, who abridj^ed 
everything, who was for putting us upon thinking, as what we 
stand more in want of ^than reading. With what sagacity he had 
studied human nature ! Travelling like Solon, meditating Ito 
Pythagoras, conversing like Plato, reading like Cicero, writing 
like Tacitus ; his continued object was man. Men he studied api 
knew, The fertile seeds already are seen to germinate which fe 
cast into the minds of the chiefs of nations and the rulers of 
empires, Let us gratefully reap the fruits.^* And after refutbg 
a dangerous paradox of Bayle, does he not also add— “ The prin-^ 
ciples of Christianity, well engraved on the heart, would be ini- 
nitely stronger than the false honor of monarchies, the human 
virtues of republics, and the servile fear of despotic states, which 
is stronger than the three principles of political government laid 
down in the spirit of the laws.” 

But what have we now of all this ? Utilitarianism has converted 
all that is high, pure, good, and noble in human nature— all that 
might have teen great— into a social, politico'-commercial guatid, 
for producing the greatest possible quantities of everything, With- 
out the slightest reference to quality ; and to obtain tm« statiMical 
guano, there has been entailed upon us an interminable Chancery 
suit of 

Mammon versm Merit ; 

The infaBible results of which are John Sadleirs, John D^n 
Pauls, William Palmers, Jericho Jabbers, Janus AllpUffs, and 
Titaniferous Thompsons ; for as long as men can, with impunity, 
(as they now do,) violate every private virtue^ they may, to forwam 
their worldly ends, assume, but can never be capable of any pwJBo 
virtue j though this is only an additional reason, under our present 
system of private vice, and public clap-tsfap, why such men are ai, 
aidalwaySfVsEY Successful! 
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CHAPTER XXXIt 

XBT wmCH TMfi EAST MR. MONTAGUE 8E0OEMORK ASTONISME^ 
Stow MR. TOM tEVENS, THE MORE SO, FERHAHSI, BY 
CONVINCING HIM THAT AN APPARENT SLIGHT MAY OFTEN 
BE AN ACT OF REAL KINDNESS. MR. PHIPFEN LOSES A 
KEY, AND GAINS A WRINKLE. ^ ^ 

He! he! he! tittered Mr, Sedgemore. Hi! hi! hi! i^^ttoed 
Mr. Jones. Ha! ha! ha! cootca-bassoed Mr. Smithy 
forper, perched on his high office-stool within his wals. Witli 
one pen behind his ear^ and another in hand, doing croquis Of |i|iss 
Susannah Sifnmons upon a fly leaf of his ledger, while MessieutS 
-Smith and Jones, in no way proud (though they did dine at Bir 
Titaniferous Thompson's, and figured at what they denominated 
** the West End ”) were asststing ’* him by giggling at his per- 
formance. At an opposite desk sat Tom Levens making double 
entries, but neither of Simmons’s, nor Susannah’s, hilt of pounds, 
shillings, and pence, three per cent, consols, Russia, India, and 
Spanish bonds, with variations on other “ fugitive pieces j’* but, 
every now and then, he was obliged to have recourse to his pen- 
knife, from having made some slight error in his entry, evidently 
disturbed by the giggling going on opposite $ and thep, all in 
making the necessary erasures, be would suddenly knit his brbiV', 
as if, like poor Master Simeon, the second usher, in James Whlfe’^s 
rare merry story of John qf Gaunt, JDuke of Lancdeiet^ he 
thought ‘‘that of all inferior noises, tittering was the moiit of- 
fensive;” for, as in the case of Simeon, his nerves were unequal 
to it, and he also opined that it undermined that importance and 
respectability which were the corner-stones of his calling, hnd dfe* 
concerted the grave deportment which he thought it to 

assume, and was altogether more than a man of his J^eard, could 
well put up with.” But Messieurs Smith and Jones prepared to 
depart, after a great deal of whispering had been aaded to the 
giggling, in which the wprds “ Golden Pippin leave it at |:he 
White Hart ” — “ Monday night,” and ** Cremorne ” e«cajped| and 
flew over as far as ^r. Levens’s desk; and there being, no pfla 
behind Ms ear to bayonet them hack, they entered, and distiifeflj 
heard them, but concluded that they merely referred to ope of 
those frequent ‘Marks,” as Mr. Sedgemore called them (pd doubt 
with reference to their nocturnal attributes), in which he Vaa in tfle 
habit of indulging; and having found it irapossibib 'fc 

ensnare, or engage, his colleague to join in them, off 

announcing any of his projects of pleasure to him. Meifleulrs 
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Braith and Jones, the two West End ffmts/* m Mr. Bedgeniore 
denominated them, having taken their departure, after liaving 
made Mr. Levens a bow that almost amounted to impertinence 
from its mock respect, the latter quietly resumed his wnting, and, 
for a few seconds, a profound silence reigned unbroken, save % the 
scratching of his pen, when all of a sudden Mr. Sedgemorc, with 
his right hand to the side of his mouth, called out, in a stentorian 
vnke, as if he had been hailing a man«*of*war on the high seas^r*' 
Halo I Levens, my boy, now be sociable for once; and, as you 
seem to be so thick with him, and in his conidence, do unlock, 
and tell us what the gm'nor does so often down at Brentford— that 
is, who he goes to see there.” 

^ I fear you must have a very low opinion of me, Sedgemore, to 
suppose that, even if 1 were cognizant of Mr. Phippen% move- 
mcnts, I should repay his great kindness to me by becoming a spy 
upon his actions. I leave spying and every other species of black* 
guardispj to Such practices do not become men of 
my humble position ; and, moreover, you go to Brentford quit© S® 
often as I do, and therefore are likely to know as much of what 
goes on there as me, as I understand you are constantly giving 
dinners at the * White Hart.' " 

** Oh 1 I understand,” said Mr. Sedgemore, winking his right 
ey^, and spreading his hand out over his heart like “ BroVrne,” 

you ate wounded in the tenderest pint^ eh ?<— 'case as kow the 
dinners ain't given at the ' Four Alls.* Well, I’m free to cox^ess, 
as they say in Parliament, when they are going to conceal the truth 
in the best manner they can, that it donH friendly that I should 
patronise t|ie * White Hart ’ when the ‘ Four Alls ’ is so near ; but 
you, i^eyens, who have been a literary cove, and accustomed to do 
the articles in the moral and magnanimous line, — you ought to 
know better than to judge by appearances ; and though you’re not 
a fellow that one ever gets on with, on account of a sort of five- 
barred-gate grandity kind of manner that you have, yet, having a 
great respect for virtue and all that sort Of thing, it is on account 
of the regard I have for you that I did not go to the ‘ Four Alla/ 

Tom livens raised his eyes, and looked a note of interrogation, 
but did not condescend to utter it. 

** Ah l I see that confounded dot and carry one has dulled your 
c^^acity for %urative eloquence ; but,” added be, draVi^ing a long 
narrow slip of blueish ruled paper out of his pocket, about a 
yard Jh length, and holding it up, “ it is a true bill, for all, 
wat, ^hem ! ^ Montagu Sedgemore, Esq. i* that reads devilliEli 
VroUf * Mbntague Sedgemore, Esq., debtor to John Newcomb" 
•r-ahem l Well, I needn’t read you the items. Dinners are 
always cold on paper, and wines mt ‘Total £16 8».4dJ Mm 
do yob take F" 

‘‘ "^n yes ; that you must have been a very profitable euslonitr 
to Mir/Newcome.” ; 
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** l*m stir® 1 ptess what you had Idr so tuaiiy p«Nil3A, 41 
y<m'iik6aii'that/* 

^ I im\ Htean that, for nm> that's ii€ither here nor Ihett'i 
hul you see /have got this bill 
' Yes.’* 

’** Well, don’t yoti wish Mr. Newcome may get it ? Tltafi alL 
So^ now I hope yon will have the decency to think me for hht 
hmm§ gone to ^ * Foot Alls ;* ** and again, the fast Mr. Sedgemore 
wWsw his eye knowingly, as he repltingcd the bill back iilo hk 
ftoeekeu 

*♦ Good God ! but that’s swindling V* #id Tom LeveOi, 
tmafected horror. 

^*^Ah! I believe that tr the old-fashioned English name 0vtn ki 
it in djctionahes,” said Mr. Sedgemore, nonchaiatitly paring his 
Bills with a pen-knife; ^*bnt m call it ‘ doing the date;* and you 
know, my dear fellow, or you don’t seem to know yet, but I hive 
BO doubt you will by and bye, that the opera of hfe is composed of 
fiats, sharps, and mtarak;'* and he emphasized the last word, 
looliiBg his comjmnion pointedly, and somewhat impertinently, fuE 
in the face. 

Tom Levens looked, and felt, exceedingly uncomfortable. He 
did not like the idea of turning informer against even a person of 
such lax morality as Mr. 8edgemore ; still less did he like the idea 
of Mr. Phippen having such a person in his employment, and 
therefore, to a certain degree in his confidence ; so as a rncczo- 
ferjmne, he determined to watch him naiTowly. 

** Never look so glum, man ; when I’m a millionnaire I may re- 
lent, and pay Newcome. And Smith, and Jones, hav'e put me on 
the scent of a gold-mine; ijo that, even, may come to pasfs sooner 
than you think. But WitoaV the wmrd, for if the gets wind 

of it, it will be no go.” 

I' think you had better take care what you are about, Sedge- 
more, and look before ybu leap; for, depenti upon it, rf there was 
anything likely to be so profitable, Mr. Phippen woukl know of it 
before eitlier Mr. Smith or Jones could feasibly do so*” 

That shows how much you know about it. Why, Mr. Phippen 
k only a grub; Smith and Jones are all among the tip- top butter- 
files ; the big- wigs of bullion dine constantly at Sir I’itanlferoWs 
Thompson’s, —are intimate with the Barings, and are obliged to he 
4|dSte eooi to the Rothschilds, on account of the females of the 
iioily loo'kmg rabbis and synagogues at ’em, ki the way of Levi* 
fiW laws, marriage contracts, and ecclesiastical entanglemehls ; 
mi oven Jericho jabber ha» cast a jew’s'-eye at 'em, to gitC'^eM 
places in the Treasury, when he comes into hoffiee again.** 

When he does, he may fairly promise to make tom FrOmier, 
tnd Scerctary-at-War ; in short, anything------*‘but hoireill men,** 

said Levens. 
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“What ! Suppose j/'oi# doii*$ think Swith a»i4 
taletiits eBough for 

‘*0h, yes, I do! for a little goes a great way in En^aiswl,^ 
qualify jnen for tlie management of state afiahra; for England b 
not like China/' 

** How do you mean — not like China ?" 

“ Whvi the Chinese are so emgmnt that they insist upon having 
tm kin^ of ministers: the one are the signing naitwstep, wjm 
grant audienees and sign papers ; but the other are distinguis^d 
Irom these> as ih$ thinking and have the care ojf fornuM 

projects, examining those who present them, and proposing such 
daanges as times, and surcumstances, require to he made in the ad- 
ministration. Now, it is very clear, that we neither have, Wl 
exact* any such ministers as tltese in England^ which very much 
simpUfies the qualifications for office/’ 

"Well, I don't wonder at your being hard upon them, for I 
know you were d*-^d ill used by those literary-politico coves. -^and 
it is imposaible to speak or think well of people who turn the screw 
too dght upon us/’ 

" Why, Sedgemore, you are quite a philosopher, for tkaf$ exactly 
what Hobbes says, — that ‘our hatred or love, is an efiect of the 
good, or harm, we have received and he also adds, that 
the savages, the only wicked npian is the robuat man; while in 
civiliaed states, the only wicked man is the man in power/ " 

" Oh ! ^ you begin talking of Holibes, it's time to look after the 
kettle ; and that reminds me, I am to im at the Simmonses, and tt 
only wants a quarter to six now,” said Mr. Sedgeipore, looking at 
t]^ office-clock, and then adding, as he took down his hat off of a 
peg, and smoothed it with his elbow, " but I say Levens, * though 
on pleasure I am bent, I have a frugal mind,’ and though I donoT 
patronise the ‘Four Alls’ fof my peitg diuny*s fang nobs 

cah ’em,-**~yet I am quite ready to save my clothes in ^domstic 
tiremmf aometimes, and do you a good turn into the bargain ; so 
any day and night next week that you like to ask the gw*mr for 
a middff rii stay and do dooiy in your stead ; only let m© know 
before-hand. Monday would be most convenient to me, because 
^manner hain’t booked me for nothing on that , 

Tom Eeveos thanked him, coldly enough, and said be wunid 
give him due not ke if he wanted to avail himself of lus olf^ ; and 
no socmer had Mr. Sedgemore's white hat appeared above jii# 
window as he passed up the street on his way to M,m Simmoi^f 
tea party, than he added, " What he want to get me out of ^ 
way for I He must have some motive in it, as, for the whole 
months that I have eat behind this desk he never before offered tp 
tike my place in order that I might have a holklay# 1 must, whfc* 
out iniorndng him of my suspicions, give Dutton a hint to keep 
a sharp;4ook-out/' 





Now it was mst^m&rf to Tam Lcveas atid Sudfemore t® 
alternate ni^ts at tlie office in Threadneedle Street, and BMtnn 
was a detective officer, who slept there every night. 

Having formed this resolution, Levens closed his ledger,, placed 
it within its own particular pigeon-hole, and then re^seated himself 
at the desk, took a sheet of paper, and began writing a letter, but 
had not written many lines before he seemed to require to refer to 
aitnther j and, accordingly, he withdrew one from his boaom* But 
Mr. Phippen, in his numerous commercial transactions, had 
had dealings with some hair merchant in La Haute Bretapmt tMs 
could not have been from one of his correspondents, as it contained 
a long lock of soft-silken, dark brown haiit which seemed to have 
a shade of sadness running through it ; and such, in truth, mi^ht 
have been cast upon it from the tarlatan foli^fige of a widow's mp, 
under which it had long grown ; for we may as well tell the truth 
at once r During the year that Tom Levens had been in Mr* Wp*. 
pen’s employment, that gentleman had had frequent occasion to 
send him on embassies, dowm to Haaeltree Cottage, thinking him 
a safe and trustworthy person so to do ; he had also, as a plausible 
pretext for augmenting his stipend, deputed him to impart, by coU 
ioquial means, a thorough knowledge of French and Italian to 
Robert Chatterton, and to further officiate as corme to the latter, 
in taking him country walks, whenever Christ’s Hospital or Thread^ 
needle Street did not require the presence of either. The conee* 
quence was, that the boy got exceedingly fond of him, and the 
mother naturally caught the infection, the first symptoms Of which 
manifested themselves in a strong attack of gratitude $ so that 
whenever Tom Levens appeared as charge d'affaires from 
^ippen, at Hazel tree Cottage, there were always active prepara* 
lions of a hospitable nature for his reception, till tea-^-hoWever 
well it may grow in China — ^he began to think could only be mide 
at Haaeltree Cottage. Cherries, strawberries, peas, plums, and 
lowers, in his bomi experience, also confining their capabilities of 
perfection to the same locality ; so that at length it fell out tW, 
even when Mr. Phippen did not send him, this exemplary youujf 
iiian‘«*»so little did he spare himself, or grudge either lime or 
trouble— would occasionally go down there of his own necord, 
either to bring a bulletin of Bob, who had walked mx miles, and 
dC^atched twelve buns after it; or to inquire if Mrs. ChaM^rtoU 
and her motber might happen to have any message to Mr* Phippen, 
he at a loss for a messenger; or ^ if Sarah Hash wanted auv 
«bre Glenfield starch, or Tim was getting too fat for his collar; asm 
I wanted any alteration of--all which commissions 
have been executed at Brentford ; but of eonrm not so^ widi as In 
London* And then, it would also sometimes fall out, upmi the^ 
impromptu visits of his to Haaeltree Cottage, that he would aoi 
the dlhouette of a widow's cap at the wiudmV, as if the mmm was 





aad looking out for bifn, wiisereupon, poor t^inn 
^wiife%%eart would turn Ethiopiain Scronader, and thump out*^ 

I see her now I I lee her now! 

, , T see her at the wmdow ; 

' She loohs so sweet, she's dress'd so neat, 

Td give my heart to win her/' 

Wm her^ it would appear in negro nepenthes, doing duty as rhyme 
to leiWoie* However, whatever was the rhyme, that appatitioB at 
the window was always the reason of terrible palpitations of the 
heart to poor Tom Levene ; so much so indeed, that for sevml 
seconds after entering the cottage, he could not speak, which gr«a% 
alarmed ?the widow, who would bring him a glass of bright, clear, 
cold water, and look so earnestly into his face while he drank it, 
hopii^ that that would make him better, that on more than one 
oc^sion iie had a great mind to tell her that he should never be 
bMter if she looked at him in that way, as it made the thumping at 
his heart return with double force, and was altogether as contradic** 
tory a mode of proceeding, as if a poacher were to attempt to lull a 
covey of partridges to sleep by discharging a double-barreled ride 
amoagst them. But it is a long lane that has no turning ; and even 
Lmi4m% h no exception to this rule. So one evening, the widoiv 
and Tom Levens were exchanging their adieuw after tea ; the sjun 
going down and the moon rising up, and still he lingered 5 and 
whether it was the tea which had been unusually strong, or the cream 
that had been unusually thick, or the lock of dark^brown hair that 
looked unusually glossy, as it strayed out of bounds, or aU and each 
of these aeparately, or combined, that did it ; but Mr. Fhippen’s mor* 
desk moral, partieulatiy civil clerk, became all of a sudden most 
unwarrantably meddling and morose ; boldly declaring in the most 
abrupt manner that he thought a widow’s cap the most unbecoming 
thing in creation, and if he could have his way she should not w^ar 
it another minute. And then the widow sighed, and so did he i 
and then he thought he could not do better than endeavour to prove 
to her, by logical demonstration, as he was in the habit of doing to 
Bob in other matters, that as two negatives make an affirmative, SO 
two sighs, if properly commingled, make a kiss; and he having 
employed that electric-telegraph, there is no use in our loitering by 
the w^ay. There were only Mr. and Mrs. Levens, senior, and Mr* 
PhippeUi now to be consulted, and though both agreed that tljif 
was n^cetaary, neither seemed in a hurry to consult them, Ind^<^ 
thai evening was frittered away in tautological thanks on the 
c^,M.rs,f,Ghatterton, for -the .great care and kindness Mr- Lev^ 
htd bean good enough to show Robert, But Mr« Levens 
iber> that; the mere excuriuon-ticket intercourse of an occaskmal 
walk ill the ields did not give suflSicient scope for either, hut, 
the moismt he had shales in hiip, she would then see h^ t^ 
care and attention should be augmented. With regard to the l^k 



of 4atk-broira bitr tb«t has jw*^ heStt *«*n in iSte kttei^, « 
6as^ily ac^cmnted fot ; as iisi6dls-#<!>rk is akoutt tlif r© is alwa^ 

mte to be at least one pair of scissws, which is as convenierif as a 
po8t-o0ice, where love^xnaking is going on ; and so, that i^erj^ sathO 
evening that refractory lock that would wear a widow’s Okp was 
severed by tom Levens with the identical scissors that had cot 
out that cap— 

Such is RitTitiBtrriVE Justice I 
And from that day forth it was r^ulariy transferred to fke tof 
leif^er. This last letter was now in progress of being ahkwerea^ 
and though this was only Wednesday, the writer, with the wings o| 
hope, soared into the far-future of four whhle days and iiighls, and 
announced his advent for the following Sunday, at Hazeltree Cot- 
tage ; but this was only the motwo, which was followed by divers 
variations, all in the same key, which, though thought exceedingly 
delightful by the person for whom they were composed, might not 
be equally so to every ear. At length the letter came to an en^ 
because the paper had done so ; and, that paper has its limits, is 
doubtless a wise provision of nature pr art (?)in8litdtecl expressly 
with a view to bringing love-letters to a conclusion. J ust as the writer 
was in the act of sealing this one, ibe office door opened, and Mr. 
Fhippen made his appearance, surprised at seeing him at that un- 
usual hour. Tom Levens hastily descended from his high stool, 
and inquired if he wanted anything, 

^*Eh ? ’egad ! yes, Levens ; I can’t imagine how I came to be so 
silly. Absence in young fellows like you is easily accounted for, 
and very excusable, but I am old enough to know better ; and 1 
must have left my watch either on the table here, or on the table in 
dressing-closet, when I went to wash my hands and put on a 
clean neckcloth before I went away to-dky.” 

** There is only one comfort, Sir,*’ said Tom Levens, commenc- 
ing his search on the large office table, at which Mr. Fhippen 
idways wrote, ** if you left it anywhere here, it is safe. 1 only hope 
you may not have lost it in an omnibus.” 

"No, No, Tom ; I walked home,” said he, joining in the search ; 
** and I only missed it when I wanted the Bramah hey of m/ desk ; 
for you kpow I wear that and the key of the iron safe here, to my 
watch-chain, and I have a perfect recollection of having taken out 
the watch and laid it down somewhere, but whether it was here. 
Of in the next room, 1 can’t exactly remember.” 

" It is not here, Sir,” said Levens, ikhing up itid shaking the 
last packet of papers, and then even looking in the waste-paper 
basket. " I’ll go aitd look in the dressing-room.” , 

And accordingly to the dresslng-rooth they both went, knd the 
portly watch and its appendages were soon discovered, lythg 
on the top of a sniall chest of drawers, near the wasi-naha 
Iffcand, '' ,V' 

"’fhat’s all right, Cried Mr, Fhippeh, taking possession of itt 



I aia li^re, I may, as wall ioek wp thes® 
l^iv|aMBg a, packet'^cutt of aiid tfiey iKulli returwi iiala 

ffee o&ce, "Mr. Fhippsn #alk«^ to the iroa safe, md began 
Mocking it ; but tb® k®y» wkicb tbongh a comparatively small 
oae ibr so large a lock, generally opened with such ease, now 
refused to torn in the lock. Mr. Phlppen took it Omt and examined 
the wards* when he discovered the impediment toeonsist in a email 
piece of wax which blocked up one of the interstices. ** ^farad# 
that*® odd too*’* said he, removing it, and placing it in a piece of 
paper which he put into his waistcoat pocket ‘‘ Have you been 
in the office ever since I left to*day, Levens V* 

** Yes, Sir, except for^bout a quarter of an hour at four o*Clock, 
when 1 went out to post some letters.” 

** And who did you leave here when you went to the post ?” 
Sedgemore, Sir/* ^ 

** Humph ! and was he alone when you came back ?” 

“ Ko, Sir, there were two persons with him, a Mr* Sm^th airf a 
Mr. Jones,” 

** are they ?” 

“ Well, 1 don’t exactly know. Sir; but I believe they are friends 
of Sir Titaniferous Thompson.” 

** How the deuce did Scdgemore become acquainted with 
them ?” 

“I’m sure I don’t know. Sir, but he appears to be very intimate 
with them ?” 

“Obi he does, eh ?” and Mr. Phippen pulled his right ear and 
mused for a few seconds, and then said—*' I tell you what, Leyen®**' 
I wish you’d put on your hat, take a cab and go to CBubbs’s, apd 
bring back a man ibM you' directly, with several locks on ma, 
same ])kn as this one — that is, large triple or quadruple locka 
with small keys. ’Gad I I’ll have this lock changed.” 

“ 1 think you are right, Sir.” 

“ Why, do you suspect anything, Levens ? ’Pon my life I begin 
to think you do.” 

“ iSo, Sir ; only I don’t know what to make of that piece 
of wax being w^^ged between tbe wards of that key, for ha4 
it fallen accidenfty from a candle, it would have beep pn the 
surface.” * 

“ liight, Tom ; so it behoves me to mx 

“ Why, with so many papers and other things of such irnmeni^., 
value, I think it does, Sir,” said th® former, as he put on h^ hit 
and i®ft the office. In little more than half an hour he returne^i 
With a locksmith and an assortment of locks. . 

“You must take care, iw man/’ said Mr. Fhippeu to the smithy 
put m a lock as diffi&rent from the one you take off, ati 
possible/’ . 

This due. Sir, i« qulie as secure, if not more so than yfura 
bptt it if on a totally different and that key of fmt " 





,^i^ii,|0,„in, in^ leiif.4pm, .in 
ma iiii<i mrmibi, and acre^^a mi, ^Ite4 awny nt tbt; 

]€^, aa aapi^fiiiioiisly/as poasil#,^ W t^al, n.t iW, e3c{niiiilinn^;«^ m 
Imiir he had taken off the old one and put on the new ; which 'iM 
lock, with the key» Mr*. Phippen placed inaide the wh^ he 
found all Ms deeds, doentnents, and o^her matters infael# 
ff lhank you, much obleeijed to you ; Jbere’s half SL^fivoifm for 
ycjpraelf, and send rpe the hill of the lock," ^ 

“ I return you many thanks. Sir/* said the smith, aadierinf up 
hh^ took and basket, and pulling the fore»lock of his Imir as he 
m^de his exit. 

‘‘Now, Tom,’* said Mr. Thippen, as#, he attached the 
key to his watch-chain, ^*teli me what you suspeoti 
some time past, it has struck me that you had something on ymr 

Sut Tom Levcns, who detennihed not to communicate Me 
suspicions, till they were converted into certainties, but to narrowly 
watch his fellow clerk on all occasions, merely replied, as he cast 
down his eyes, and advanced the tip of his right hoot, with 
geometrical exactness, to a parallelogram in the pattern of the 
door-cloth-*- ‘ ^ ^ 

‘'Well, Sir, as you have been good enough to take aulBcient 
interest in me to remark it, I Acfve bad something on my 
hut it only relates to my own affairs. Sir; for, with regard |o yours# 
you may rely upon my vigilance in not losing sight of them night 
or day, and till I have something more than suspicions to go upocb 
I would rather keep ikem to myself/* 

nothing to say against Tom, as I approve of it 
entirely,” said Mr. Phippen, seating himself in his green morocco 
easy-ewr, and leaning back in it, to show that he was in no hurry, 
hut, with his usual kindness, was ready and willing to hear whatew 
concerned or affected the person addressing him. 

ate very good, Sir/’ said Tom Levens, hastUy drawing 
hack the pmnt of hk boot from that particular parallelog^^, as if 
it had been a bait, and that something had suddenly nibbled et i,t. 
'‘ Very good ; and, indeed, but for your goodimss to everybody, 
and-and-^more partkularly-rto^to-**somebQdy,~-^* but hero 
he could get no farther, ana fakly broke down, li|<e some Pwlia- 
mentary orator, wh^ had suddenly forgotten one of the, chief*' 
in Ms long apd elaborately prepared impromptu speech. . 

A*^,Qk ',^id Mr. Phippen, withw,inalicmue twinkM ih 
m he plunged three of the fingers of both hands into his wmstcpia^ 

pockfts, instead of holding out n hMpiiighand M his poor 
no, there, is, a 9^mek&4y in thecase ? ■ ^ W#, Tumi every onp, knows ^ 
their own affairs best ; hut I have alwaya understood^hiiureyei:#? 
mind you, |oid.y.gO;hf'hear8ayr-4hat,those,«omeMies, 

heart, do as^much.mkchkf. we, iiohody in a .howwiawi''- 
m the same w»y ti’b# sll, in .^HW&htiig,i^ breaking lpi% a# 
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MiNiiif But, if ike «|tifiStii<iii is Bot 

SMIr laaf I ask 

\ HOI ^ young Wy, Bir/^ eimixmmd tke 

\ Itet what tha <i«tica is it-^ot im mU on© I boj)© ?** 

\ ** Oh i no, Sir-*--ne-^no*--it«--4l8--^^^ — — ” 
r* Ah ti*y fancy painted her/^ aa»y Mr, Fbijppen, wenng his 
rkht hand in a theatrical manner, and dhally placing it on ht« heart 
^ B loiMb of Alice Orey, eh ?’* 

pKo, Sir, not grey, oniy--oiily*--a widow's cap, Sir,’' said Mr. 
Livens, with a sort of courage screwed to the sticking point despera* 
and bl^g his lipsttcmelly, as his eyes wandered frhm one 
mareme angle of the floor to the other. 

' Ob t oaJjy a widow’s cap ; Well, that is b6th modest and econd- 
mbal ; as 1 suppose, the * doing up ’ of them, as S^rah Nash calk 
it, is not more than sixpence a week ; whereas, had there been a 
wiaow in it, that, by rendering the enterprise considerably more 
exjNmsive, might have made it imprudent. And where do you 
mien to take a band#box for it V* 
the grave solemnity with which Mr. Phippen put this fueation^ 
seemed at length to convey to Janet Chatterton’sJ?an<?^ the incon^ 
twvw^ble kct that he was making a very ridiculous figure? so,, 
talibig the Initktive in a faint kugh, he for a moment raised his 
eym to Mr. Fhipf.^ and replied coherently — 

“ fact is, Bir,-^f you have no objection,-^! — I— wish to 
maw Mrs. Chatteiton ^ 

** I should think it would be more gcrmain to the mattOr, to 
ascertain Iiiats4e had no objection, though it is rery prudei^, and 
proJ?er, and rmpeetfut, and all that, I must say, of you, Tom, to 
oomult i»e first. Ve^ much so ; and I’m sure the lady will Ike 
yOUtdl the better for it, as it proves you are not hurried sway by 
any foolish impetuosity of feeling — a thing women never forgive; 
mole especially widows,” said Mr. Fhippen, with one of his impla^ 
mbb smiles* However, if you can get her consent, you snail 
have mine,*' ^ ' 

! thank you, Sk, a thousand times ; I have her consent 
eaDdaimed Mr. Levens, now quite lucidly. 

** Tfae deuce you have ! then what, pray, becomes of all the honor 
and respect due to me in consulting me first— eh V* 

” First, or last. Sir, hay honor and respect for you, like hers, and 
like thid of all who know you, can only increase every hour m my 
life/*. -.V 

Ahl Bk/^ added the young man, as his eyes filled with fearSr 
‘♦it is well that there are not more like you on earth, or no one 
would wimt ioj^o to heaven. 

♦♦flet fie I Tom ; now that you are getting profane, I mustgo,*^ 
said Mr. Fhippen, lislng and putting on his hat ? ♦^only miud^ doii% 
gh and 4e^^ m^ down at Brentford, or so^se out^of^the Why 





iBtiiy p«o|^e/<joB k^W6, ln&te fe 

liilkf OB kuBil lor mmi ^ontk^ and I ftkoBld like 

all to coiBe olr togetlier> and after aU Ike marriages are oyer» fok 
cln, aa the Wekfe parson saM when ke wa* |inatle4 ky tying 9 ^ 
many oottf^les togetfier^"-^ pm$tsehm. ^ 

Md ifitliout wai^ng for ano^er word, Mr. Fhippen elammed^ 
tin door alter him, and quitted the olhoe. I: 



CHAPTER XXXin. 


ilktiiro BEBAnann fboh iE'hb bandb ik thb babbs, rnobifi 

•TWO HBAf BENS, TOt* ^EITBkB AND BOB OHAtTBtTCjN, 
ENJOY ftELD-SPOBTS ON tHB SABBATH, AFTER A FASHIpUt 
OF THEIR OWN. MB. TWITOHEE KE-APPEARS, AND THOUGH 
NOT AT CHURCH OR ON THE TREAStlRY-BENtMES, OlVEl! A 
NE1Y lUhCSTRATlON OF ** NON OMNIBUS DORMlO.” 

Sunday Morning at length came, and a heantiful morning H aas, 
6Yim in Ihe sl^U, somhre, conYenticle-looking stress ol the city of 
London; but here and there, glimpses of the bine sky were 
athwart the blackened roofs and chimneys of the gloomy hoB^es, 
and the chime of church-bells swelled along the streets, and bj^th 
sky, and bells, told of brighter, better, and happier things than the 
money^scraping traces the gnomes of commerce had left on all 
around. 

Tom Levans had dressed himself with unusual care; imd« i«s«* 
lug from Thread needle-street, repaired to a neighbouring ehuich, 
prmous to calling for Bob at Chmt's Hospital, as they both were 
to pass the day at Haeeltree Cottage. 

Among the monkish legends is one, that an angel whlpjpied 
St. Jerome for endeavouring to imitate Cicero’s style; it is true, 
dial the Abb4 Oartaut adds, that k was only because he imtUted 
him so badly. But certain it is, that our more orthodox Pro- 
tmkmk divines are safe from iagelhdion on sifter count; and so 
Tom Levens thoti^ht, as he rolled out with the rest of the coiigren 
galiofi ^om dbe city church, where he had been s&par^atted into 
dnishiaag his morningk nap by the thiee-quaitero of an hour 
verbal monotony of the preacher. But as he and young Chatter^ 
ton /{nirsued teir way across the deMs to Brentted, and the 
grass returned a fragrant incense, the thsmksgiving of 
both rose in a deep voluntary, upon its perfumed breath to the 
blue kwmndless dome of Ckwo’e Eternal leifde. Ferhape one rea- 
son why Father le ltepte and ai the Jesuits aseert that ah men of 
Isttero are athmsts, <willioitt belni lar wnsng,) is tkit sucdi ate 



liwaf g ikm' «if«^ «€ metu IHjd 

tkf’Oiiifh of legviMs axid iowevs^ 

firigii, aaix! ^wmgr m^a, gtn^f Iboae of firOD^ they mght^e logs 
f eieoer/^ but they would sssuredly be more wise,-^for then 
<biioe/ evfl, would be thdir good^--"or it may be, ^at this 
npljlect of the Deity, so often ewiiieed by clever materialism, ia bnt 
ai^ Inverse homage to Omnipotence, ana that, like the inhabitmts 
of the city of Bartam, thgr offer their first-fruits to the evil i^r^, 
tiid notkma to the great God, who they say ie good, and stands in 
n^ need of these offerings. 

iBe this as it may, Robert Ohatterton and Tom Levens went on 
waking, and worshipping ; the ritual of the boy being a marry 
lasgh, and the orisons of the young man, a glowing heart, full of 
h^^py thoughts ; till at length the former, after a rather ardninw 
cliab over a sweet-briar hedge, escclalmed, taking off his blog 
soap-plate, and passing his handkerchief over his face and 
forehead — 

^ Well, thank goodness I’m not a girl for life !” 

What do you mean. Bob?” laughed his companion. 

Why, look at these petticoats T' said he, holding up his heavy 
blue woollen garments, they are so heavy, they catch in every^ 
thkg, and are as hot as a furnsoe besides.” 

shall soon get into the Hamuimmith-road, and then Wll 
get Into an omnibus/* 

And accordingly, in teu minutes more^ they found themselvee tn 
that road, and hailed an omnibus that was rattling down from Ken^ 
singfon. Fortunately, it had but one inside-passenger, as the 
othets preferred broiling on the roof. But that one was a distin-* 
guished one, being no less a personage than Newton Twifccher, 
M.F., for Muddle-cufia-Fudge, who w&$m route to Chiswick, 
to pass the day with a rich maiden aunt, from whom he had expec- 
tations ; for when does young England ever pass days, or even 
sacrifice minutes to maiden aunts without ewpeotaiiom / Mr. 
Twitcher^s first move in finding himself in the promiscuous totality 
of a public conveyance, was always to twirl the capillary phantoms 
that should have been a moustache ; and the next, to lose no time 
hprofos de bore, or merely de bottee, in letting the natives know 
that he, Bfr. Newton Twitcher, was a segment of the i%k!atlve 
wisdom of Great Britain. Bo on the present occasion, seeing Ihe 
two intehtont fkces before him, he first twirled Stubble No. One, 
thd next Stubble No. Two, and then, addreasing himself paitbii^^ 
Itrly to Tom Levens, said — 

** What is yo«r opinion of the peace ? We in the Mouse of 
Commons are much divided, both as to its advantages, and Us 
duration.”' - 

“ I cannot say,” replied the other, without betng at all wved bf 
the high honor of speaking to a senator, that I tblnk mmdiied 
it ; there is everything in ^is partatuto p^ce, te tcmliid abe M 





Mi&lmtkm saf&f tt lei^ I ^lak ai i« la® who #ii|ii^ • f hial/ o 
»%ht piweiit goo4 frequently iaebriiitos a nation, till in Ite blind** 
nets it is apt to exolaim against emiaebt genius^ avibo an; 
^gbt present good, foresees many substantial evik^ They 
gine, that in branding him as a malcontent virtue punishes vicir} 
whereas, generally it is only folly laughing at judgment,’ , Moie- 
over, we have plenty of warnings in history, if we would hstsMi 
lo them.” 

*^How do you mean ?” said Mr. Twitcher, pricking up hkeaKSi 
for though not exactly the Turenne that could in a present young 
Chuitdiill discover a future great Marlborough, yet, like most of the 
** clever” (?) rising men of the present dayt he had m intuative pefj- 
ception of his own interest; and seemed to divine that the intdli- 
gentdooking face before him mipht be made available. for furbish^ 
ing up speeches, perpetuating ** Man in Paradise/’ or pushing Mm 
in Parliament.” 

'' How do mean ?*’ 

“ You know, w'hen Cato, the censor, whose sense exceeded his 
sagacity, joined the senate in determining to destroy Carthage, 
why did Seipio alone oppose the ruin of that city ? but b^use 
he considered Carthage both as a rival worthy of Rome, and a dyk# 
for opposing the torrent of vice and corruption breaking into 
Italy ; and from the prescience taught by his knowledge of history, 
he pr^icted all the misfortunes that would bekll Rome at the very 
moment when she erected her dbrone on the ruin of all the 
monarchies of the universe. He, in every country, saw aSylla 
and a Marius, while the Romans could only perceive triuiaphal 
palms, and hear the shouts of victory! If the senate slighted 
Scipio’s advice, it was because that then, as now, very few* by 
knowledge of tW past, and present, see into the future. Again, at 
Marathon, Themistocles was the only man of all the Gre^s who 
foresaw the fight of Salamioe, and who, by exercising the Athe- 
nians in maritime aflkirs, prepared them for victory, instead of 
surprise and defeat. Unfortunately we have now no Themistocles, 
or if we have, he will not be listened to, 'charm hie never so 
wisely,’ as long as the jingling of a copper farthing, or a brass 
button, can echo from the Exchequer to the Legislature to drown 
his voice. It has been said, and truly aaid too, ^tt ' civil warl are 
a misfortune to which we frequently owe great men;* but it would 
seem, that to great wealth in a state, and to the knowledge of all 
the arts by which riiat wealth may be increased, we frequently owe 
little met), and a vast number of them ; but this, I suppose*' oi% 
confirms the doctrine of Epicurus, that the world m made of 
ato«8.” ' ' - H ■•-.•r,, 

Oh I do you think mV* said Mr. Twitcher, as if he.lhm^t 
himself an epitome of die best rehitatioii of thal aiserrion* l 
dMnk we have ficune vesy great men aniOitg''US.” 

.''*'Intkedl pray name them I"* ^ 





m 

Ml*. Twitcjlier temiuftid ai}d ktwed, aut! tlitis tough t tuthe ttost, 
dM not a|3|iiar to like to ritk Ms ircracity, or hazard his jndgmsnt, 
by ttaminff one, and then added, for he always got his opnicms 
ready-tnade from the newsj>aper«, ‘‘ Ohi ah! certaiflly we make 
great mistakes in legislation sometitnes/' 

^reSt, even in the mechanital part of it, that one ocoasion- 
ally wishes to see Caligula’s remedy adopted*” 

“ I forget what that was,” said Mr. Twitcher, which was a 
modest way he had of stating the case when he did not know a 
thing. 

** Why, he ordered Vespasian’s robe to be dragged through the 
mire, for his neglecting th see that the streets were cleaned.” 

^^You are severe,” squeaked Mr. Twitcher, with a little wiry 
spasnmdic laugh. 

^ *‘ No> hut Caligula was ; and even he was sometimes right.” 

” Well I do think,” rejoined the sapient M.P. for Muddle^^^fu- 
Fudge, that we are wrong to be so very thick with France ; for 
I have no doubt Louis Nai)oleon will play us some slippery trick 
yet.” 

** The geographical position of France and England must compel 
them to coalesce, and the only wonder is, that the necessity has 
not coioie sooner. And 1 must say, if there ever is any very broad 
moral or social improvement in England, we shall import them, 
like out wines ana our wit, from France; and, moreover, be in- 
debted for a little additional wisdom to the sound bead and 
telesc'oin*^ mind that now rules the destinies of that great country, 
which never will let itself be ruled by a fool.” 

” 8o you are a great admirer of the present Emperor ? ” 

♦* Very great ; for I think nothing can be more applicable tO 
hltn; than the four last lines of the old contemporary epigram, 
made on Oliver Cromwell — 

: « ' * ■ m * * # 

‘ Par quel destin faut-p, par quelle etrange loi ; , 

Qu* a tons ceux qui sout »^b, pour porter la couronne 

Ce soit I’usurpateur qui donne 

b^example deS vertus, qui dwt avoir un roi ! ' 

You speak French very well,’' squeaked Mr, T witcher. ** I my^ 
wM sm istimeme linguist; French, I almost speak belter than 
jBnglkh,” and here Mn Twitcher dragged in two or three aen^ 
ttnees cd touch, xvhich, haring none of the usual ob%iUg good 
breeding uf their nation, refused to corroborate what th«^ had 
been aummoned to attest ; and, seeing that they were received 
only with a look of wonder, unflanked by admiration, he added; 
abruptly, what he thoitot would be at once a probe and a com* 
-^iment,*w^^' May I ask if you are in parliament? ” 

” Oh, dear, no smiled Tom Jbevens, caressin|E hit ]d|^ 
whisker, (for Mr. Phippen had hinted to him a wish that he 
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umildi skate of'/kis '^laoastacke®, md- any woawti tkai -,ke u^%kt 
kanre after so great a saeriSee, kad kag hmn mm& tJbw 
kealad, by kearing Mrs. Ckatterton one day observe upon ' to 
mn Robert’s sigkiag for tkem on his tlevenik bkrtk-day, that «k© 
detested them,) oh, dear, no! i was going to say, that I was to 
of a rank of life to he in parliament, but that does not hold gohd 
now^a*days; but at all events, I am neither sufficiently rich, nor 
sufficiently elastic about the ccmsdenee, to be in parliament” 

Mr. Twitcher slightlv knit his brows at this aEusion to con# 
science, as if he thougnt mentioning such a thing to ears parks# 
mentary, was almost as bad as mentioning a certain place to/* ears 
polite;” but as he had so far caught the tone of the house, as 10 
make his displeasure always subservient to his intereati he merely 
said — ' 

** Perhaps, without being in parliament, you may like parto 
mentary employment? If so, I shall be very happy to [^cure 
you an engagement as amanuensis — or — or — private secretary to 
auMlV’ 

“ You are very good, Sir ; but I have a permanent engagement 
with a most excellent gentleman, whom I would rather serve for 
nothing, than any other for the highest emolument.” ♦ 

** Oh 1 indeed 1 is he in parliament ? ” 

“ No, Sir ; I wish he were, for even half-a**dozen such good, 
honesty and uncompromising men might act as a sort of moral 
chloride of lime, to counteract the deieterious effects of that legis# 
lative malaria.’’ 

Mr, Twitcher had not been ten months in parliament, without 
having learnt that in England, words are S 0 me, to achieve, con- 
stitute, and to establish aU things — frmn recompensing the bravest, 
and worst-cared for, army in the world — to negari^ing the most 
damning proofs, or varnishing the most ffagrant vices ; and so he 
did not doubt, but, properly administered, with a due quantity of 
honey, they could not fail to gain over to his interests and mould 
to his purposes, a man who bad confessed to being on the very 
lowest step of the social ladder, by saying that he was not of a 
rank in life to be in therefore it was, that 

Mr. Twitcher, affecting to cast a look of mingled wonder 
admiration at his ntW-to, snid, in his blandest squeak*^waving 
the question as to the amount of purification that a few honest 
mm might produce on the atmosphere of St. Stephen ’a^#* 

** You surprise me when you say that you are not in a aphere of 
Iffe to be in parlkfneiit, for you appear to me to havo qiiite 
ffcient -talents to be so.” 4' 

Thai I do not in the least doubt, Sir,” smiled Tom JUvene, 
with a look of self^apprecmtion that must have been dropped 
Mr. Jericho Jabber some night in the Bouse of CoiBinons, when 
he was busy seUing hk constituents and mtto 
bably picked up by Levens, while he was a reporter. 



• d-0'iiol fti^lie lea«t J@«ifot, «aid,t}).e 

all I saw and beard dnrinfs^ the time I was a reporter ; bnt altlioiai^ 
I have had a good edtitataiwai too good, some persona might thipk, 
lor a man Of tny elate, though 1 of course to not think yet 
mf father k only a pu^kan, a calling that I chieiy regret, because 
it brings him, and also brought his son into the vortex of sinners.” 

A publican I ” responded Mr. Twitcher, bis hopes suddenly 
rising like the price of beer after the Sunday Beer then 

— .a—^really 1 almost feel mehned to use force— 
rescue your talents from so uncongenial a sphere — a — if— a— it 
Wmee sr^mlf on the principle of mm, not meamres** fewittaml 
Mr^ Twitcher* launching *Hhe irst small ricketty jest he had ever 
been fmtm'ftmilias to, the wit (?) of it consisting in a pariiaiwsnbiry 
train of thought ; the men ” being an allusion to the man h© wag 
angling forj and the “measures” to the divers siaed pewter 
iagona, which Mr. Levens, senior, used in his public-spirited 
calling. 

“ You are very good, Sir, but they are rescued, and more than 
rescued j for, with tny present worthy and excellent employer, I 
am far happier than 1 could have deserved, or expected to be, mr 
than J can ever hope to he again.” 

“ But I think I could open a career to you— a — where fame aod 
wealth might be obtained ; and no man is fool enough to reject the 
one, or philosopher enough to despise the other,” said Mr. Twitcher, 
with a look of owhlike profundity* that seemed to say there, there’s 
a nut that you will not easily get the kernel out ot, and ding ute 
back the shell. 

But hk companion only smiled and said — “ As for fame, like 
happiness, she finds ©ut those she wants, and flies those often, by 
whom she is most run after; hut with regard to philosophy, I 
only -pretend to as much of it, as verifies Seneca’s assertion, 
prmttti opes sapie^u, quas cuicunque, fecit superveenas deiitJ' 
Mr. Twiteber’s experience and diplomacy were both at fault, for 
neither from “ Man in Paradise” nor “ Man in Farliament” could 
he recall any precedent for man* the species, being impervious to 
the aliureuients of forbidden fruit, and still less, for man, the 
genus tapster, quoting Seneca and eschewing sinecures ; therefore, 
Upon the whole, perhaps it was more a Ur^d'embmrrm than a dii* 
appointment, to the member for Muddle-cum^Fudge. When at 
this juncture, the omnibus stopped at the lane which turns down 
toOdswick* and Mr, TwitcheV alighted to pursue his way on foot,) 
t# Virgin Thorn Lodge, the residence of his respected aunt, Mist 
Lucinda Twitcher, merely uttering a curt “ Good morning ” as lae© 
passed Tom Levens and young Chatterton. 

“Oh I Mr. Levens, do let us get out ker^ and walk the restd 
the ivay,” said the hoy, “ it’s so hot, and that funny-looking gentle- 
man, who has just got out, has my whole face twitchlUf as his 
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im9 ; and vl»at A {nmy iroiee ke lia4| it warlike (ke titunpent tke 
man blows for Pbncb/’ ^ v,.' 

*f for fibame, Bob! you «boul4 speak more respeetfuJly of a 
J^itiab Senator, for he said lee in the House of Cominons/V i ^ 

** Tito man in Farliament T' said the astonished and uhsofihist^ 
eated Bob. ^ . ■ f ^ 

'•So he said.” . ■. 

But he couldn’t speak ! I'm sure it would be quite ridiculoust 
We fellows at Christ’s Hospital could do better than he oouM, I’m 
sure.” 

l my dear Boh, many men in Parliament who can’t speak, 
and are equally, if not more, ridiculousi contrive to take up jthe 
time of the House, and waste the padence of the public^ by talking 
for several hours together, because, having crammed and concocted 
a speech, they must let it explode in that particular hmkn* 

** Let me pass, please^** panted a- stout gentleman in black, with 
diamond 8 hirt. 6 tuds, and a dark»brown wig, parched and and, like 
a capillary desert, without a single oily oasis throughout it, and 
who had mst been “ assisted ” from the roof of the omnibus when 
it stopped to disgorge Mr, Twitcher. This lasce passare of his was 
addressed to Tom Livens, who had one foot out on the step qf the 
vehicle, while the rest of bis person remained still seated within, as 
he concluded his reply to Eohert Obatterton. 

** I beg your pardon, Sir/’ said he, acceding to the request by 
instantly springing out into the dusty road, where, the next 
moment, he was followed by Bob ; and the door of the omnibus, 
being slammed to, with the obligato ** all right,” it again rattled 
on, but had no sooner done so than young Obatterton espied an 
open letter, lying in the dust beside the causeway, and» picking it 
up, read the direction — 

‘*To Daniel Hebblethwaite, Esq., 

** Hummums, 

Covent Garden.” 

** I wonder,” said he, if anybody from tbe top of the omnibus 
dropped this ?” 

*‘Yeea,” said a loutishdooking individual, in a clean smock- 
frocks which, from both his hands being plunged into the pockflp 
of a pair of brown corduroys, caused the said smock to Ml 'm 
drapery on either side, though rather too scanty to be graceful ; 
whde a white wide-awake, and a red neck handkerchief ^adomod 
his upper man j a straw, that he twirled between his teeth, doing 
duty fm* a tihia^ m he leant his broad shoulders against, the auU'^ 
steeped bricks of a garden-walL , 

Yeea— oi— -seed he drop from that ’ere stout genp^ .^ket 5 lie 
as gc^ into the ’bus off the thatch.” ^ f ; 

“Then why on earth did you not pick it up and give hitpi; 
or, m. }ea»t» tell him he had dropped ill” said Levans, iin®r%w > 



M I lia! a good ’mi; 1 baia’l; a ta /ajte 

arier other folk's letters.*' 

^ »* A ^eitticri of free*liora Biitisk mdependence aad aatloPSl 
amiability,*' shnig^ed Levehs, Hew, Bob, run with it, and try 
mid stop the cminibas/' And Bob set o€ as fast as he could run, 
crying at the top of his voice,*' Stop! Stop ! Stop !" and brandish* 
ing the letter above his head, as a sort of signal, while the clown 
set up 'sd borsedaogb, shewing idl his teeth, diving down almost to 
ground in his Mlarity, and slapping Kis^iight thigh till the 
blows resounded, as he vociferated— 

♦* Batiged if that bain’t proime ! A poirst*man in petticoats ! tre 
shall hard the poetesses ib breeches next, I suppose.'* 

But, after a long and ineffectual chase, Chatterton returped^ 
panting add breathless. " No use,*' said he, ” I could neither 
make thedi see nor hear, as the people outside had their backs 
turned tome/* 

As Levens took the letter which the boy held out to him, he 
thought he recognized the handwriting on the direction ; and, after 
considering for a second or two, whose the writing resemhied, he 
recollected that it was that of Sir Titaniferous Thompson. It was 
a large vtdgar-lookingTletter, on blueish foreign post-paper, not in 
an envelope, but folded down at each side, as old-fashioned letters 
used to be ; but as the address Was in full— 

To Daniel Hibblethwaite, 
Hummums, 

** Oovent Garden/* 

Tom Levens, as they walked slowly on, was about to re-fold i^in 
its oiiginal folds, determined to inclose it with a line, saying how 
be had fouhd it, as soon as he reached Hazeltree Cottage, and put 
it in the post immediately ; but in doing so, a strip of paper dropped 
from it. 

“ Hallo V* cried Bob, putting his foot on it, to prevent its blow- 
ing away } for although there was not much air, the strip was so 
tiairow, and the paper so thin, that it had not sufficient specific 
gravity to keep itself on the ground. 

** Hallo ! I never saw such a ricketty concern as that letter t it 
diteps shedding its leaves in all directions, like an over-bloWn peimy^ 
What*8 this? * Pass-^words : Golden Pippin’s, for Mondav^ Cre* 
morncj Tuesday; Waterloo-blue, Wednesday; Up the chimney, 
Thursday ; Mind the bear, Friday ; Don’t mind the bull, Baturdaf 5 
Bilbop the band, Sunday.* Goodness ! I declare here’s somcH 
thing about you, Mr. Levens,** said Chatterton, pausing tu the per* 
ttsal of this itinerary. 

'•Com^, come, Bob, give me that paper/* said Levens; *‘y 0 u 
should never read what is not addressed to, and therefore does not 
belong to, you.” 

But all in uttering this very proper advice to his young ccnnpa* 
nion, as he replaced the slip of paper in the letter, and transferred 
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the ktta* to Ms pocket, the words ‘^ Gdideo Pippins/’ ^Gre- 
naorne/’ followed hy his own name at the end, and coupled with 
Sir Titaniferous’ Thompson's writing, had jarred disagt^eeaWy on 
Ms eats, by awaking, or rather confirming, Ms former iuspkions 
respecting Mr. Sedgemore and his associates ; and he resolved at 
least to elucidate the matter, as far as reading that ambiguous stiip 
of paper went, as soon as he could do so, without setting the boy 
at his side a bad epraple. But Bob, neither knowing nor caring 
about all this, now began to give himself up wholly to his antici- 
pations of Home, and the dissolving views his imagination was 
conjuring up, wondering if his mother w^uld he at the gate to meet 
them ; if his grandmother would be well enough to dine with them; 
if Sarah would have on the cap that he had bought for her with his 
own money, and his own taste 1 in St. PauFs Church Yard, where 
the cakes are more tempting even than the caps, and the toys of 
guns, cannons, fortresses, games of race-courses, and railways, 
with their Bjeridl pendents, fire-balloons, more tempting than either ; 
if Tim would come running out with that little fat, fast trot of his, 
which, but for the length of his tail and the loudness of his me — ew, 
would have made him look like ^ little mule ; if the bees looked more 
comfortable, with their hives under wooden roofs ; if there were 
any cherries ripe yet, and if there would h& plenty of peas for 
dinner, with a thousand other ** ifs/’ which formed the bright pris- 
matic hues of Bob’s vivid but impalpable tableaux. Generally, as 
far as the first of young Chatterton’s ifs went, Mr. Levens’ conjec- 
tural visions were in perfect unison with them ; but on the present 
occasion, for a wonder, he was thinking more of his master than of 
his mistress ; and it was not till they had turned down Hazeltree- 
lane, and that the former gave a bound on before, exclajuiing-*-** I 
declare the very air is sweeter here l’^ that he came back into his 
former self sufficiently to think so too, as a balmy breath out of the 
woodbine hedge at that moment, gently stirred his cheek, and 
seemed as if it had come direct from fiazeltree Cottage, which 
much confirmed his opinion of its superior sweetness. 

There she is !” cried Robert, some ten minutes after ; and on 
he ran, at the top of his speed, and was soon with his arms round 
hiS naother’s neck, who was, as he knew she would be, standing ft 
the garden-gate, looking out for them, while Mr. Levens, no doubt 
hnl approving of that sort of public mhr&ssades, took off his hat 
Ae most respectful manner, and rather skckened, tjban acce- 
lerated his pace, as he approached the haven of his hopes. Was 
it a fort of moral dropping anchor, or was it that h© missed the 
Pharos by which he had so long steered — the widow’s cap ? V^y 
likely the }stt^5 fov certain it k that it was not there, hut in its 
stead was a little simple, but very becomii^ ctp^-becoming feom 
its very simp}icity--^wii^ a few knots of white ribhon^^love^ribhott, 
it is true. $o thaij, to borrow (with a sl^j^t varialkm) a qmp of 
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It did elite ‘*for tlie dear departed,” ar “the dte 

alive/’ 

“ Oood foortiing, Mr. Levens/* said the widow, holding out her 
hand, and bloshing as she did so, as a pleasing relief to the dead 
White of the cap, I hope you have hot walked all the way in this 
tettible heaC which is more like August than June.” 

Oh ! no. We got into an omnibus at Hammersmith, and Only 
got out at Chiswick j but the country is so delightful, especially 
just about Irere ; for Robert and I agreed that the air was sweeter 
in this green lane than anywhere.” And Mr. Levens accompauiod 
this s^ech with a look f^ll into the eyes of Robert’s mother, that 
seemed to think it could not do better than follow the example of 
the air. s 

** How is grandmother ?” asked the b^, not apparently noticing 
Mr. Levehs’s aerial plagiarisms. 

“ Indeed, dear, I am sorry to say she is not so well to-day. She 
has had a bad night,” said his mother, as they all three entered the 
little glass-doored, wainscoted parlour, where the cloth wm already 
laid, and which, warm as it was without, was cool and* pleasant, 
from its bowery tracery of shadowing vine-leaves on either side. 

•• May I go up and see her ?” 

And although Mrs. Chatterton lost no great time in giving an 
afl^rmative reply to this request, still, so great was Mr. Levens’s 
empressement to oblige his young friend, that before she could lite- 
rally do so, he was on the point of granting him immediate per- 
mission, and had got so far as “ Oh ! yes,” in the programme, till 
he suddenly recollected that this taking parental precedence of his 
mother wka rather premature, so he terminated the “Oh! yes” 
with “ thififroom is delightfully cool and still further to cover 
his retreat, upon espying through the glass door of one of the 
china closets three china baskets filled with cherries, strawberries, 
and gooseberries, he called Robert’s attention to them by ssying-*- 

“ Look here. Bob. Here’s a splendidly satisfactory answer to 
your doubt, as to whether the cherries were ripe.” 

“ Oh ! mother, yOu are the best little woman in all the World, 
though not so little nfither,” cried he, again hugging her ; hut 
Robert Chatterton, though indisputably fond of fruit — and, if We 
mhst own it, though now eleven, still much addicted to ginger- 
bread and all the small vices of confectionary, such as comfits and 
barl^^sugar--“wa8 yet a boy of strong principles for his age; and 
sov without even venturing another look at the china closet, he 
daited iii!^ the passage on his way to the old lady’s room, thus 
gtvi% a practical evidence that his motto was grandmothers before 
gooseberries. But such was his precipitation that he nearly knotted 
^rah over, who was going into the room with a plate of sliced 
cucumber, followed by Tim, mewing clamorously, wno, from being 
IM by the nose (as So inany elderly gentlemen are who live entirefy 
under petticoat government) from its perfome, bed mistaken the 
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cuettmber for smelts sie mi%Hl, whielj is the way feline gaSWiioines 
prefer them. ^ 

beg your pardon, Sarah/* said Bohert, catching Jier by botli 
arms, m order to restore her cquiHbrium. 

*^Dear heart. Master Robert, is that you? Fm so gM tb see 
you. You*re looking uncommon well, to be sure * and I declare 
if you ain’t growVl agin, even since you was here last. And how 
is Mr. Fhippen ? and when is he coming down agin? for 1 do sq 
long to see him. You don’t hnow how I miss them dear old creak- 
ing hoots of his, for all IVe got your ma, and grandma, and 'Hm, 
and the clock, and the fruit, and the flowjrs, and the bSeS, and the 
birds — in short, more company and comfort than ever ]E had in my 
life before. Yet them dear old boots was tbe first sounds as ever 
seemed to say a kind thin to me ; and goodness knows it was no 
fancy, for look at all they have done for me and for every one, and 
the place don’t seein natural without them ; and that's tha truth 
of it.” 

And here Sarah wiped her eyes with the corner of her apron, 
which gave Bob time to r^ly, in the most satisfactory manner, to 
her queries touching Mr, Phippen’s health and approaching advent, 
and also an opportunity of seizing Tim, who, while his head was 
being kissed and his ears pulled, had the power of ascertaining 
that what he had pursued as a fish, when overtaken proved to he 
nothing hut a cold, crude vegetable. Alas t poor Tim, thou art 
not the only one whose brightest dreams and most glowing calcn* 
lations end in , cold cucumbers, submerged in the vinegar of some 
sharp reality. 

“ Oh! thank you. Master Robert, for my new cap. You see 1 
have got it on,” said Sarah, stooping her head to show all beau- 
ties, as soon as her mind had been set at rest about Mr. 'Phipj4pn, 

“ But, Sarah, you’ve taken out the flowers, and I thought tliem 
the prettiest part of it.” 

** Thank you all the same, Master Robert, but it’s not for the 
likes of me to wear artificials. Lor! a maid of all work looks like 
a Jack-in 4 he-^green with such finery; but I’ve made the bCautiful- 
lest bow^pots as ever you sec. with them, latnd i keeps *eiii on the 
kitchen dresser, and they looks as natural as can be; as you may 
believe when I tell you as they kmtmlly look in a butterfly the 
other day, who flew in and lighted on 'em, and the poor thing 
fidgetted about, disappointed like, as if it could not make out why 
it co^d get no dinner off of 'em. But I must take in this heTe 
coolseumber. I’ve made you a famous large gooseberry piC, and a 
cake, and some cherry tarts, to take back tb school with you, Mas- 
ter Robert,” concluded she, as she OfteUed the parlour door ; and 
Robert, four steps at a time, cleared the ii^t of stairs m 1 ^; 
his ginndmothePe 1X1001^ 

Mr* Levens was a great fhimuiite W as ailgen€(^ii' 

under his peculiar circu»»tam<^s are be, whO; in wobihg * 
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the d® mt negleet ^eii^aid. Soj, disposing of the eucuin^ 

her, sne hopM he was not tired after Ms walk ; and he coinnli-^ 
mepted her on the hecomingness of her cap, and also upon her * 
ddtnestie arrangements, so that, in her own mind, Sarah decided 
that Ae. wiw the nicest ycmg man “ mer she see/' for still the 
hem {deal df that sex remained, in her opinion, snrmounted by a 
bay: wig, and terminated in Hessian boots; and such a supersti- 
tious reference, indeed, did she attach to the latter, that She had 
purchased, from an itinerant vender of obfects of village tierfu, such 
as yellow plaster of Paris parrots, and red and white pipe-clay aats, 
a beautiful pair of red china Hessians, with purple tassels, for 
holding matches, which atways hgured on the kitchen chimney* ^ 
piece as her Lares and Petiates, But this love of the beautiful did 
not prevent Sarah from having, like Mr. Twitcher, a practiml 
phase ip her character; and though she very sensibly thought 
much more of potatoes than of politics, and therefore troubled her- 
self very little about the right man in the right place, she had a 
great notion of the right woman in the right place, as the brilliant 
cleanliness, comfort, order, and neatness of the little cottage evinced. 
And as she did not doubt that her mistress was qj^uite capable of 
entertaining Mr. Levens “unassisted^' by anybody, the natural 
sequence was that her own proper place was in the kitchen ; and 
so, after liaving exchanged compliments with Mr. Levens, thither 
she returned, to see that the couple of very fine fat ducks, that 
were roasting at the fire, did not burn. 

“ Oh 1 i have had sucft akind letter from dear good Mr. Fhippen, 
giringhis full consent to our marriage,” blushed Janet Chatterton, 
when Sarah had left the room; “ but he has taken a house in Upper 
Brook^street, and he is good enough to wish us to he married from 
there.*’ 

“ But %t>hen?^ inquired Mr, Levens, uhth a Threadnee(lle*street 
attention to chronological detail, which no doubt his habits of busi- 
ness had given him. Nevertheless, he seemed to have a natural 
genius for negotiapng other transactions, not acquired either in 
Threa^necdle-street or on the Stock Exchange ; tor, as he spoke, 
he approaAed his chair still nearer to the widow’s, and, passing 
h^ 'arm roupd her waist, took one of her hands in bis, and looked 
so earnestly into her eyes, that she was obliged to answer hint, 
whii^h she accordingly did, by saying, with a still deeper blush, 

^* Next mqnth — the 15th of Jmy." 

Wa« tWt quiet, steady* impassable-looking clerk of Mr- Fhip* 
pen*s j^truck with sudden madness, that he should so seixe that 
poor, If ail little woman beside him, and press her to his heart with 
surfii vehemence, that to a looker on, baa any such been there, her 
sufmcatipn must have appieared his sole aim and her inetitable 
end ? No, he was not m&d ; it was only the **Kdmktom earth/^ 
mingling as it ever doeis, swm^ iatpr, widi our common clay* 
thi> pofs^y bf^ its prose. 
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^ I 0xxe ^ty in ikat luttli/’ say# Saa^ In hk (M$Mm,' ar 
Smfire ^ Mose», m odbfil^ns mtih^ m animated ]»aixd pmmd 
« ii^ mine. I asM, An tlanu l ait liKm amberf 

l am bat eOTtmon earth, but I have had eome coonecthm with the 
vese^itfii beneiBceiit virtue has i^eaetrated mei withuul that, I 
dhuuld still be only common ear^.” . 

And so it was with Janet Chattertou and her eomimMm Nei« 
th^ were, m the ahstraet, handsome, though early sorrow had 
touched, with its hallowing grace, the features of both; But now^ 
now, what a change teemed td have come over theml for they 
actually glowed and kindled into positive beauty. It was, that 
#2ove was holding his feast of roses in tUsir hearts, and their ootn* 
mon clay, so touched, now breathed forth its musk and amber, as 
a divine incense for his ahur. 

But l^me is no respecter of happiness. The happiest day, like 
the most miserable, comes to ah end, mid eitactly at the same 
moment, neither a second sooner nor later— the only difference 
being that the happy day seems to pass away more quickly, though, 
as a compensation, it graves more archives on the memory j for in 
misery there is ever a monotony which leaves no record hut one 
long ^'aching void,” So at length the happy day at Hazeltree 
Cottage came to an end ; for Tom Levens could not delay any 
longer the communicating his engagement to Mrs, Chattefton, to 
his parents, and asking their consent, which he did in the usual 
way — after having dispensed with it ; but he determined to leave 
Bob as a hostage, to give him an eaccuse for returning to say 
** good night”— two words which all lovers appear to think are 
not valid unless repeated a thousand tiroes. And the declining 
sun and lengthening shadows having warned him that he must 
, get to his father’s before dark, he set out for the “ Four Alla,” but 
md no sooner got to the end of the lane than, looking around him 
and seeing that there was no one in sight either way, he took from 
his pocket the letter directed “ to JDaniel Mebblethwaite,” tot 
reading the paper of “ pass-words/’ beginning with “ Golden 
Hpmne” and “Cremorne,” and ending With this sentence, “ac-* 
^coining to the day that that fellow Levens can be got out of 
' /'the way.” ' . ^ 

, “ Oh, indeed !” said be, irst turning the paper in all directions, 
and then, preparing to read Bie letter, he added, I think Faro 
justified in inquiring a little more into this matter, and seeing for 
w4ai hurpose t am to be got out the way%*’ The letter ran as 

^ K.. . 

««fiiday, June 

“l>eitr , ' ' - ,, ' 

“ It was unfortuuKl^ ihttl I ^otiid not have been at home wimn 
ydh chEdd this mming, and canntnfotiviw m yo«tiio*inlght, 
nor to-mm'row; as to the 

’s 'breakfast ‘fm 'iai<nr'’«s-ii 





J fW#l li^ m # Lmd&j»m |^s$%j|e i stBi, 

ita ,i mmot m y^# as I h&u iwi^Biig 
tiiiiofs i»e^«eQ. m4^ l» mi ills ]|0ir«w» 

A tors,' , mw& $0 gpm, ito I uwist ixat daisy ewiipim 

'>CSfS|)e» ancj 'pliers^-.w® mt be wsbte 4 % % ibe 
kicbiesi amident in the world# die oM (Jolden Ftoin left to ksy* 
#« key# wkk to wiy|;cb, #n a ctot of drawers ipt Monday# and 
Sedgeiaoi® tok tbs imiwreafiioii in and m bavs tod s dup^i- 
rCffite key inade, «o now we osn do tb® Job and at m^rimurp 
bonr, wbicb will balBe all enspidon or research, The only con- 
tmteptB tot can mw possibly occur# will be tbai fdloF If^FOtis# 
with bi» gratitude and fidelity to to employer# and those sort oC 
barricades being got out of to way 5 for wheneyer one wants 
get rid of people Saey are sure to be as immoi^eable as to monu- 
went ; but I inclose you a list of pass^ words, which wi|l provide 
for that contingency, Sedgemore is to oler his fellow clerk a hey- 
day. As 1 do not wish the attempt to be made b^ore Mmday itol'f 
the I 5 th, on which ’day I shall he at Wimbledon# at 

Lord -~-’s. Smith and Jones ndU call on Sedgemore 
neiie{ week ; if Levens has consented to go out on Monday# Sedge- 
more wil# in conversation with them, use to words **Qp)^n 
Pippins i” if it is to be on Tuesday# b® bring in Cremome#’* 
and 80 on, throughout the week, as I inclose you to list f hut 
whatever day it is to be, ihey will inelose you the word by post, 
you may be there, to bring me the deeds# coupons, and whatever 
Golden P^ins may be with tom. Ym must Keep Sedgemore in 
play# with dinners at to White Hart# and other junkettinge^ , He 
is a cheap rogue, easily springed with gentility, and its antipode, 
gin. Would that Smith and Jones' pretensions were ae easdy 
satisfied ’j however, we need not trouble ourselves about rAem, when 
once you, and 1 , have to needful, and The “ Go-a-Head *’ has hj|r 
steam upi As the Yankees# like all democrat® in theory# are pr^e* 
tolly, very fond of lords, I have takw our passage, as Lord Irk- 
.mammester, which, as you are aware, is to name of roy kereditoef 
landed luoperty, while Itove bestowed on you a life parage 01%, 
as Lord Ohiprassee# which 1 have no doubt will be as good a nanp 
to curry favour with in Broadway, as it is to flavour curry irith in 
India. 

" Ever yours# 

« P* Sedgeiwe have id course as a 0mt favpur) lix 

more shares in to Grand Duchy of SwUlandsmokem Lead Miniii 
it is to Imtl we can do lor him. It costs us nothing — ^ and wiB 
bring him to same I and to ee^ffrimm will be worth muclb to a 
leMow of hk toevd, torp 

WmfM . totoa 0 ^ d rasiudi^, Ibjd I %tod 

•pocket of lit 
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mt mt to^mtmw Bight, 0r» atjamst^ W 

«|»i-^'bi^|-h€«ig6, '^il«'' if' tlle^wll<9le^ IM 

hib';f>to8 

’!»>' return ■ ' tep'- at ' 
likh£t|#i it ms n<5(t:hk-turn todd 
m BBf body; %Bt t1i€ 

110 Bco^t M#. S©dgfe 0 iai^^« oMgiog i holiday, tliiferity, 
irbile, itt reality, he feaoked ^ai iiij|lit to get^ ihfeo^i^^ 

beaidea Pui^oB,^ «boiilt he pi^doe ahoOlt 4lllir^t 
parts of the office till the folkawing ere^og ; so as, at 
toBctBre, to "assist” Mr. Shihi^fnoreiBieBte^iMoghW^ at 
Ilia pri?ate theatricals of Wh&Irm €^t ThOs resold W, he 
ooickenod bis pace towards his faihcr'a hoBte; sileat|y lhaOhiBg 
<JoB for WiBg seat him so s%aal » f^ioiddeboei wOagh the 
MeffiiMB of what taea efroaeousljr eidl chmiee/^ 

"tody,” tbonaht the yotmgifxm%^ caiie out oppose his 
lasher’s house, «hll musing on the wlter of the iufhtUdus latter he 
had |u8t read, whom all men, from the greatest to the mealiest, m 
the land, were bowing down toi and worShfppjBg as Ihe gOldeO god 
of modern Idolatry f " (hms in pmmpiii mMnm ind as 

^e Psalmist says, *Have all the workers of 
ledge i’ ” And he sighed, as he contrasted Sir lltentfeSOdi 
Oon and Phillip Phippen-^the incarnations df ihe tiSC anl the 
abuse, of wealth ; and sighed more de^ly still, as he ihoni^t Of 
the unii^rsai Mammon-worship of this a^ and Coniitrj^. And yet, 
even Mammon-worship has 0»e grikind M defencer foC, because 
gold m^ht procure all that is good; people .confound thte type with 
^|he virtues typified; and sO worship il«^s as # they we^^ 

Wkim good. " That, there have been so fdlse goiii do^^htCd/’ 
l^nays TOIots^, "is rather gn ®rgumenl that there Is# 

F’ldmt 'there is none. 'Them''Would 'Im uoccdnferfl^s 
sake of something that is real For though preh^rt sie^ 
be what diey reo% are Bot> yet stiS liK^^etena ie iMteing 
that rehUy w; Ibr to counterfifit, is to pni im the hkeni^^ kp- 
pcarances of some real exc^tocy. There would twi Ih^SiSofiiW, 

if'^thm'e were^not)good. and 'lawful 'money*' 

.not pretend to be diamonds, if 'ihere-hoter hMi^eeh'iuydiai^^ 

, Those. ■ idol* 'In . the ^ 

oallsthe'm), Zamhert SmwfM‘md''Wk^ 

Sit 'Upi'f ''there had imtOiice'b^’'U.iitl'''l|tai#^ of 

¥offc.^'iSo 'the'^idols td-ihe^ 'hii!^biei0,^.^^i^i^ %p' to 



4%f' 

wtue will cease t 0 leccive, m, at all eirents, to a(^dqit 
l-omate, , . ' ^ 

jFom l how yoii frightened ro«|/' said little fat Mrs, 
l^yei^ fs she sat reading her Bible in the bar» like a tuo, con*^ 
the goodly row of bright yellow oms, that figured 
there; 4>re that her buff dress was surmounted by a very smart cap, 
with or Satne^coloured ribbon, in compliment to the in* 

pounds Mr. Phippen had bestowed on her. 

•' rm tdl over of a shake like a jelly," continued Mrs. Levens, 
returning her son’s kiss, though it had come the wrong way, by 
Ms having gone to the back of her chair, and put his arms round 
her neck^ . „ ■ ■ 

“Pm aorry for that, mother, for I certainly did not come to 
frighten you; on the contrary, I came to tell you very good news* 
But where’s my father ?” 

“ He’s down by the river^side, smoking his pipe, but PH send 
for him. Pheebe I run down to the water-side and tell your master 
as he’s wanted immejei, but you needn’t say as Mr. Tom is come ; 
for as you took and surprised me, Tom, 1 don’t see why he should 
not have a surprise too. Now what’s the good news V* asked Mrs. 
Levens, laying down her Bible, smoothing her apron, and putting 
her hands in her pockets, as if she thought there could be no gooa 
news that did not relate to ihem, “Can it be as Mr. Phippen is 
a-going to take you into partnership ?” 

“ No, but somebody else is. In short, mother, with your, and 
my father’s consent, Tm going to be married." 

“ Married I Tom 1^' almost screamed Mrs. Levens, putting both 
hands up to her cap as if she thought, with a daughter4n-law 
“ looming in the future," it was high time to take the ribbons, as 
well as the reins, into her own hands vigorously; “ Married! wdU^ 

I never I but don’t let us talk of such things here, we shall be moilf* 
to ourselves in No. 3." And accordingly, to No. 3 they adjourned, , ; 
where Mr* Levens, thinking he had been summoned to a custometj 
instantly joined them. 

“ Hallo I Tom, is that you ? You’re late ; why not have come 
to dinner ? what will you take now ? some of the Mecklenbm^g 
Lodge sherry ? — eh ? only say the word ?" 

“ Nothing, Sir, thank you, I toe dined ; I only came to see you, 
and to ask your and my mother’s " r 

^‘Lawrl dear, would you hdieve it," broke in Mrs. Levens, 
“Tom’s ^ going to married I" 

“ Mmwd !” echoed Mr* Levens, “ married I to how much ?" 

“ Ayi^ is it a fortin, Tom I" rejoined his mother, “ for Im sune, 
with the eddication you have had> you’ve every right to look lor 
one." : . 

“ Yps/’ reiterated Mr. Levens, shaking his head, solemnlyi a» Jsm 
seaMd, and, 'threw himself 'back in 'an arm-chair, “'has she /Motiejf, " 
Tom } for marriage it a serito them as is not used to n, 

a 



"md ’||| m 

iupif %& wii' a worriTflii lis j^iir mother^,' jam** ' ’ ;’ ' ': ';' ^ ,;' ’ ' “ 

'' "‘1f0i!i’3ldrjt’V and tltc^fora looked toidMy '"' ! ' 

' WnU'i* tell lis wko the gal ia, Tooa ? I ''lici|»e it ain't 
Sally Spaoker, of the Bine Boar, at Brmiford; f<;>r oM 

Spanker does mean to give her five thoamd nottnds tO |bniii> 
I*m sure stack a forward hussy as tke^ ijfOnld he dear wipi ten, 
though I shoidd hold her very ch^ap, even if she had twenty I” 
eonclnded Mrs. Lerens, tossing her head with ineCable disdain. 

‘'No, toother, it*« not Mks Spanker, it> a ve^ didferfat prson 
in every respect; it’S—it’s— a widow,” j^id Toto* feihtiyi ima with 
as cniprit an air as if he had nmde her so. V 

" A widow V* screamed Mrs. Levens, in a sharp Msettd | ** JLawr, 
Torn, yoii never conld-^ou never — I* 

" A widow I Tom I Tom 1 Tom !’* deprecated Mr* Levens, in a 
iiahlachedifce hasso; and then added, while Mrs. Levens was 
toning herself with her handkerchief, quite orercoto© at this 
astoanding intelligence, as she rapidly towght aAe dkl todt want 
any more weeds in their bar. " It’s a thing, Tom, a» your mother 
has always warned even me against ; for Thomas, says she to me, 
when we. was only married a year, if so he as I should "«jppett to 
die, promise me as you won^t let nothink second-hand toe my 
place } and if it is the will of the Almighty, as my dear babby — ^that 
was you, Tom— is to *ave a step-mother, let it oe one as Is young 
and hirinocent, Thomas ; but what heyer you do, don't ydu marry a 
widow; for if she ’at>e 'ad her way with her/nst W&oh, she've got 
the knack of it, and will continue the business With pou ; and nif, 
hon the oowifrtoVy, she was screwed down, she'll be a fcml, indeed, if 
she don’t make you p^ off the scores of h&t fnst Bluebeard. So 
you do, Thomas Bevens, timU pou pe fm thmwrry d 
/ And if f, with all my hes^rmce, dare not venter ph such 
a hornet's nest concern, to think at pm rushing into it, 'l'4>to*< 
nothing to protect you but a little lAtin and Grto 
md smh me^ which wouldn't be of no more use, "under such cir- 
cumstates, than a clay pipe and a tin aarcepon l&verft^d agm 

a;%er/’ V'. ' " ' 

Mrs, Levens was viwbty affected by the stoto of 

affmrs, aitSbe imaginary cri'sis of her, own dermse, .^ito'Bntedaiid 
#lSh»it todtocholypossmilityhad been; and she 
'' v^t'dh, ‘'Tom 1' with your ihanners’Aad of 

wotjdhg'on ywself way' upon a 'cme^hd-^nine-p^y; as^ I 
theto' are u-ktow’s mpe, lor m th0 mav 
hevery Bttle' trumpery winder/ t 
''Ilian tokrrying a idcMt-^bfA^kyei^^^ " 

'if«ld<iW:ir«w ietbim'’rto|S8^3ito 



‘ ;4®'; 

^,|i^|r,Mp ,ii^ . 

'tMt'*lk« lld'iidt ,^K‘’ ifts 

hoMie cf > 

and.Rr^^^r^vdurite a! ,," ; ’', , '" /' ;‘ 

AlBjo|ji^4^,j0f h^r’'6wt^''Tf^T!* |aid 1Sr?.Xeveni 'd^mg'l^dr eyes, :' 
and" .c.iii»ii^Iifif neryes* ,' ' '" , '; , , ', . ' ' '' /,^. , , . / 

'''',,^‘:^' 1 ^dt;>,',!r 0 m cried Mr. Levens/,^Uwo han(|red,Vyear» and a 
ppreat faypurite of Mi thippen's,” rising suddenly frpni Ms j^ir as 
if he h^d Been galvanbed, and battoning his jcdat i;apid% as 
though he had been about to run a race, or clear a ditci^ jhouj^ 
thie^^ening was intenselji sultry. ** Two bundt’ed a y«^, 
repeated he, now as rapidly «hbuttoning hjs coat, and 
widely bac^k, so as to show a large portion oihis shiit-SleTes. 

** No douM all thmgs is Bordered for the best; and 1 ddh’'t think 
as I *aye hany right, Tom, to place hany prev^eniions between you 
Band your wisBes; tliough widows is mf what t approve of, has a 
ginWal ruje,” added Mr. Levens, Bolding out Bis hand with much 
pprtk pa/^aj»ito-pathos to ids son. 

“I only ’dpfi Tom, that she is a prudent oojh«»» as will make 
your *oi»e comfortable, tec? you shan^t ’aye no opposition 
me/’ a4d Mts. Levpns, with the same amiable self-abnegation, V" 

** J ihink* , mother, that even ppu wpl pwn tBat she is all that any 
man cpuld; hope or wish. for in a wife? and that I am mdebdfor-*; 
innate ;m, getting such a one/* ■' ^ 

And what’s her name, Tom ? 4hd where does she liye 
He irifbrmed her, and Mrs. Xevens said she wotald go and see 
her the mix my, and make go with her. 

** h*h 1 my dear, eh ! what’s that you say I must do to-mbyrow l^’ 
ated Mt^ who was now pacing up and down the roop 

with both Ms han(|| plunged Into Bis trouser-pockets, turning anSt , 
jingling Bi^oney, and thinking what a famous thing it woipd bh 
yrBen Totu could dh the fiamf. ; : 

Why, Mr, JievCns, you are to go with me to Haaeltree Cottagp 
to see Q^^^ttertbn, Tom’s ^®^®ded, to-morrow/’ 

**Oi, ahl yea, certmMy, <4 <^our8e, my dear. But, Tocfa/’ s4d 
Mr. itievehs, suddenly stopping in Bis perambulations, and 
a sort pf movement jto wards Bis son, np ihcum-fr 

hrances, ihope ^ , '‘Npdiing tn the ready-made fee,' 

‘*,0'fdr fee soh,'.pf'elteh'yem‘S oldv.Sir, whpui,, :yfe\' 

te-'»^dw^ili|fd^Mv»!feifefe,kmdiy at,,uh48fs,f|pfet&^^‘'’' 'i' 

WeP^'homc/iS'iS dpn^fteaunt to an inefekfebdf 
feat |fe?|fem«:fefec fee hfed of bluj 0 ''nfe,” 
much'4^'^®d fefej^'prblefebnal Jdfe;. '' , " ; 

' But'-iie moon fed nd#’%Btcd 'in;thhnighi, feTpm"feBed> 

bjm.; h^ noi p, iitfe ddty^ " 

fepfelj-cfecMfe,;' hfe ; 

4everey fefe', fefe had'fefe^^ . '.fed 



,«o .ri«'?,er, bec^gse eo;ailf ; 

'iiifc'; ' hijs, way ,tp'';|fazel!iree ' Cott^ , 

Va4|if 'sa^npb'iijCe ^il;o' Janet' his/f^^tfear ,a^'d 'moihefi'' 

’ w ’m'orroWi! 'it woul^'bave b^'''3i^Mt to''teil' wlikb ,^8'|||f'Wst 
bis lieart or bis step. ' , ' ^ ,. ,'. ' „ ''■’) '' 



CHAPTER XpCIV. . > ^ 

SHEWING HdW AMIAiJl-Y MR. SEDOBMORB SACRmCEE »tIM- 
" .S«liF Yb' ^OlVE 'MR.' LBVENS A 'HoElDAY j AN© UN- 

- ■ 6RA«B‘^L'»EYURJf 'MR, UKVBNrMAKtS'FORSWM iCIM^-MRIS ; 

WH left always WHAT A FELL0W MBKTE WITflj WHEN 
HR IS A«S ENOUGft TO DO A GOOD-NATURED THINOt AND 
WfttOft 18 DOUETtESiS THE REASON WHY SO YEW FEIkl^OWB 
EVER DO GOOD-NATURED THINGS, DANIEL HEBSl-B- 
THWAITE, ESO., and his DIAMOND STUDS, RESOLVE TO 
EXPLORE NEW worlds/ AND SPARELE IN AftOTftte 
HEMISPHERE. ‘ ''>* * 

As It may be supposed, Tom Levens was seated at his djesk be- 
times OR the following Monday morniRg; while, likO € male 
Morgiana, he had prepared, not exactljr ^ough boiling oil for the 
Forty Thieves, but had stowed away the four poMoemeh, 4dth suf- 
fiemnt provisions, for the day, in order to surprise the three yenls” 
in the evening, as agreeably as the faithful Morgiana had dOno the 
turbaned tr^tors. The office-dock had just sjfnkk ten, Aon Mr. 
Sedgemore made his appearance ; he ^was not wont to be «®;pu^ 
tual, more especially of a Monday morning; but Tom tcry^i^ not 
to appear to remarlc upon this unusual diligence, ke^t eyes 
beRt upon his ledger, as if tem intent upon what he Was to 

brook interruption ; so, in reply to M!r, Si^gemore's bani|ir|^:"<^^ 
Ahem I punctuarity begets confidence, and is the suije l^th to 
leisure and respect, wood morning, LevenS/* 

, '*‘,Mpriwn|f/’ was the curt reply, and Jig^m the the 

„ ^.^,p'en ^as aulflh^# ond a silence '^©f a <luarter pf an houir' ^M4d ; at 
'’tfeo,.j oapliRSbu' ,pf which, ‘ Levens said , aldud» „ .d^ihg 
, ^pR^ngitafay, ip its place,' and taking ddirn auo&ef,;;*^|1hfS^^ 

^ done as ".prior ^ to 

^ bigan mc»dm£a P'Sh/he adde'd, 

' Aat yott 'wofr-|ffie 





' ' I’ve |>e^’i|i'?LjR'!nf I'W'gJ 


iU^’'<2Cftaa»'' ,^at%.'tlsi5 Itiwf, of -flaf/’ :»a}il'l^r» 




,„,^'-oia nay 


jrotf ife truffi. r6m^iI«S or a Wlet evB^^ ^ 

‘‘Well, thank yoii» I hoije yoa inay have one, oaia Leveii«i 

JesuUicaiy, a« he rOeumed his ^ 

‘*What time do you start ? sajd Sedgemore^ scarcely able to 

^^«^Not^eforefour; I don’t think I pan finish what I have to do 
before that m 

; As feerwM atill Mr. ^*PW 

nodding a “ good anoAiog to each of hw clerks* 

Ilk haitr«^ted himself at table to write a letter, first ibainn| 

m to go to the hank with thk ; I want five hundred poum^ ha^ 
in gold and half in notes, and make haste back, as 1 niust be at 
the other end of the town by one,” 

Jjevens had written on a piece of paper. Will you have the 
goodness. Sir, to be at your hotel,, at between 5 and 6, P*M* to-day, 
as I have something of importance to comraunicate to yo^^ 

this paper he now gave Mr* f hippen in exchsnge 
chequi, ^ ^e^ieve. Sir, this is the bill of 

yon asked mefoylhst Vvednesday. ^ da. j 

^ Yes, tbit’s It/* said Mr Fhippep, taking the buit, as he noddM 
at Uvens, with a teleg^^ look, ind traUsferirea W h> 

;hk wai»thpat-p^kct. , . j 

No skmer had his fellow-derk departed, than Mr* Sedgem^^e s * 
assiduity to bis own ihdividual duties became extreme, as inieed 

it always was id Mr. thippeo’s presence^ , ^ 

' Meanwhile, the latter sat with hk hat on, reading the ^hat 

thhmornWfi 

/‘t0uhave;/%«tedit,;ypm^?” , ^ 

« Yei Sir, you will fin^ }t quite right, £250 m n<^, tens «wi 

fives 1 and £269 *0 g^W-” . - . . . . t 

indtOT ! ^d tWough I have \mp With h** «> »»»<» 
loMei. the ©a codger never calls me Mun,” ^r. 

mwl as he tried a p® with,“S.u-B.ayi-Jl^.h,”^ae{fa^ 

not feBited^'ilihe hjtnsef apd Miss Sirop^ns, WhfP fey wew 

” ro-nio&e , or «>», other plee® “f 


,:]aot at:Cr8-niorn«.®r iranj, miw* 

" nMrlfhippeB tohk fenPdf the note* end,* 

'"wf 0«d^ 'ri^rihg it, out J)lf' the 

’v,' " ^ twiY^iVed With'' att ihwtl^d chUCldiftl 


- ^ 'Iv ViT^. 

’t1»e,s#ft,'wh{c^'^ 

.:> thati!»a',g»!eai,,d 



• ■' ,4':% , ' ■ ' , , 

hmpm*-/: ', '. ' , ■-.' ' > ; 

1^'‘W'' office. , '.IV'-V' ^ ' ’V <, ■''". v-: 

'Him' <juick8ilver • 

mihtt aodiblj^ to-iigei^#or 'Onenafier a^olier*‘^be wa«'’i»aJe 
vocal with bis ehcike of coimc^ s from BUk Bfr- 

low 4own to Tiff I^eo't 'Co^w 'iiot 

lii«||^., bctmirndly at ’a > louf 4 ^ . 'pafi«a|c?e'''^#iicli- 

M l© My. pyf»^Bis« diwwng^yoom, at tbo of Hie 

and, ''a%ic'h' waa, <oiiti%al%' -pimos oMtiomltei' 

tke waiaaeot; for aloii|f ltd* f^asaage tM 
mm wmi lying pa^dni^ lie fiT>m;i« 

Bttlo lMiglit Otars m ^0 |trottndgiaas> com tie# of 

all timt took pkco m ibc office ;= wfeilo^ IJad any one ftcwn thence 
©yen looked through theae panee^ they conld not have eecn into the 
passage^ from wldch there was another egress into a hack ttreet. 
Just as Mr, ^edgetnore was thumping on his desk whh a tuler to 
imitate a hurricane of popular applause, and faceiionsly vociferadng 
** ancore” own performance, a stiied sneeze was heard in the 
jmesage, InijKTOfOre Jsfr. ^edgemore had lime to not© it, Leyiins 
began sneezing in the moet perftnadoiis manner, adding at the tmd 
0f:4lie;r0«klde— ' 

Bless me ! what a cold I i^y©/’ and wen while iesning this 
huUttm lie , gay e another sneeze, and than Said with a^Smile-i^^I 
- snppose, Sedgemoye, it is all th^e .alre^nf 'yonrs that'<l!^e''g|'ten'^' 
ine;0^dd.r,* , .r : ' •: v'/;’v 

•tpe ! ^, he 1 he, -I ’ not bad ' for „ a - bumpkin;;" ' and ’^hen 
Se^oinoiy, Ihihe gshm^lcst manner, knocked on® of his ihambu 
milS'.'agmnst'v^#e 'Othw^ which .was a joenl^ mmhoi hc-W of'" 
deno.d^' a ..homoeopathic modicum , of ;';#eiRe>.# 0 ' door ' 
oponi^'imd, and'teith ' 

.obodienti Joi^ wdm'iwi^anc^#'''a« 

spokaan^o^ mom ';m the wimi a1^^'©eld}^^|m^dw' ' 

lilmrP''^^’W■o«,»nch^mlffi'cted^to''‘headlm^ h€trd^nrii‘^'’ and^ • 
high: 'reputation for ./aea^-wmong , to ■' ' 
assc^lStOSf ohio^y’ Soh®#;' '' 

Smith 'Jonca $m ;Siaith-**4or,''' 

linyofe 



IS 'o|jen**''!;"’ • '’i'-, '' ■ • ■ ' ' .; ^ " '■. 

and elon^atinf 'lik 'feet^'lar Jcni«k ,idirays sei m for-4^-a'wSnl^;''‘'>; 
marnitig, mkm lGaIn©itn^''»ee' 8«d^«jait?r-^^^ **afe ‘"fm ' Branw/. > '.-* 

WonW'8a,y/''' ' ’ '' ‘''''' - ' .'*'■ ' - ■-'. •' ^ 

-1* mnlt 'to-»iglit,’* t©fipa;nded/Se%eniar©^ ,dbakiajEf '’Ms-ficad • 
‘Witli,^-,Mmcl» ©IfiGiS ans^*®rtan«© 

planned tond©/ltt',*ke Ck'iaiaas -mr'; *;* ->' 

Qol^sn 

good^f layft4*^'#d.fifo^el3l&rpy;%^ w i, ■'.•.% Sositli-id^^iySnt * . 
happen> to '<^©4 -fc^fl^ska/powdGrabant f ^ - 

A-nd' SjQaitkj'^sS&ont mttonng a-iswrd;s|Mj©dm'®eti' from; 
pocket,^; tke klno.^and 'yellow c^d>k<i*, aod pett^ed 'it' -to ’. M^*- ' ‘, 
Sedgemore open,- ''Wkh -liioraM©' Wt ^ ' m^nmis^i^s -air^ if 'tiot- 
actly witli th© saio© grane, tkat an (Eii4e Brn^Wmloqmi miglit . 
have offered his dkmood jfaio^i^re to a tether Moflms 
“ By Jove ! ” cried Jones, starting to hk feet aod seizing o pe**i 
** what-o ‘head I -have/’ ; ■ . ■/•- ' ^ > " ' '■' '• '• ' ■' ' i' 

“ W;h,o ever-donbtedk/^ 'Said Bodgenaore, with aiteftte; tte'’v4 
thrwting'teitongne ipfeO'tJie corwof'lik -cheek so^ as to^imitterah:''^’' 
attack of tho' ^momps ’m one of itS' peMminary teges. ' ' ’''■ ’ '■ ^ , 

.“■■Give mo a -sheet of 'paper, my ter ", 

appaisenilytepfla^ns to 4h«' compliment ;- and’.'ItJitkwhih ,he cOm^'"' ‘ 
m«meod;te^'ng#vh^t'so «o.ap was the- letter -cOneludedv 'that ohhor' 
hk stylo was the oetm id^l of tetsenoft, or eko he h^ possessed 
himself of that epistolary secret, pecnlkr to the stage, where long 
letters of love, or hosiness, ate indited with a single scratijl '0 ^ 

pen; lor-- of tkkono the direction wat dedtely -tho^tegest;part;;^'^^ 
Dut^ when; it; was, -directed ;and' sealed,'' Jones' -announced tte it- w«i'^‘ 
lucky holmd remembered, it, and wdhid' instan'ter go and^pteife^' 

** Wdi,,#a Sedepnmo'khusy'to day/' said'.$mkh^ ' 

spte^'te wte-ie did,, it' was '-always to- the p.a?ydsh, 
we h«d' both'beti©p:g.o. 4 ^',hut:we .shall see you^afak 
the-'mek/’. isdded 'he> 'repkcing- ^the te ''-of ^ seS^e^wtek'A^f#^^" * 
pocAiet, ' ht' 'had made .the go»erbns - offer , 

Wf Be%e«>0rek.we'4 

wa8',i^^idly.;d»pl»ed,- for/te':teltoMm-,wa«i;'a 
of ^ Ihe-'^v ^ 

J»hai*t|tepote^^ ‘-'V:;-' *-’ * #uf/ 

*V%4/3try^** 'saii' Je«e»/h«^hf.' te trkrti 

cnrls'o'r'y« kl©' ' 'Ikte te4'''W 





li^lewt^, be *i>ee«M»Mwed lii«. 


’ " (jk 'I- '&Te you ^ k ' storj t ' 

If y&illjikte «ot, ftM 

Wit h -io you do; ^ / 

Tisof l^JiMui of some note. 

!tii vSStitlSved^ If 'gs , 

And ids nameit W» Mt. OlWl^ ! 

A gentleman tkere liad a daughter, 

;* With Oth^ she gr^ Tory i^Uov, 

wondered wh# paasion Hd caug 


But Mi ewordT, amd hii goj^et it atuOk 

in the gitaard of 

For with llesdo he often took coffee, sir, 

TUI Othey one day ywy graff. _ 

Siud, Besdy don*t ask that e re officer ; 

But Oawio, to hlrnd the old muff, 

AffeOted the jolly and &oM(«?roi^, 

Ani in order to aeem up to aOuffy , „ 

Treated Oihey with heer; at an oyaterdioni®* 


'♦ Wbat desemaemr' said Lewaw, Tputting both handt to his 

«Bre,iiot ablBto8ta»d itanylon|ter. « ,1,. «*,«. 

" I never saw such a mar-plot as you are, Levens, 

rister; “fer I was^stagoingtofir t^iwi^efterTeady.^^Bg 

Ik a leerdkt of ' »oi4e her r^<’ agin toe yoOTg omaH; and H^«o 
wj you can’t let me have a little home-made fun^ when I gwe up 
iraiug to the PriiM^’a on your account.” . 

* « Oh, kta S pmf don’t kt me prevent your gorag, ^e^', the 
ofli^ Oarktessly, Any other dajr will do fm mt :m welli . ' . , 

for the worldl ‘ Most potent, pve, and revewmd 
rUmu^ von ere my junior) what Mun Setempre s^, Mun 
doei-^touch my hoaoT, toudtmymei whidtjmeans, 
rtn^'toel to' 'fish ’With a-Sii(fc’’ ' " • ■ ■' 

In Sir hfBliant/km << 

aia h nii^d Ml^on tbat of hk -crwuptoipt^ tSiMwaedOT 
■ atmpfc- toiwi ^ when' 'I^ei»r:!ito8e^ -toote dpwu' ms 

^ " . . '^4 he, ■ fihiBtW 'jyoa; 'Otojared 







MtMr».ie%ei3d^0i’i»^;ifj«>i 

V ]bi4 fcl|#i^TO«r g^rlmto Ibe ofiig!^^ 

Mr. Pbippen’s ollice> than he hailed a * Hansom’ with «to^f 

horse ; and jumping into it,, told the map he wottjd give him im 
extra shiliihg, if he would drive as last as posable to the Blenheim 
Hotel. Aceordingly, as money |H^overhiaily in^®8 the mwe go, in 
an incredibly short space of time the cabntiian pulled up at the door 
of that hotek : 

^‘Mr. Bhippen in?'’ asked livens, of a waiter standing at the 
door, as he sprang from the; vHansbm,' and tossed the ddvw 
his fare. , * „ ,>vr ■ .. ^ ;■ 

“ He is, Sir, but he's at dinn«p/’ replied the waiter, expanding 
his arms and napkin rather in a spread-eagle fashion, soasto iniw 
pede, as it were, the onward progress of the impetuous risiton 
" What namcJ^shall I say* Sir V* still further retarded the waiter. 
Levens ; — have the goodness to- say that Mr. Levens would bO 
glad to speak to Mr. Phippen for a moment, on particulaif 
business.” '■*' - ^ 

« Very good, Sir ;” and up stairs the waiter lyent, by a sort of 
circular movement, placing his hand on the turn of the bamuster, 
and swinging himself up the drst flight, without troubling the ini* 
cerrnediate stairs, which Tom Levens, however, did not disdmn, 
but ascended rh lhe ordinary way after him. 

No sooner had, the waiter announced his napio^ than Mr. Phippen 
rose from table, with his napkin tucked, through one of his butmp* 
holes, as was his wupt ; and coming forward to meet hinif said* 

** Have you dined, Tw ?” and to the waiter, ‘f lay another cover.^” 
You are very good, but not for w, Sir; I could not eat auy^ 
thing, I ^sball dine :lateri” 

And this was strictly true ? for he felt such a pre^dlsposldon id 
suffocation* from anxiety and excitement, that had he eaton* evah^a 
bit of bread, it might have choked him; howemr, he gladly iook a 
glass, of water.- ^ ^ 

I am Soiry iio int^rupt you at dinner. Sir,” said he, as 
the waiter had wilhdrawn,: f*' and indeed I ■had^origioal^y ihhendid 
not to let you know anything about the pistter, till it was over, 
the seohniTela’ in 'Custody j but, upon -second '!,though|i^‘:>.|''dhid’dh|i ; • 
that- itmight be-hiore advisable that "yop yourself „should'l|e 
witiiesa/tO‘:whatvtakefS' place, as you must.naWrahy !he';thetl^ 
judgeof 'What ought tone done.” /' ■ 

i*SeoBudrdsilv'-in custody I huaiuess,ovfgri, 'What/ Tdip; 'fcavte.' 
they b^U’ paying' a insit to -•thc.'iroU ehest alifeady ? ,®ad ’ 
/-thfini'i«S;J lu^eeted;” -''A,'. :v' 

. 'gO-.O0,fiyiA youir:’'dihu^'T i||l''ei|disifi; 

:”.f3ood'l”' 



^ 

liter )to 'Mr/t^tel 

' '#wa| w#» iliB 'variiliite'' ^ t, l^ip|(#'jii% '■ 'fee 

’ p0t:iawe^ it, 'aad wbm-fee.fead tsi^e^ d#|rg 8^» fe#|' -wtii M« 
liv»iiji ‘-awl I'iffliy, , in' a tdc% ani mth a 'to^k 

' ‘ ■ ^■; _ '''' " 

i'^'' Yw fcwjw iwdahe«i-^fi«H' 'Only 

' to ine, but to ' '"•> , ' 

^Ttok %»■©; ’Ifer'it,' 'Sr. ;l‘ftiee4. It' is 'Hi«' 'teercy 'fnttst ' 
.tfe»'ak f&t itij' 'for I';m ■ noising'’ 'fefet. a ageist in 'tfek 

/i^Mlterventiofe/* ■' 

. '*^Yr®e, To»i aniffee postman k-biiy an agent’ ^'Oria|r'#^^ti 
■ ilia agan«!y“;' ’«til, M''h& ferougbt m ‘aoin®’ 'news |»0cmi;feefM4 onr 
most sangnme expaotatkma, we 'ifeoald’,’ 'bestow a of ottr grati- 

tnide 4im'felm. and'iN^'at4''feim **’’ , ■' , '" ’ 

** Ton, wony, Sir,** amllei Ifee ycmng tntoa, •' but I ratber think 
ilnl moais persons in ibe Resent sklo-ftint, save-all times-^^espe* 
018117 the flOher and higher in rank they Were — would rather, on 
ttet wy aceount, endeayonr even to mulct him of his salary or his 
^ristmas' hox.^^ 

We^H* fom, now, what is your advice in this business ? for 
.is ho time to- he lost/'' ' ' ^ 

^' That was exactly wfcat I thought, Sir, and therefore 1 ioo^ the 
*'li>«rty of ''acdngat once— ^voii' l^ore I, consulted ,you,r' and h^e 
he 'detailed the ’.precan^onary- immmts he had tak^; 

QapfeaJ/'‘nothmg‘'Can fee better! but It's thk'''.llefebletliwite that 
we lans^t^whove .aife get" h#d of^ and ^mpid"^intO'''aia^. amplO' ^ohles- 
hls-inigniliesf'for -ho k evidentV’fh«' Jonathan .Wilde to 
■that'Blue^in, or * rather felackskin, of'a'tnompson/^ ' ’''', ' _ 

’ '''. /^'Yoi>!’Sir;-|, but as it se^s to' me fe'y' the' letter Mr., Jones fewte 
Im oaeh’haste this It^ was,;Of >conrss; %ht 'BMm 1^ 

Ida despatch ' ftn'emn^mon- Tite' to the ''Cowiell 'of .war, fee held i® 

' your 'Omhe fey this'- precious conclave ''to^«ightv'''.ao ’';that” not 

^bilo' be" 'there, as' kls orders are^te'hrl% 'S:fc;f1Wifdwfes;the 
'oifesd^,','papte»'dsc.:i;.'#festracted’^ therifora, 

■''iwtefvmme'i^ was, that, yfeu should.. return 'With 'me 

'Whhoiit^tcwsi'.'Of 'tbnc'r; ■ go-m the: jhaek-way,- 'imd.- 4 ifeiii ’’Dnsttoh': andthe 

''.:^^445siidufekyi't\fin/'^ Biippen'tstefose ’Ae 

a :h'ea#:'.ey^'"'to%aip«‘^ on w 'cfaA'.'if ^ imy 



^ 'lit,': 

^amw^'ioisjed. the •w*?ap|>eariiig:,;' , 

' '\'Ji;ri<i/Mr.lPhip.^a an4-T®ih lost EO,,tiiaeia 

'th > '** H-&, OxfoM-^stre^^*’ .^d;'Mr. ]rai®#*', 
ea to the driver; hut they had iw> sooner got <}iaite tleiir of the 
.. afcel than, he pulled the eltok, and npon the «0a»*s gofeiiig 4oh^»# ' 
;',he .told him •whereabouts in Threadneedle^^atreet :to,stopf'#ti4^'«pe8#- 
in fact, the entrance 6f an alley, leading to the back of hia opn 
oiBcea^ and^ holding up half-a^rnwniJhe added— > ; ' ' v 

for yourself# if you don“'t let the grass grow tmder.^ 
horse^s feet, apd so set him grazing/’ ^ " 

As it was still broad day-light, with a bright setting sun whs» 
they arrived in IJhreadneedle^street, they hurried down tho alley 
in question, and Xevens knocking gently with his knucldea.^^ 
back-door of the office'^the signal he had previously agreed up(Ua 
with Dutton*— the door was immediately opened by the latter, and 
stealthily, and noiselessly, Mr. Phippea and his clerk cnifr^ I iar 
Leveni^ who had thought of everything, had provided some lar^ 
list shoes to slijp on over all their boots, so that the music of tpe 
Hessians, which Sarah Nash admired so much, w^s now entirely 
mufflei ^ their wearer, leaning with bis hand on the wrist uf hi» 
young companion, crept on to the ground-glass window, wb^ the 
other three policemen were diligently watching the . seen© that was 
fiP^dng 0 ^ in, the o4ice, which was qne of rather an uproariou® 
nature; as from Mr. Phippen’s large massive offic©^table'*(th# 
papers had been entirely cleared, and in their place was a goodly 
array of glasses and! black bottles every conceivable shape^ and 
sine, some dat and, square, proclaiming themselves of Dutch origin, 
others squat and rpiund, evidently ot West Indian parentage. . Ad' 
the head of , tbie table, in Mr. Phippen’s large green libraij'-clp^, 
was seated Daniel Hebhletliwaite, JSsq., with his diamond atn^, 
and aW at 'the head of the/tabie,' nn Mr.Hebbiethwaite'a.^^ 
hand, <|Was. seated Mr. Sedgamore, with a4arge paper .star' mUbP 
tohisJeftbreastiiand a pkee of, blue .paper,' such. as waJt^bfhlA’^ 
.generaJiy’ enveloped in, cut into a broad atrip apd.gw^Aiagoii^Pif’ 
across bis waistcoat, as a sort , of, ribbon ofAb© Oartfr 
milMon,, wbife Smith and JqneS'. were to be ;fo€md ^s, thaygewby ' 
'are)''nn'ai;tber'a|de#'' > ^ '• 

' '' ** ;l|ebbMw4to^'pft - 

as 'tb© ^'et ,^led;Wm,'ioid,pbipci^sc»)— dbooe4a^/frii^f 
Idafoi 4ba^; 'lett%., Ho-^ew 
‘are'' with the k^'/^aind' Bxmm 
ton 'hit widstepaf .poci^<»:;:/tbe, 

' formefiy. beldnipd ‘-to' Iw, 'jhipp^’a "stTm^; 'bo%. aw‘,hpi,dMg||.' 
.gingerly up between' hl«''';ih^':#id. 'thumb 5 


ybib.; w vktpry . 

^u ai*f ;'i|gbt i' ''Ooql, courafe, .|ai.?of • no ,‘use, wiifa* . ' 



m 


” Meter I n^eteir I feee*^ ]*’—»&« 4id 
latte iayi«ig#;a8':}>e SW Me, glass witk 
a drepmcal bottle ■ ^Mao, 

^'pash! not for ibe worM! . On, no ^mmt m, 
smell of tobaeeo ; % no one believe, tb^ bmlW re^ 
to tinoke, with the fear of smo W, wfore meb eyc^j 

President Hebblethwaite, putting, gp bi?th his ^nds d^rec^t , ^ 

with the palms tornn^d ^ the company to |et them see how cle^ 

^^More especially,” said Mr, Smith, who, as we before objejrriei 
sdidom spoke, but when be did, always to the 
especiidly, as vte cannot ventnre to do the job by davpght, 10^ 

©f any prying eyes from the street, or postman s knock, OV joy 
other interruption* And yet it must be done before mne, tynen 
Dutton M ways comes i and we have all |he things to put back mi 
this "table and set the place in order, so that it may look like a 
parallel case to the robbery of Rogers’s Bank some time agp^ when 
everything was left Intact, and thedock of the iron safe even,,unr» 
tampered with/’ . 1 . 

Ditto/^ iiatised the second Daniel, holding up his glass to the 
light, and screwing one of his very uglyi smalh rooted,, black eyes 
tightly, as he looked at its contents throngh the other. .. - _ 

Incn praps,” kaid Mr. Jones, in default of cigars your lord- 
ship wUl mvour us with a song .i, . / . 

“ You must ask my vice for thatf* rejoined the rresid^^ point- 
ing, with a jerk of his thumb, to Mr. Sedgemore* , , . . , : 

« Ha 1 ha ! ha 1” guffawed Mr. Jones,/* Your lordship is modest 
to spcidc of your vice, as if you hted hut one.” , ^ 

« yfes Turk he had one oply darter;? quoted iMr. Sedga^o?^, 
pointing at, and bowing to Hebblethwaite* , . v ; . 

**C0me, then, Sedgemore,giVe his lordship a parting shtye, since, 
though you are both bound forythe United %atey,;iypu ar^ 
trav^ different ways;; as he goes with the Cupper M,?. to 
in * 'fhe Uo-a-Head,^ and you, with the fair Simmons, to Spanish 
Yown# to look after that pretty little rum concern of Major w|ip s 
therc^' with the chance'ftff futttrC'Momotiouin'the/bIher, lhdte> « ,yh% 
prove worthy of walking in hisiordehip’a and the f aronet a step% 
Aye-I W$ dowu-gt Wimbledon, iti’l he |^#3i,v«h won;*^ hte 
the go©i^hkW^'*ite‘-’hl«Morrawi*'’im#ed,i>W 

Munpi^t thev.wmrd,”^,aaid:;flehhl^w^^ VfW^. ^ 

the eiie ' oL his, nose;; , he% vbespoken un 
.and,, retired,, to We ftmh 

dti be BBf a in/he^moridng, whi# willgiVehim-teFby telti^ 
the key in his ru)h^'h|i to I® wmt. tor ,u« 

at the Hbrnmums/ d« Mr. 

Mcwe there is any chaiice of m belog hue 


[ then get hack 



v»iiy"itr^cjrpiiFW,; 

4t tMs>BteiUgence, Mn who could hear as wallas Ma 

©ver|&nfc!pt^^sed';'W who ‘iiodded hfrhead, as 

m'tbl' Well'td hhttwl"\\r‘ ■ -y '■•• ' “ ' ' 

''*^'By:‘j^hVe'l'''l'Ve ' got an 'iteal’*' “Ciied Sedgeihore,_:‘Sud4eidlyV 
thhihpfhg tha table till all the glasses rattled again. 

“ NO ! you can’t surely mean thut, Sadgemore ?*’ said Mr. Jones^yi 
bachihg hia chair, pw^ilog both his bands upon his IcneeS, 
hlh'head’ forward:' '‘nearly into Sedgemore’sface*' opeijiog-hiaeyes" 
to Iheir fullest e^ftent, and then his mouth, and staring «t him in a 
manner' bf incredulous'’ astonishment, that caiisad'^e^eh‘’®i^h'to''’'’ 
rd^f r ahd after the rq^r had subsided, he added — :** Coma then, t 
let us bear the infant phenomenon/* ' /f 

' ** Whij^, now look here,** said Sedgemore, ** neither the goyerhbr, 
nor Bong-shanks, (here Levens put out his leg and pointed ^ 
with a now, ae much as to say **thafs we,"*) know Mr. Heob!®*^ 
thwaite*8 hand-writing ; suppose then he were to take and W4it6^l 
upon a piece of paper, this paragraph — 

* Tou tap easily put something in Sedgemore’s beer at dinnteir; 
to give him a few hours* comfortable sleep ; and having gOt leavd 
to gobuh Levens, you know t/ou will never be suspected of having/ 
let us in, any more than of having taken off the impression of tho - 

-* Don’t finish the wprd, but bum the paper ^on^ botki? 

ends, and put it in the grate, at the top near th^ nob, where it can|*t 
fait to be seen, and will look as if the ftatne had gone out 
been intended to consume it. Kow do you understand my ideal^f s 
** Capital!** cried the other three^ while Mr. Phippen was busy 
doubling,^ and shaking both his fists at them, behind the ground' 
glass, abS' muttering ** Scoundrels 1” till Tom Levens twitched thU 
old gentleman’s voluminous silk handkerchief out of his pockel^' 
and, in great trepidation, placed it before his mouth, ' 

No sooner said, than done. The villanous epistolary frstgment; 
was sobn indited, artistically burnt sdong the sides, by a nWand^ 
ing flame with a taper, and placed, as suggested, near the lipb^ . • i; 

;** As 411 work btid no play makes Jack a dull boy, now lef&hWre, 
a sonb,” ci4ed Jbiies, rubbing his hands. 

Wejl, what is it to be I” asked Mr. Sed^emore, reblehi^i®^ 
hi's 'glksfe.' ' ' ’ ' 

Ok ! b^ythihg Aawjta/ory or han&crehQrttic^ or, if you like # 
better, ^dtnething swampy and sentitfientalj te Smith’s 
about beirayed and blighted ’ppef** 

Out with the wenomous hanimais, Chen ; get ready your 
hand pjrepare for hydraulics/* said Mr. Sedgemore, ckaring Mb 
throbf i Mteir Which obligato prelude he began twirling his thumbs 
titi^iplc np n# 'ejr^s, a^ in n most lachrymose, manner, IntoW^ 
nasal cony^nticle tWang' the '' following^ charin|;i|jf, 

' .'rj'V, ' ' 

Y .'Y ; .’’Y'k' 'W'"' '4 



'Her ,i^iimi[lii ,■ '. 

■■ So a^'|i«r:f«eVt' ^ ‘ '■'" / 

'^okmioii', #ri ‘Soldmon, Mr . SoloAw' t'"' " ‘ ' - 'i; ' 
Pity Hr, Solol»o^ j (Vkoms) ,, ,/?; 

■ ' wr 'ilsreei^earl wiw' ■; ■ ' 

Site .904}. Molio ...... . 

I a fine new Talentine, 

p3|gfiteftn*penioe I paid for it ; 

Some Terses new, to m love true, 

I mif-st'If had ina^e for it, 

-Theae verae said* Hear Hetty Wade, 

Though he ia a fiercer, taller man J 

(ITet beware of deceitful koUer men.) 

A lomyear trfidJT’U prove to you, 

Your faithful, eonatant Solomon ! 

Mr. Solomon ! Mr. Solomon! • : 

Your faithful, constant Solomon I (Cfeonts.)”; 

*^ Bra^^vo,BrayMVo, Solomon,'* criiod Mr. after lie l»ad 

vociferated the last note of the chbrue. 

sorry, eald Hebblethwaite, pnllmg out his watch 

interrupt the festive scene; but I think it's time to shut 
shoj>,i so roll over the *ofm^er, will von, Smith, till we ca^e these 
here blackbirds, as we must be on the look-out for the nightingale, 
pind goldlndh’s note, and we have this table to put in oi;der 
ife'ht. And, remember, Dutton will be here at nine; and all tte 
doctors tell me a poii<Jemati is worse than poison for ray cbmphtlht ; 
jio I Wb^d rather be knocking at our worthy friend the 
dbbir before that tinie. So, Smith to thb shutters, Jon^ to tlie 
dbor, Sedgemore and I will do the rest; and here. Smith, are the 
lubllers; and when you hayh fastened the shutters, »l;rike a ^ht * 
and you* Jones, put the large bine bag lor the pipers ah d money, 
oh I' chair "beside the iron sale, all ready r 
As these preparations rapidly progressed, Mn !Phipneh*i and 
Tom luevens’s hearts began to beat almost |adibly. At lenglh ithb 
hamper was packed* ;and^ according th ahotber’ ;amendmphVbl 
Mri''%igem' 0 re*s/: robed' irfto 'the sort 'of'' robflesl sehtij*pbkVih 
wliihh'',Levcn8*8 ' db«sk" was sitofod., 'l^eact, ’ thk‘'’fo^-|#hdj'’'’ 1^dk|, 
nens, And paper, ^ere all careMly displaced oh th^Miej^'"'aha Ihe 
green 'nioirpeeb lihrary-ch^ur' jjut back' in 'its d®h«d'^‘^«e'h®|»o8ilO 
'lb© areh^h!f thh.,lmee|,’'ih'th© centre' bf file'' n^irihi-Phl? C 
thf ighi!h;'^fiig‘ s'trnhhi' tHe'CJbeatnnn'dfr*^^^^ ■ j^l||hlhi3i.|^*idfo, 

took frohi’hls' ’phhWt'’'i da*^’. fon^orn, ''ahd‘iBt''thh' hahdfoWw 
frofo' tifo’ wlaWhf 
latter there," as 'nk'kiidi 



Aui lialdtt#? thi? ,.;C'P‘WtjjB3(^^t;,|^^ wwtc^^’picwsfcf^'; ^'’v'' 

fenrif i®";' ' 

ir<m-cit««t,'.a8 If it' really 'Beeb tli« Mti nigli, I ito the’': 
B^ttse fmU, >of • aleeijiiig i^^ates^' #Bom; Be feared; tio a’v^e'ii, wBife-v ,’ 
Sedgetnore preceded Bife^ tl^ iBnterii^ aad Simith aB® 

Jfdes f0f|iwed» to;iliqM..^®peii Ae* Baf . tBat, waf ,td receive the, '.', 
I^toder. ' ' " , ' , , ' ' ' . , '?;. 

** f ddii’t know how ranch ranre tlierc may be therV^ eaiii 
8e%emore, in a sraali tremnlops voice, which his guilty conicienOe 
had lowered into a whisper ; " but I know old Golden Pippen got 
£600 from the bank this morning, and took very little out of iv’ 
Here, a sort of scratching of key against the iron; in Mr^ 
Hebbleihwaite’s pursuit of the lock, about as lend as a rat In tfee 
wainscot, might be distinctly heard. 

" Hold the lantern nearer, Sedgeraore; I can^t find the lock,^* 
Sedgeinore obeyed, and turned the blaze of light full on &e 
key-hole. 

Ah, that*! it 1 Now I can see plain enough ; * scritch^ scratch# 
scrinch, scratfheh.' Why h— 3 ana the d-*—! I — tMs is not the key ; 
it won't even go in." 

" Impossible ! " cried Sedgemore ; " it mmt go in. I took the 
impression of the key myself. Here, give it to me P* 

$ut, like the key of the ‘Blue Chamber/ it would not fit. 

" Why, why, I can't infidte it out I There must be some witchclraft 
about this!" cried Sedgeipore, bis hair standing on end, and hli 
cheeks perfectly blanched, for failure, ’ or detection are the only 
things that ever touch a villain’s conscience or his nettles. 

Witt^craft be d*— -d !-“^you infernal fool I " thundered Hebhle- 
thWaite, who glared and bellowed like an infuriated bull, hs J^e 
poured fUrtb a volley of the most horrible imprecations upon tne 
tretnbliug clerk. " Hire’s a pretty business I " continued be ; 

" there will be another hour lost in my going for the tpols/tn'kay 
nothing of all the mischances that may happen in the meanwhile t 
for udth such a confounded bungler as you, it’s not safe to lehw 
the ^ pi ace a minute." ^ ‘ ‘ 

Perfectly safe, for well take care of tV, and yow," cried the four 
policemen, now rushing out upon them, followed by ilr. Phibp& 
and^.Jbeykhs., 

" ft-— I and the d — 1 ! biit with the light, Bbiih," cried Hehbli^i 
thwiite^ niaking a rush for it, and darkening the lantern he h«S| ‘ 
apd' 'he had scarcely uttered the words, 'hefoi^,,|he, report of n p^bl 
'waskenrd, and-'a%eavy faB'and a'gro'an. ' 

^^;"'f!lgt,dodge won't d'o/^’ "said'' Hut^, turning, on, thbdilhipf 
ki« followed by the 'other three 'd|i 

fociivn«;,;!hhd nd'jtooii«r‘hadihe'%h re-appe^w^d’'thun/itd|toy^‘|| , 
'welteiing in. his "blcM/ With hik’-'lead/^ck 
the corner '' of the ,offic,e-ti^le,, where 'he''.J;ma ' 
'ftebbiefhw«lte;''hed dfedi«r|ped^ tkhvpistbi 'atian:idom’' kh'‘'wllipv 



'; lM»wiu7:^;i.»Bt .«f 

.t^r-ti^gj|[(er .|^ot;lxx^'m whil'd 
Bati^ti' yii^d bis wrUW ' and 'xoaiiaddd 

!dso;.pef&rii^fid Sml£h''a^4 •'l>y %07-#‘tfeie 

:dtb^''yfoers, wllUfllb© tbird i:maed 'Sedgemc^ra. . ’ ii," '? ‘ • 

, 'tlieii,’^,^,»|M;, Hebbleth'Waiia, ^witb a aart nf savaffirdo^pd** 

pass#,, ■‘.ton weije,a}i. prepared ■ for ,ps# , *Mie*ningly» -by t&'»e 
^%aaejet® 'ready.,! ',' There’S' treachery ' somewbe, re. €o.wstrd<f'-^»re 

^perally traitors; so we owe this hospitahle reception po doubt 
tio pou J^ron mapdliti, dawdling, moling. poUiig, white-lii^^d 
weazel.” added he, grrading his teeth at the bleeding apd iproamBg 
Sedgemore, whose wound the policemaw was endeaTOUiidg to 
stanch. ’ _ - , ' ,, '■-:: ■ '■ 

ITou Owe it to that Providence/’ said Mr. Phip^en, which, if 
it so|netim«s inscmtahly allows viUains and vidkny to have a 
fearfully long and triumphant rsjgn, generally hurls them from 
their slippery pinnacle of spurious success at the very moment that 
l3aey ^re sounding their brazen trumpet for a victory! Oo you 
happen to hnow anythingof this letter 

' To Daniel Hehblethwaite, Esq,, 

‘ Hummums, 

‘ Covent Garden V** 

‘^Hje d— 11 P'— -n the letter, apd the writer too, for his 
cursed folly in writing it I ” growled Bebblethwaite. 

‘t Pon’t you include in your anathema the person to whom it is 
addressed, for Us folly in losing it | ” asked Mr. PhippSin, Coolly. 

tell you what, old boy/’ said Hebblethwaite, resuming aB 
his t;umal stolid eSrontery, ** you and I had better come to terms, 
t have not passed, tho last thirty-five years of my life between the 
Hast and West Indies# and the Mauritius, in large coininemal 
transactions, without being mtimatfik acquainted with Sir Titani* 
feirous Thompsop# and still more inlmately so with his aSure; 
you understand— with his e^mrsj and it is impossible to be that 
without having secrets worth knowing— secrets, in fact, worth 
several thousands Of any m^’s money. Kour, say tl» word; 
what wdi jfOi» give to know them I ' 

‘^Myself the trouble of ascerbw^rngthem,” rejoined Mr. Phif^en 

Sternly. ’ , > ■ 

No use, my l?uod Sir ; |mu might grope about till doomsday, 
and without a gujfie; that is, without Paniei Eebbkthwaite lor a 
guide*,/ '’'¥pu li^l, never ,find , the that -daric labyrinth. His 

terins;ire,,his own^personaj liberty, arid a free. passage, ,;|o America. ■ 
What'Siy'you, is ifa bargriU?,,:.c%*%*^»^t^uod'/'” ^ v-,' 

At thia,name ihe/o!ld man reeled as if hs alsO'lmd, 'h^./ahot,'and' . 
would ^ya;felkn,}/^d he.n^t'clumW the cm?naror!.the taWes, 
hu.t,'Tec^eri^g b|m<^lf in,#'mnmenli'he>8aidf.ab :be,wm‘ed'tim'bi|i'' 
drops frpm.^'bis.lti4'««ui, are#' ydu bold# bad;msm»' 

ITear’ydhAot/.. -i^rnther'Orim^ 


ti t lmg hwiM eeior^, '' 

^^dlr^^’l•»l|iBB««r^^^ ’Wt Wfeto 

Ilf 'fiiW ••' » ''■; ' ■'’' ,' 

; ' '^^.Y^ou/'nio aotiiiii^fer m®. ; '"WOlydii 1bfy'iny’»ecl<*)e^ts'iLt . 

I ask ? Tau bai lieUsr, for tli^y vit»g-cb^^ 

‘wkrt yo«r citcumstaacea und^ 

whicb l Mre fxiada your acquaititauca^ and yottr own iaccoutit ctf 
your atJtecadcniys;! sbould not care 1^ trust mysalf klone wltb you ; 
tod In Siting up the ceaepool of Sir titaniferoUs Thomp«to*» Kfe^ 
tynga wiiidi concern his victims may transpire which 1 
righttototthe ' public.’* > ; '' '' ';'''' 

*^¥ou need not ; neither need you be alone with me. *|1ie 
jeweller who furnished me with these ornaments/^ said Sli 
(nodding to the policeman, and rattling his handcuffs^ enh bp 
present to n^folcct you, and need not be the wiser for ppr ctmie- 
rence; as 1 suppose you speak French at least? And ais for my 
reapectahility, on that score you can have no doubt, wMto I teli 
you that once upon a time, as the Story-books say, I was Junior 
partner in the firm of Kicker, Hebblethwaite, and Kicker, of Man- 
chester, who were solicitors to the late JLord de BaskervUle^ when, 
as the Honorable Palmytongue Andover, he canvassed that city, 
et cetera, oetera, cetera 

Again Mr. Fhippen groaned. ** Levens,” said he faintly, '' give 
me that candle ; and you* Sir,” added he sternly to Seaigemotu^ 

** quit this place and my service, instantly ; you shSll he rempvea 
to fatuy's Hospital. Try, during your bodily illness; to repent of 
llie far wiuse woahds you have inflicted on ^uur own soul, and if 
you die under them, may Goo have mercy upon you. Tom, go 
foracab to have him conveyed to the hospital; you need pot 
afcommny him, hut remain here with Dutton, till I have spoten 
with this man, and then I sHalT want you to go with me to the 
Hummums, to be present at the capture of the chief villain. 
Ndw, Sir (to Hebblethwaite,) follow me.” 

I **;Not til I have your soli^a promise, before all here present, 
thatlishaM be set at liberty to depart this eery nistht for America.** 

“ Yes, on the express proviso that two detectives accompany you 
to jUveepooli and never leave you, night or day* till you haw sailed^; 
and bring me the captain of the vessel’s receip| for your passl^- 
nion«yr I know * The Hiatvatha’ sails to-morrdw night for IwtV 
York, lor I have goods consigned to her ; so that will just do.** 
heled the way into the dressing room, taking irith 
himv|toJ}‘iii’k;'and -paper,, 86;'as to make Hebblethwaite^ give 
depositibns in writing. For one full hour 'were tbey'^loseted^/MI;.:;; 
HSbpim4o0Mng deadly, pale, but perfectly cidih, 
baofc In fhe interim Mr. Sedgemorl had beeii removed to Guyj^! 
Hoipiml i but Messrs. Smith tod': Jones* 'e^|ly^'hand^eufi^,5'' 
/wtoemitriug ' like t#o half hauged':i?i^,>ith ' a ' 

'beito,«kchuf''ihemi whiieth^ we#"i(asing rimxiAf, 



llw. m pmi ,«►£ 'tlieif 

AiBitlJ .pkaiiaiiita^#. 'tfefe’j, 

}>el?»«en 

iiM.. , ; for ' v^/<» ^ fMjmBrni lnit;'you"^«e'' i|. 

liwij^s hm beeij';foi>i'Oce 

Ip' ib^e world ii ‘eidei— %e’'pltle cru^'^st, wWe 

'mcsi^, more espedally 'hi littr jiiw^ beekiiRe Tit^-e k tliife , 

fibdefi of tidile, not only in its nature/lidt in ilfe wnlta. Wnjti I 
jitean ia, that virtn^^ and yioei, afone are tpl^ted fo 
ayilizad society; and for th^J same reason— nainely, tfoikt If ei%e^ 
one or the otte is oery great, iiobody in foem.^ I Oe^ddt 

tell:jou^ to, he irmd^o^e in ''Virfoe, Wsa^fet.'adth reger^^^'tO ^it, ^'jonr 
temperaifoe amounts to total ahstiafcjic© ; foit ht'^rmtlo^'^bor 
|He^emar ^foe, and though may nOt attain to the highek grade 
ijj||ai)3i^^ literatiire, which is generally the reward or nuecm^ 
^itacsS;, yd don’t despair ; for you have every chsmced 
spddily obtaining appointments txnder goyernmed the colonies, 
and if so, remember that B. fi, stands either for ‘Bie Hard,’ Or, 
for your faithful friend, Bauiel Hehbleth waits. Ales 1 reOOir no 
more; mam adim poiar tot^ours And three cahs hpii^ been sent 
te, aiid two mdre policemen, Hehbldh Waite and his %0 Wpers 
were rattled otf to Euston S<loare, While hlessietirs Smith add 
Jones, equally well stqjporfod, were tahen in the second to Bow 
Street ; Mr. Pii1p|>en, Tom Levens, and a detet^ve getting into 
^ tWrd» and drivfog to the I^mmums,” white Butlon was left 
in car© of the offices/ ^' ' ' 

Is 'Mr. Smith here 1” a^ked Mr. fhippm of a waiter Oh aUght- 
ti^' it the Hum'mums*, 

Mr, Smith, Sir ?” was the natural reply, 

^^Why a Mr, Smith, who was to wait here for Mt. Pfohhl®^ 
thwaite/*' ’ ' ^ . 

''Ihe Hebldeth'waite was ^ land-mark*, of ..^herwW o 

'Smith; might ‘nit have hroh|^t' them any; ’nektet fo'*:„SAhean 
iden^dty t%n B., of'C*, or ,B;;,^cth, and so on through 'f^hwhite 
^ph^et, foen recpmmend^ backwards from the 2!. 

‘^'dhl yes, Sifftlis w*^^if'you\’pleaBe,__'Sir,”;and' the'a^^ 
throw 0^ the door of a. 'room in 'which Sir ’ 
m9''|fociiig''uh and ddWny':m»o announced^' 

' ' ' ';: ' '. 

''|',K'isaud‘ilie' 

cmlin|t,. hn;d 

t both cf Ms 


■' My .‘dear Mr. 
derbolt;%^ 
nev«r|heli$&s, w 
at wMch-Mr, 

^^thkfoahnifoaif.emd'p'L^ ... 



a.-fhon* 
at'"'hte’'fobt>;.,.Mtt, 
the'hew'amv4# 
If 'h^ford/hfo 'Wki 


s^lM :^t;':i^j!ff^j^ Ac^ji'pcC' Wf • ^nilil’ ' ' 

: 0 ^' .:|^ift' w«| 3 r,;fe|Liii!Bri^^. ' '' c0fgea,4|0»‘., 

fey 

ffie,'“ 8 i»:|e: 0 ntH ’;df''" ApwV’ ®liy,eB ' liuoa W'*: i«iid Isjiiir' 
ii,/€akiiti^’ The three f^i^g^nes' hy; ;whieh,,yaii' hbtaitw'' 
p^jsee^^li '^f',the '4tIe:feds'''of'XyloiiTarh, eucr 

aiad'too ':lptJ|f'to'' 0 |^uiBera^' 'p^ml ,asp 
wm<|h^ hut lor the Respect aiid the mercy I leel for the mo^tw 
^ter,,; 5 h 0 m,^_y 6 u,, fron^yoUT dl’-gptteu eirperitiity, left !to;etat^i' 
should 'p4h^[' you to' the' galWs, which, from .‘your youth 
l^ej|a^sfd your hfe in earning; but I have a pumshmjaut In etc^ 
for you with it^ and which, indeed, did yShi 
pofisees a spark of either feeling or conscience (which you do uoljj, 
would for exceed it.** “/ 

cried the detected villain, of a livid green with cfU^ 
dieting had psridna ; never ! I have still money— pb bne 
despair ivho has— and I defy you all as he made a rush towajda 
the ddbr.j but outside which his furth^ progress was mteroepfod 
by Tom Tcvens and the two policemen, who dmgged Elm forefoly 
back into the' room. 

^‘ Unhand me !‘^ he exclaimed, emancipating himsrif with“ hue 
desperate Struggle from thrir grasp. '‘ Do you know who 1 am ^ 
Tm a Member of Parliament! — a BarOnetl— an Tfost India J[>i^ 
rector in the Bank of Dobbs, Thompson, and Dpuhs l. 

—and the rich^t commoner in England I— this man 
falsely i’*' Bht hbre the mild and truthful habit of St. Stej^eu'b 
came to his assistance, and, driving down Phillip Phippeh* \rith e 
deep unuttered curse info nis heart, he said, in his blandest fon^ 

“ I mean, Pm sure my worthy friend^ Mr. Phippen, hare, has beeU 
misled as to my identity.** 

Boh*t presume tb call me your friend, Sir. Policemen, do your 
duty, and , secure that man.** 

*' Onn^ fo<mient, foy said Sir Titahiferous, putting up 

his fbldbd hands# wifo more parliamentary politeness and forbtar- 
ahce, ‘‘ bhe moment ; just kt me take my hat, which is over on that 
table, and I will accompany you without force, as Mr. Phippbu 8^11 

pefoists fo his > 

' ■ And sfo 'there' was do door at the other end of the room, tlife, 
allbwed Mm to go to the table for Ms hat; but befofo he had^^ 
reached it, he drew a phial of prussic acid from M» pocket, aud put 
it;;fo'hfo'''fopith j’\but juick as '''lightmng," Tom Levens,“''who 3M;' 
U^VeT' laheh Ms 'ey#"' off Mm,, Sfwang' forward, and do»hod' 'it to, ’Ufo!; , 
gfofo^d 4 ;whefo, hrewng info a thoUsand';pieces« the\' rifom. ibeeaule' ' 
ihefoi^ ^ 



\ '^*M0i |dr;tbe4,'liHe.i»V take'its'eo.ii^ftlP*!'^^^ 
at hm ^or I l^o no|:‘ wi^ki'' 

'he 8lmll;»ot go utottifiiehed,; 

iHiich'J^oger, nor'M5!.m^^^ escape 5^.4 , ' 

hitter injustice. EVery shilling of bis iI!rgot^n,,ii^ 1 ,ih,' l«\'n^ ’ 

felted, therefore, be b«s no longer a house or Jbntne 5 ^o| stall 
him, with you to watch, hi®i, ^t my own hot^ ^ 

proper sphere* a penal colony, from whence I will take gW we 
he never returns.^’ 

The little, miserable-looking tadpole M-?. made ho further resist- 
ance, for he saw it was useless. So he philosophically began to 
hug himself with the idea, that where there was life there was hope ; 
and he actually began sighing, not like Alexander, for new worlds 
to conquer, but for new worlds to cheat ; and in a colonial world he 
did not doubt but what he should End plenty of opng^ial spirits^ 
who, upon that very account* it would be a greater glory to exercise 
his Meats upon. Besides, come what might, he had been one of 
the greatest (?)i.e. the richest, men In London. He h^ been 
married to a Lady Geormana, the sister of a pi i^vant Prime Min- 
ister ; he had an aunt, a bond fide peeress ; he had laieen an il,P^„and 
he still was, and ever would be, a baronet I and with these, , apd 
similar soothing reminiscences, he laid down op a dock-bed, in a 
small attic that night, at the Blenheim Hotel, watched over by tp^o 
gUardian-angels in blue broad*cloth and glazed bats. 

said Mr. Phippen, in a mournful voice, and tbe t^rs in 
bis eyas, that night after he had made the young man eat a gopd 
supper, and the, supper-things had been removed, , Tom* your 
couri^e and fidelity this day, have resound many yictims, ^nd light- 
ened many hearts. May their grateful prayere rise up to the giteat . 
anil good Goo, and descend in blessings on your head y uk^ ,wt:y 
am I, Toih, to hurt, or wound you at such a time ; bui, ydu 
know it at last, and what must be told, the sooner it is , tpld ibc 

batter* That and yet-— Ton my life — — 1 ,scarc|Jy 'know 

haw to send such a poisoned arrow into your heart, neitfer?^ 

“I think I Jtnow what you mean, Sir; thet rich up 

et^rs is my poor Janet’s brother. She told me tins loOK hfOr Sfo 
said she felt I ought to know iU J loved her tpe mpre* wk®** ^ 
found I bad e sorrow to . share with her, for there |s no Cj^ept fot 
riye^nf;, hearts,' like, a common griefo. .1 .ehall.love 'her "better './till*; 
now'ihat' J' am hm. refuge from shame ; . for t ’'s,t>ali , kSnoiy:”|liai’' s^f , 
wiU:not,,and,eannot':des»rtthe heart whichTs'hitf, sfanctu^j^*!"^^ , 

Tom' I /, . said. Mr. Phippen, holding out hi8^a|il yph; 

urea\food,‘folfow, I. always, tbougbt:'So* and 

of it* ' ' ’ , , u • f , ' ' .'t i ' ' 

wiliat allepptssndeavonr .|0,:becom.e.''.^>Bfti 
unpardonable if '.|^'4id,not t-'.lmying’ im 

than precept--exemple/'' >' ' ■. ''.'.A - ‘ . j,;,',' .1, 



' , “ Xusb;>. tom I littU mc^iVirife''-#^’ !'f “wS' a'ti 'ii& 'pasiM' 
slia.dftt ''I the Vtor,ld,;^.^,<i'^ii'iaf'''e^8y' '• 

to 'It^ae^'tlle qpjeV inii^or ctt;riWt.<ifitfa,;m'a;deep:apa 

whk^ agitato its aurfaco i ated" tlje' world is''.|';'' 
its only dopilis being whirlpools* Gop^ night i 
slP^'/woll'i/'Crob hlsss.yoO/* ''’:* • '''■';' ‘ • ^-'''-.'V 

And tbh old inan up His hand*cPn dipstick, apd wallred into 
hi^ bed,j^&fh,^wMc}i adjom^ ' i 



':', ' CONCLUSION. ^ ^ ^ ^ y, 

There is how a great talk (?) about legislating for women ! as event ' 
the ass, ^^the most serious of all animals,” as Montaigne calls; 
it;^ has ^eu legislated for, thanks to Mr. Martin. But it is much 
to be feared, that redress for women has been delegated to Miss 
Elizabeth, at well-known female member of the Martin family ; 
and that, according to the usual fate of all reforms consigned f 
to her carp, ,we can only not lose sight of the measure, by 
keeping it in our eye. The Persians have a proverb, which 
they apply, when there is much stir made about a matter, with- 
out its producing any visible results: “We hear the mill,” 
spy they, ** but We don’t see the corn.” And this Ecclesiastical 
Ameiloratipn Bill being treated like the little dead hunchback 
taijorj^ iti the Arabian Nights, and pushed on, and poked downtbo 
chtohey of one sesskn to that of another, makes one fear that there 
is less sincerity than policy in this stir ; for if the former were ;pn- 
ni^m mohtfe of the measure, the whole didieultics of the case could 
bdtnet at pnc«| by a very simple process ; that of taking Gon into 
thfejr cdhhdils, and making those marriage vows strinyent^ by which 
nibn |ir0mi«e, at Oon’s altar, ioolmve to the one woman they make 
ihur wife'fJ'iii sickness and in health ; HU death do them partt^ forsak* 

/ hud endoiuiriy her with all theii' worldly yoodsl! in* , 
sfe^ad of giving wcfi a conventional charter to convert, as they ;; 
do? tVpsfe solemn vows into a blasphemous farce, which according ’ 
Interpretation, means, that they have a perfect right (?) to 
fprialte inelr wife for all other women, and however great and ebon* 
tteit^', wdfidlx niay be, to robber of the''btite.:8hdhM:^ ' 
her ' 0'Wai/|nd pinibri ^ her' down upon- tbife'aafe, 'beoausO nn (be linger-*"') 
ipg,; aido^df btarvati^^ Butibep.'ib be sure, if the taw^' of Gob " 
#pdi'''td^be'‘takendhto'the national .councils, and ■en/orced,'ii#0^'.:v;. 
ojtboingfjas they now are, owe-stdei, heayy fetters fotpaomn, 
ihei/e'doiifey leyai Motions for'wten, theruls bo knoi^^ng 'phM tnik*';;' 
sdrt'bf Iblbg’bpight’end. ^ Add only'ifma^ne %bat 
of things jt would be, were our Saviaur*s commanl bbeyedi of Le* 




■'''‘'l»; IMtiameat ii^idiv 

‘ ieM’- Miiaiiftfc;eiS, .And pei^ecki^ w -da<3i^«^ip^'s 

'tilings* «?ery, b^eanse Pm«CB»'fei^T]8“'irs'me'great fteMr&ts’ bailie 
worlil ; but wbat QUtti:age d<ies it isegilfe idcw for a little postbn- 
iootis fame wliieh uae ca|jQptfe®#w^ and would pot earp^bput if pne 
, 4id, alj tlie 'pain's and:pe3ialfci0Vpf Incoming pirjfcedeptV 'Wh'e^.tlw 
senate liad pernSiMd tbe spldi#^ to elect ^ralbet, aftd li^itl coft^iTbied 
that election, more emperors were elected abroad in rtis^ fiaitle*Md 
bjr the legione* tbah in gdmeby thepenaiibrsi Apd, db!|biles8,^fn 
fear an d feel; that were‘biJce the laws, in anj degree, ip beLequ 41 i^» 
and made jdst^ towards women, there wowla he ah 'e^d of that 
chartered prodkacjr, and disgraceful and Dracp^Uke tyAhhy which 
bur present barharm ecclesiastical laws delegate to tnerai, without 
responsiMlitv of reproach. Still, it is onli/ the vicious and the 
V§kn(^^ cowardly and the crafty, ambng nien,^ who benefit 
^is inibnitoUs state of things, and who clamour for its continu- 
ance 5 ^bd, and moral men see its crying injustice, as well as 
wpmep, and wish it altered, though, of course, they canpot^ef all 
its enbfiihies, like the wretched victims who are writhing under it ; 
but, having the sense to see it, they have also the justice to wish it 
altered, as have nothing to lose, though they have much 
to gain by its alteration ; Just as ^e‘ honest and upright portion of 
the community, do not care how stringent and i^nal the laws are 
made against thieves and house-breakers, for they not being thiei^es 
and vagabonds themselves, know that it is to adyaniage, and 
that of the chmmon weal, that such miscreants iAoiddhe mlram^d: 
and for crime, or f ather those capable of committing crime, there is 
no rekraint to punishment. As for moral coiruption there is none 
but ek^osttre. Your clever, wary villains, who hive no 
to.pare for, are always mighty tenacious of their “ piid 

padlocks and racks are of course; %hmr ohevma; de boitpifk fpr pre- 
serving a discreet silence as to their own misdeeds, 
that liberty of ^eech, of action, and of writing^ which ws^s atioww 
and eubduragea under Tr^an, of whom nothmg cowM be sajd or 
wriiteu that was mt to his credit, was carefully fort^ddeh and 
punbllied under Nero and Caligula. And, indeed, under the pre- 
sent sbdtl (?) and ebciesiastkal code of English society, thp wonder 
'k/mt that, so mnnp mch,are'aban!^n#d‘]j)rofiii(a^s, an4,|irPi^'|i^* 
‘hahdii,' hpt that 'they are not -aff such' f fbr wh^'pat.F^^'h 
ph«ht 'mcckm bf/Ihe' vicious, '.and th|f;/tirem^h4««'8 
' cant.' ,agaih^ Che mnrmiirhiit 'bf 

^meikm wtonps^ h'^Aithosihs'' silly aiid‘*'impM'ant 
lot* a t4an‘‘to, be/ amiable; and virthto ;ih/:Epg^lmtd;,,a4i^ 
have .been 'for 'he'jvicioua hnd.^flth/ 

dmntbiv' , How 'possible#, 'ifc^ su«h state of ,ihihgf> 

that we 'Vim hate 'any FIBoxenes who, rather than coaafr 



^ w«iM,prel|r;^^;,aji^ hack -:io ^ ■ - 

‘; 'tibdsa; Hjai^aeiS'l -pf ';M [,.' 

' ;*> ‘lU .»M ;- \,'::i>!‘.; -' ** Si nm feoerai Hie-xmima/' '' ^ / ;. ;- '■• • ' ' ' ", 

' ^ 'moBt now retum to the per sAijBfes of; ppr hid , , 

Jpj^lfpoid'hye; oince, than'kS'to BMppen,'^ '■ 

hoWes to go to. ■. 

Wag;' tb6 fifteenth of' July, 18'56,,,an(i, sJthough Si, ' 

■ one of the finest ihaf eve^^'ccnde'scended to travel hT:a|h;,J®«^* 
#71 for the saint had’ noi shed a '-single tear-^-why'shohit-rhii;? 
i^R. hot going 'to be married;! Bdt in the early' moTOhif*, 
tween ten and eleven, on that day, several carriages might hare 
b««n seen at the side entrance of Groorge’s, iCanow 
Ift-om the first tdighied Lord dc Ba#erville, who handed his 
mother^ looking soiemti and serious as befitted the occasion, apd 
her eyes were red with weeping ; hut it was not fpr the loss of ner 
k^t daughtier, hut for the loss of that daughter's fortune, which 
had so imprudently ingulfed in the whirlpool of her .opener 
nephew's tiUmr speculations, and had, therefore, been cothpelled to 
afCcede to ihe very advantageous terms annexed by Mr. Chippen to 
Pioendah inarryihg her cousin HarcOurt. After his J^dy^mother 
had swept tnaiestica!ly into the vestry, Lord de Bashhrt^illC wbuM 
have extendeq his hand to bier the san^e assistance to his sifter ; 
bfit there was another hand put forwai’d to do that, beibnging to a 
singulariyhandSom© young man, who had been impatieritlSy waiting 
at the vesi^y door for that especial purpose ; and of the many th^* 
sand handsome couples that have been made happy or miserable 
for life within ^tbe walls of that fane, certainly a handsbtnff one 
never entered it ; and eo the crowd, assembled outside, by a ^dden 
bunst of Irrepressible admiration, seetned tp testify. . tte next 
carnage was a darh^ beautifully-appointed Brougham, with a pair of 
P^Octty inaghificent chestnut horses, from which descendei lioiil 
and Lady Aronby, who had been iBarried Some three months be* 
fere, at hlf whP<^^® quiet little church of Llylisferh, and yet 
looked as fond of each other as if they were now ofity going to rfin 
their heads into the noose. The next carriage that drew # mn* 
’Gregory, ’ and Miss Kempenfelt, Linda and' 'C^harfey';' 
Axt feiIi>We;d one with* Graham,' Balmy toti^yjue Andover, ^ahd . 

' Byj 'Ifosp, /fificceeded by yet another, containfeg '’ Florinda’s 
,ind;, bBt;%bso, how ''Bake’'' and’ Dnche^ of ; 'Parraingtqn.:'''AAf‘<.._ 
iid^hJasti^nbi 'Ibtst, a pkin green. Olhrehce, with the, Rhetor if; ' ' 
tbe'’3fetdls', BhiEipBh'ippen/lanet Chariertop, add Tofe ' 

/.'M'^'B^dk^and'-Barcourtw^^ aisii,.he'feh':bei' 

'#;Atly Within litrie ' renr^^Ki 



me?*’ \ , ' • ' ’ ' ,• ' * , ■/; '■ *' '’■ v 

'Sfee'ir^inlied wiife iilodk'^ iil<iBiWS' lave/:B#i-»fcB^le6t'^^t4^Aig 
to be^g veUed/ittteafsh^-''/ v ^''■ 

’ ' '' ^ d^e’assez j'? 

'®fl reaching ^he altar, to beautiM young bride mkde %ay f# 
to plain and bomfe^-lpokmff matrdn, wbo was come' tore ihki 
morning, to evince #bat Bc. Johnson tmly designated the trium^fe 
of hope over ea^erience; and all £)adv de BaskerviWa^e^ 
looke, and haughty hridlings, could n&t alfer Florinda’s M nd-h^i 5 «ld 
courtesy ; who, taking to blushing and bashful Janet by to 
pressed it, as she, with gentle force, made her kheel down hetoe 
the altar rails, and Lord Aronby (for he it waS who pertomed to 
ceremony, masmkd by anybody, save the contracting partteiO soon 
converted Janet phatterton into Janet Levens. After which, Flo* 
rinda and Harcoiirt were as indissolubly bound together. During 
to ceremony, to tears of the assistants, as usual, began to tow ; 
and as usual, from very different causes. Lady dc Batkerville ■$ 
Were tears of rage and disappoiotiiient to think that Florinda, since 
she would throw herself away upOn a halLpay Gaptain, should add 
to her absurdity, by insisting upon that odd old Mr. Phippen giving 
her away, though to man, she must say, tod behaved very hand-^ 
somely 5 hut then^ when she had a broiher-indaw a duke, ibd a 
brother an earl, to thing was preposterous. Abd ton the idea of 
her making %vay for tot dowdy, common 4 ookittg wotnan^ in a 
bonnet that looked like English satb, of Cranhoum Alley manu- 
facture I What a nuisance that sort of people ore/ why can toy 
not, as they improve upon everything noiv-a«days, put sCme clause 
in the patent of every title to bar vulgar relations ? ^ v 

A tear might also have been seen by any scientific gentleuiaii, 
with a good glass, meandering down Mbs Charity -a check, like a 
purling stream through to Lea 80 wes, aS eto iooked at toCV^Mle 
arra^ementuf flbriuda’s veil and orange blossoms, ’tAhout 
making any allowances for the stili more exqubite face under to% 
tougfit, tot the too wiigto tone worn them Just as ^rac^Uy, 

Welb-no matter. . i. ■ ' > : “ ' ’ ^ 1 / m v. ; . 

As Lt4y Aronby turned with a sigh, from contempfetin^ "to 
ftii^ofniiemt pearls tot'adorned^'to'bnde%'',iieck,-her;4i^s.imd 
: thtojOf 'Sir Bregoiw I£em,penfe1t, met , they' alto were 'tuffuiid- with 
ttto*. for.4hey both wm^.lhinkmg tor’jj|rayto‘arev*W 
towers as w4l a«'‘''kitol«r-unly tof'to,.foriner''i«a;to^"tol;^ 
while tolatter it not onlya::iviug,''bUt'bfto«'4lj^to 
At length to oerto»bny wds^conclutod;' and ilr;>flsip|pii'bet' the 
fathiob.oLktssinl' boAi the'briiei^;,to^ously'i^t^ to 
vestty, 'In eMh-<fftobndcgroom8,%at^ ^ 



s: lie;»8v,lil^ ^e'E3P!i|iei:^r«|;;Bus«i^^^ .he 'hiaS^-'Oiily . ' 

given mtif what lie coiiMn*! keep/' 

...;lMi4/t}aen* alter' the eigning,-., 

md eif complinienta aiid eongratulatiotis, the c<ir%e rep#te4 te 
3^r. Phippen’s new house, in Upper Brook Street^ to breakfast, 
where they found minyadditihns to their and amohg them. 
Lord Pendarvis, and Eobert Chittertoii, who Had doffed Met petti- 
euati i&r ihat happy occasion, and looked as ni^dly stiff and 
glo«sy, aia #i»it of painfully new clothes could lUike him ; while 
OflSciating in the cloak room, was Sarah Nash, in a lavendel? silk 
dress and la cap of lia»iton lace, with avalanches of white xihhons 
abcmt it, while 'Hm, her flithful Tim I wore hk favours in a collar 
of little rofottses about his neck, which, as Charley ohservedr-who 
himself .wore a favour as big as a cauliflower-r-« made a most 
hoofifs^ eonirast to his glossy black satin coat/' 

In the drawing-room was seated old Mrs. Thompson, in an easy 
<^air, dressed in a plain grey silk gown, with a clear lawn hand- 
kerchief pinned over the shoulders, a white cap, black mittens, and 
in her b®M»d a thick crutch-stick cane, with an agate handle, over 
which bpr palsied head and plain uncurled grey hair was shaking; 
and yet, this poor withered crone was only four years older than 
her blooming buxom peeress sister. Such a hard slave-driver is 
poverty, whose bonds are drawn on human flesh, and whose inden- 
tures are written and signed with human blood I 
** Ladies and gentlemen,"' said Mr. Fhippen, standing at a table 
which was cowered with papers and parchments, where was also 
seated a lawyer writing ; “ before we go down to breakfast^ I have 
a few worda to say, and a few matters to settle. In the first place, 

1 must inform you, that through the zeal, sagacity, and fidelity of 
my good friend, Mr. Levens, here. Sir Titaniferous Thompson's 
crowning frauds were prevented ; by which means I have been hap- 
pilyable to detect several of his former ones, and, better still, to 
make restitution to his victims in many instances, though not in 
ah; and uoneitas given me greater pleasure than to refund to you, 
8k f^egory Kempenfelt, the monies which, by a most wicked 
he swindled a relative of yours out oL Sir IHtaniferbus 
Thompson, stand forth, and confirm the truth of all I am about :t0 
assert 1” And here, handcuffed, and in the custody of the two 
policemen, the miserable and mean-looking ye Levant niilhonaire 
ws dragged in from an adjacent ropm amid the sobs of hlo mother 
aiidmste% and a look of withering scorn from Ms fine lady 
While ie hekher looked to the right nor to the left, but kept Jhls; 

on the ground, and his nose in the air, save wben the lawf^ 
kimided lim n pen to append his signature to the written statement 
whk^ read outf . Uad| Florinda Penrhyn's fortune 

^ , grieve, 'to say, ■ irrevocably gone,”) said' b^'i 

,f ^before wrerikegot ; into,; my 'bands ; WfS'itpot'^ 

So, Sir? Here, sign qnkktyi for you are not Cardinal # 




Lady B^ritida, a<> go0d‘«ja^|;$o,yo«ii^g, ai^la'Wf ’iw«r M' 'fee ' 
ofeeji»-r^fei^,Jllak wlii«i;fe«- w«ld hm so 

•lotig l^e^n reeHl#''m40r-^I fe ^preai^ii^'^ii'S^i'Wife feis‘;liouae^a|kd 
()L#|?v 4 fi, B'a!fe€r«^le;'#iBr^d* •' 

feo%-fei'‘'elie fe-' ''proyliife -' • 

'luis^iBoiiaely 

<>f jfeftft'^jprd^iWiom'i iiJol'A, yo.ipig, atoiit' '■• 

It fetee ii^^eks ^ AW -reAeWed feeir''l0(drfy 'afAd 't^iioiT < ' 

fmtitAde.) Bdt'**" confewied Mr* 
eveA fetter feaAAur^ both fee lKJ«ifie;'’?Mio .w 
eecArfe' ^ Lsdy. Fton'^da^ l6r;altho%k*l ^ feiAlt'iAy 'f^At 7011% 
IrieAd-'y -sCAt^tafe' Mmthyn» hm girm Sk ceMiiy' t0o 'feaby .pmm ’• 
of trm smrag^ ever to'-'be i^^ttSly fee '^i^tedy eo^feikse ef ' ' 
cm»feA$ ill^usiog a weioan, m<m$€ tliat womm t® ^ 

be fea ^e, atid fee k feeretee Je^% <le «o, yet, till 

OUT preMiit-ifiijgAitooa for fee pidvemation'-of woioaii ^Aie ' 
ateed, if the$ met me (?) . I do not think men odigfet to hate 
SH^ iA'^^ked temptation put ia feeir way; and I have the ioiaa 
scmple fe imttmg eterythl^^ in Lady Fliarinda’s power, feat I am ^ 
very eeriaio that no womm would omr let even fee worst and moet ‘ 
brwtal feuebaad tent moaev; whereae it is very dubious if oveh 
fee be^ jmea do not think that women have, or oupht to haye, the 
art of living upon nothing, which id, I suppose, to keep fee ^ 
unilies wife fee G^ker privileges they allow them* dmd now, 
Levens, to settle my accounts adfe pm, I &u>€ ym a separate delil ^ 
of gratitude and therefore give you five hunwed pounds a year 
for yourself, and a hcmse, which I have bought for yoirat JUfe* ^ 
mond ; but your wife must stiH netaiu, as her own, that wfech she ‘ 
had before she married you; but the house k an enaimbefed ^ 
estate, for, unless you and Janet decidefey ofejeet, ’Gad! 1 , mid ^ 
Sdrah Ifasfe, and Tim mean to come and live with you, for T ^ 
begin fe bo tired of tossing about the world.” * 

0b i ' sir, wow you have indeed; made us ' happy'-htppkr tlwn 
by ail yfur other 'feuerosity,” wept' fee grateftd ..^Wi almOsi' 
tanoomiy* ', - , 

Glad of it, for feat’s wfeat 1 wish to do. And now. Sir,” added 
Mr. Phippcn, turning to fee eOntemptlble^looking culprit, I have 
a word m say, to .before, you ,are $mi for ever out of a nountry,-/*; 

you have dipgracefe flowey^^W® won’t (jmte hide. our , 4 bnMsbod; 1^; 
headsy«f,fbr if annals, bfeig’u|' 4 uch,ploit^^ >}* 

as Wahifi^ous John .Sadleirs^.^and' 

mflitirr ones.opifetisrhalonoe these '|oui edrruptioins' 
other ImOinpsbhsi Wfednms, 'Lakes, 
of .Kars, 'And ^vpU^hnndwimleJ'sj^ns 
dases, of' which "Cunlam Massys mid , ^arcofet' Peiwbyn^ 

fo|t» pp0r,rmisfis^^ ' 



'OrjP, .at the ,^i^lie„o^^:thefr 

of ' , ,";; v.. 

/>,. " ’>*■'',’’* ,'- fci^y wcW'felht^'to ^“pan.* ' ' ■'’’’ 

befall)- hf uobbiiif .your own luotbiei^^to meetfour jWemle'''' 
peoulatkma aud speeulatidns, aud yout eiided by leayii^her to 
sfeawe wheu Satau filled your coffers to oycrfiowinf* But 
were a wah mtu, no matter h&m vour riches had been acfulred, 
ani tber^ore the world courted and upheld you j she waa a li^r 
but, honest, woman, therefore her r^atious deserted and left her to 
strangle as she could, or to perish as she might. By the hiercet " 
chanise i n?et with yoiir poof, struggling, ncieritorious sister--^l «ajr 
chance, being the accepted term lor such events ; Wt what we’ 
chaOces are but the arrows of God's providence, aimed by 
l^s^tgets of human destinies. Willing 
to try if you had still one touch of nature, or one sparic of hhhian ' 
feeling* onp day that you came to my office I had purposely left a 
boy in the passage, directed to your mother. True, the natne Is a 
common one, but she had an uncommon son, and eo no question 
did he ash me as to whom that box might be for, or whither it was 
gomg. Nm yon arc once more a single man without incum- 
brances, vfor your lady-^wife has returned to her relations, and I 
cannot say that I pity her for the loss of the money she married, 
or for being tied for the rest of her days to the dirty little sow’s- 
ear purse that money was in* Nothing further now remains for 
me to do but to give you, previous to your being conveyed to Bt. 

I Catherine’s I|ock, where the vessel is which will take you to Met 
bourne, all remains of your vast possessions — namely^ these 
three forg^^s on the late partners of the firm, Silwood and Adams, 
tbji sheaf of shares in the grand duchy of Swillandsmokem lead 
mm^s, and these loaded dice, furnished to you by your warihp ^ 
frkild and long associate, Daniel Hebblethwaite. Eobert Ghat- 
teiton, the lesson is a severe, but I hope it will be a salutary one. 
Look well at this mans* that you may all your life remember ^Imf u 
detmttei oifcm looks tike, and* in remembering it, never forget the 
I trite but great truth which your copybook tells you, namely that 

^ Honesty is the best policy, 

And Whenever you feel tempted to do what is not qmte jakf Or to 
take any mditettage of your schoolfellows, dr, in afterlife, of an^' 
one>tee, think Of Toon'-ONCLK, bom in a'humble'but' respeclibie " 
tj'phi^e.'igif^bii!'‘i'',ra^ed by'^'greed t^gain above'' that sphere, and;niti* - 
matelf' hurled/ by tnerited disgrace, /or belpm k* ‘Now, ofiS’Cera,,"''. 
remoye''ypTtw*^^tiaoner'fromoar'si^^ ■ / 

As'tbey w#ref'''^epajditg to M so, his pohr old' mother ’tottemd'; 
forward, 'knd ^ 

Son alas'l’ -my 



,;i^! repejjtlWot^'. it top M^.ife’i^' 0jril3rv|r.p|ti|wi|f %'. dpB 

r'l' 

** Com^p MM ^ir^miaa,^ t1^)ejt«’»,no‘ we ik.yow sliajciiifiyoiir 
at tse « 0 ««l/^^] 8 »id tfee wtietc^ /’ .'. ^ ,,,, 

** J ^onH' Aake:i: 63 r:!;head at y^W'I’itaV* ihe;pW!r!cj;^ati|^fe ; 
^Ht*a palsy tKai aliakea it hthtt its time, tw way^ sjiice the 
hm^' you were horn, that you have wrung-. ^ I 

, But here lauet put her arm rottud her mother’a waist ap4 d|ew 
her away, as ppor Aaoe Thompson sphhed out, ** 00© forgive y^ ! 
00 © turn your hea^t' at la»t» 15tan 1’^ ' . , ' .: -■ ' .’ ' ;« '■ ; r 

And as the door closed upon him and thetwo policep?eo,< ^ 
ihipjpen turned towards Lady 4e B«^ervillei i^a,, loefcmf her 
steadily: in the face for a few seconds, with a mingjed expression 
ofsorrow and contempt, he said in a slow but ciegr vdipe^ as he 
drooped his head slightly forward, with his hands crossed PM 
.the other**-", , , ./ , . . ' ' /. 

“And now. Madam, you shall he satisfied; for t see you are 
asking yourself wAo and what on earth is this odd ojd^’^an that 
takes upon him to settle every body’s aifalrs, and even to initerfere 
with the course of justice } Who he is, you shall know ; but they 
Oay it is diiicult to know one^s self ; therefore, what he i^ I may not 
find it so easy to tell you, One part of my history^a tri4ing 
episode, it is true-^I already told you, one day when J had the 
Imnorof sitting next you at dinner, at your house ; I 

mean the little circumstance of my having had my all wrecked 
early in life. You asked me the name of the vessel I I told,TOu 
it was the * Lady de Baskerville/’ at least, so it was called, alter 
that lady, hut when my all went down, she was called the * Dora 
Benrhyn.’ ” Lady de Baskerville changed from red to white, and 
gasped for air, as every eye, including those of her own children, 
were turned upon her, ‘‘ The way of St was this, Madpm- My 
name u'as not always Fhillip Phippen, neither. In my young days 
I was called FhUlip Silwood ; I was the eldest son of the lafgest 
millowner in Manchester, and was thought ihers n great match; 
Dora Penrhyn had nothing but a beautiful face, Uierally mt^iny 
ifu4 that For a long time my parents objected to the marriage on 
that account; but nothing,M8t least toothing 
turn me from it, for she had my heart, and I fear, ah© wilted 
my soul, she would have had it too ; 4 p 4 *^an^l^fopi, that 1 was, 
I thought that she loved me, for she had tpifi me so, so often. 
.'■But one evemng-*-li; -was m evening,, in h^ve'‘reasop to 

remember Jt— she. me, in„.a j^ptdoy>f,_.UY , the, ,jjiyer.|ide 4 :she 

, 8ee,med confuted; the asked me,'to',,'gailifr |pr;,*herji Mlfuch ©i 
May; as I did so,'© thorn ran into rjof finfer**--that was n 
and yet, sometimes I fancy I feel it still ; well, the sun was setting, 
the river was very calm; and so was her face, and with that calm 
face she told me that all was over—that Vi^as the last time she 
could meet Uier that iUsistad upon her marrying a 



lnii| A'' <fe#' Ae .tiieiaaber ' for' Ms^ofiestfet^ '.'- 1 hm 
mtk A Ai5k4eMW‘‘“fbbI wof '\b^lievfe it, hmi »h'e' 

it aft''tb‘M'tli^'tiext dajr, and se^tme badt my letters, and' my 
pictnre; still I lingered on, Him i, person Walking in » dream, 

' ilu'pbe rndtaite, ohl-- bow it raim!|3, bpt 'I did notAed a tcai>-I 
wad dm my dream-by ' tbe'‘«i(^ng of raamageAeBs. 'IThey 

I Had hothibg more to' do. there; 'I 
' tp'^Mve^me my portion'; 'I went ^'way, 1 neither knew, 

iioirha^ I travelled, and at fength I again fdnndmyself 

gt jfaris, whem I had been as a very young than, I picked np one 
Or twh achalTO ideas there, upon which 1 have traded ever imee; 
ht last I hetidhed— but ni# to Manchpter — I’ve never seen it eJnee 
?— ^rior never will. 1 commenced bisiness as a stock -broker in 
;*L0nd0hVcha^ a name that was odious to me, and took thkt of 
'Phii^n, which b^ been my mother’s ; but I did so by royal 
assent, or else my business transactions would not have been valid, 

* As nches increased, I did not exactly set my heart upon them, but 
I tned to set my heart by them j for f soon found out that removing 
Other people’s miseries is the very best way of lightening one’s 
own. I had no personal expenses, no hobbies but that one, and 
’ ifs astonishing how far money goes in thiasort of looking after 
oiied fellow-creatures a little ; and it was in this pursuit of Hhe 
; Misenes of Human Life’ that 1 got into the habit of going into 
phiap suburban lodgings ; for I soon found, by experience, that 
thh heaTOSt hearts are not always those to be found in hospitals 
grid alms-houses, nor even begging about the streets. And how, 
Madam, r only to restore to you that, on which j^ou set so 
' nmchvafe at all,” concluded he, presenting Lady 

3e Baskei^lllc her diamonds, with a low bow, amid the stided sobs 
■ of all present* including those of that lady. 

' Atid here breakfast was announced, when the weeping Florinda, 
<|gtting ^areourt’fi arm, pas her han^ through the good old 
ipiil’Sj Who had made them all so happy, saying — 

' am determined, (fear Mr. Phippen, that l will not give you 
’ up' to any' one.” = ' ‘ ' 

; then, it’^'h bargain,” said the old man, resuming his 

' meiry Ikiilh as they all went down stmrs; ^’and though your 
mother would not have me for a husband, from this out Tm to be 
^ my pretty Florinda’s father ; apd ‘egad ! I begin to think that this 
li bhtl^i' than the original plan. So as * All’s well that ends wall/ 
ydtt iee,*m|* dear little girl, poor Phillip Silwood has lived to ex- 
chahjge hi^ broken heart for a sound head, and to thank God that 
" hlf'''fir»t anWastTove^suit was mt 

Very SucCEsayui-.” 






vm^ot. 


A^ctthbh year liad passed. It oace loore tie fair sweet 
Hioath ©f M&f, and a lai^e piwtf were staying at Barones C«>iiit, 
inciting, Mr. PiyppeiJt and and as 

tie sun was setting, and casfef its long ^oi&i shadows on aB^ 
around, two persons ^tered the little old yillage chnrchyard^nd 
walked to a quiet graye tinder the patriarchal yew tr^s. They 
were Harcourt Penrkyn and h}« mother. tShe had religiously kept 
poor May's secret from all, save the one heart from whom hers had 
no semts, bttt most of all had she kept it freon her son. Yet now, 
as their lengthening shadows fell u]^ that fresh narrow grave, 
they seemed to repose side by side n^n it, and the tears streamed 
down Ma^^s cheeks. 

Ah ! Hattonn,*’ saldvshe, “** you know not what a gentle loving 
heart lies tAere.’' , 

** Not there. Mother/* he rejoined, pointing upwards. 

True ; here/' added she ; plant ^is branch of her sweet 
name-sake flower on that green pillow at her head, and when I, too, 
shall have passed away, Harcohrt, promise me, that till you rejoin 
us, you wilk every yeati if in England, corps and Watch this hri^ch, 
till it becomes a tree/’ 

** Mother,” said hof his own eyes fiBing with tears, as he folded 
her in ids arms, ** from this out, Fll not only watch it and water it, 
but every year Fll almost count its every leaf, for now you have 
invested it with a life-long interest for me ” And both mother and 
son consecrated the little ferandh they had just planted, by kneeling 
down and pt^ying, that when they also should have gone to their 
Eternal Home, they might inhabit the same mansion as she who 
now slept within that twice hallovyed grave. 

" So earth below and heaven above, 

With things we have seen befone, 

But scarce had thought to look on more, 

S^l wait to meet onr love. 

And in all char^ of time and place 
A something etm la left behind, 

Which, lingering last upon the mind, 

'' Ko changes can eflace/^ ’ ' 

♦ From a charming little volume Of Poems ©idled Poe%al Tonhltives#^ 
bykynaBrith. Satmdefs and Otley, bomion# 
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